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Assisi Hospice sincerely extends its heartfelt gratitude to the five clients in this book
- Eileen, Patrick, Pei Pei, Jing En, and Xiao Rong - for generously sharing their
personal experiences and, together with the counsellors, transforming their journeys
into written stories. To protect the privacy of our clients, all details have been adjusted
and names have been changed.
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FOREWORD

Grief is a pervasive human condition that
everyone will experience at some point in
our lives. However, it can evolve into one
of the most isolating human experiences if
left unacknowledged.

It is just four years since we started our fourth pillar
of service, the Grief and Bereavement Care Service
at Assisi Hospice in 2021. In these four years, our
Grief and Bereavement Care team have journeyed
with various family members and caregivers of our
deceased patients at Assisi Hospice in addition to
referred members of the public through intensive
counselling, group support programmes, grief
cafes, psycho-education talks and collaterals. We
recognise that majority of people who grieve will
not need intensive support to work through their
grief.

We hope that a book that contains the precious
stories of grief that our bereaved clients have
experienced and emerged from, supplemented
with reflections from our Grief and Bereavement
counsellors, will have the power to bring some
meaning, connection and hope to others who need
affirmation that what they are experiencing need
not be a lonely one.

Each story is a testament to the resilience of the
human spirit. These are stories of moving forward,
of learning to carry grief, and of how love continues
even after loss.

As you read, you may find echoes of your own
experiences in these pages. You may also find
comfort. These stories invite you to sit with your
grief, to honour it, and to know that you are not
alone.

We hope that this book becomes more than a
collection; that it becomes a companion. May it
offer comfort, understanding, and - perhaps most
of all = connection.

MS JACINTA PHOON

Head, Psychosocial Support Services
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ABOUT US

GRIEF AND BEREAVEMENT CARE AT

ASSISI HOSPICE

Grief is a deeply personal and often overwhelming experience,
varying greatly from one individual to another. At Assisi
Hospice, our team of grief and bereavement counsellors are
professionally trained in grief and loss, offering a safe and
supportive space for story sharing, emotional regulation, and
the search for comfort and healing.

Our grief and bereavement care services E.éﬂﬁm

are complimentary for all. If you would iI.-,.--.H- SCANTO
like to support the meaningful work of f'-- SUPPORT
Assisi Hospice, kindly scan the QR code E fl.r-

or contact us for more details.
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You are welcome to reach out to us at any time,
no matter how long it has been since your loss.

WE OFFER

e Grief and Bereavement Counselling - One-on-one sessions tailored
to your needs

¢ Bereavement Support Group - Process your grief in a group setting

e Grief Café - A gentle space to share about grief and coping

HOW TO REACH US

© bereavementcare@assisihospice.org.sg

® 9787 9890
Monday to Friday, from 9am to 4pm,
except Public Holidays

£0E: SCAN TO
Bt REACH ouT
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LOVE

NEVER CEASES

COUNSELLOR

OOl YINN SHAN

Unfinished business

During our first counselling
session, Eileen sat across from
me, her body trembling as
she sobbed. Overwhelmed by
emotion, she struggled to speak.
She was filled with grief, but it
was guilt that weighed heaviest.
With tears streaming down her
face, she whispered, “Why didn't
| speak kindly to my mother
when she was alive? Now that
she’s gone, | don't even have the
chance to apologise.”

Eileen's mother passed away at
the age of 85, on Christmas Eve.
A sudden stroke struck during
a physiotherapy session at the
hospital. At the time, Eileen was
traveling abroad with her sister,
who was back from America.
She rushed back to Singapore,
but by the time she reached the
hospital, her mother had already
slipped into a coma. Sitting by her
bedside, Eileen held her mother’s
frail hand and murmured, “I am
sorry. | should not have lost my
temper at you.” She made a quiet
promise — to better manage her
anger and to preserve the peace
at home. A few days later, her
mother passed away without
regaining consciousness.

In the subsequent weeks, Eileen
spiralled into deep self-blame.

Now that she’s gone,
| don’t even have the
chance to apologise.

She could not forgive herself for
the harsh words she had spoken
to her mother when she was alive.
The suddenness of her mother’s
death made it even harder to
bear. She also felt anger towards
her husband, believing he did not
treat her mother well and may
have made her feel unwelcome
in their home - something Eileen
thought contributed to her mother
choosing to rotate stays among
her other children’s homes. Grief
consumed her days; insomnia
and emotional turmoil took a toll
on her physical health and daily
functioning.

Aware of Eileen's long-standing
anxiety disorder, her daughter,
who was deeply worried
for Elieen, reached out to
Assisi's Grief and Bereavement
Counselling Service.

SOSPIY) JOAIN OAOT
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Pendulum

In our first session, Eileen held
on to a notebook and asked for
a “secret formula” to rid herself
of the pain that haunted her, so
that she could move on. She
described days when she felt
relatively fine, followed by others
when grief hit so hard that she
could barely function. | gently
reminded her that grief is deeply
personal and there is no secret
formula to “fix" it, but we can
process it together. While some
experience sadness, others may
feel anger, guilt, or longing. For
many, including Eileen, grief
follows what Stroebe and Schut
describe as the Dual Process
Model - the swings between
confronting the pain of loss and
adjusting to a new life without
the person, symbolised by a
swinging pendulum.

Guilt would hit her each time she remembered it,
a painful reminder of how her love had sometimes
been expressed through frustration.

At times, Eileen found peace in
believing her mother had gone to
a better place. On other days, a
familiar scent from her mother'’s
favourite dish or passing by a
shared space would unravel her
all over again. It felt like riding
an emotional roller coaster -
predictable in its unpredictability.

Eileen grappled with secondary
losses - the absence of shared
routines and the presence of
memories embedded in every
corner of the home. Her longing
surfaced through photos,
recollections, and imagined
conversations. Though it brought
comfort, it also brought more
guilt. An incident from years ago
stood out vividly - Eileen had
scolded her mother harshly for
attempting to retrieve a worn-
out shoe that had fallen off a
window ledge. “Why are you
risking your life for a broken
shoe?” she had shouted. Though
the outburst came from concern,
guilt would hit her each time
she remembered it, a painful
reminder of how her love had
sometimes  been  expressed
through frustration.

Through Narrative Therapy, we
began gently re-authoring her
story. | asked her to reflect on
what lay beneath that moment -

what had driven her torespond so
strongly. With time, Eileen came
to recognise the deep concern
and fear of losing her mother
that had fuelled her words.
We externalised her guilt and
frustration, allowing her to see
these emotions not as flaws in
her character, but as reflections
of her love and vulnerability. In
time, she found space for self-
forgiveness and began to honour
their bond with compassion.

In one session, | asked her, “If you
could go back to that moment,
what would you do differently?”
She paused, then said softly,
“|' would be more patient. | would
speak more gently.” We practiced
role-playing  those  imagined
conversations, giving voice to
the compassion she wished she
had shown. These exercises
reminded Eileen that her capacity
for love and kindness had not
vanished - she still held them,
and she could still express them
in her present relationships.

Root Cause

As we delved further, we noticed
that Eileen's grief did not begin
with her mother’s passing - it
started much earlier, in her
childhood. When she was in
Primary Four, her father died
suddenly of a heart attack, leaving

SISPIY) JOAIN OAOT
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behind a 30-year-old widow and
four young children. Her mother,
once a homemaker, had to work
as a domestic helper to support
the family due to her limited
education, leaving Eileen and her
elder brother at home to care for
their younger siblings. Although
Eileen had an elder brother, it was
her who stepped up to care for
her younger siblings and shield
her mother from further distress.

According to Bowen's Family
Systems Theory, Eileen became
what is known as a parentified
child - one who assumes adult
responsibilities too early in life
to maintain stability within a
disrupted family system. Beneath
her strong sense of duty was
a young girl's tender desire to
protect the mother she so deeply
loved.

Eileen learned to suppress her
own emotions, to “stay strong”,
and to carry burdens quietly.
Over time, this survival mode
became her default way of being.
While her emotional resilience
was admirable, it came at a cost
- a persistent inner tension and
frustration that she had to do
everything, because if she didn't,
no one else would. These patterns
eventually spilled over into her
adult life and marriage.

After her mother’s death, the
long-maintained facade began
to crack. Decades of emotional
suppression came rushing to the
surface, colliding with intense
grief and guilt. Eileen had long
believed she had to manage
everything alone - that no one
else could truly understand
or help. This belief left her
feeling exhausted, isolated, and
overwhelmed. When she felt
frustrated, she would lose her
temper and later feel guilty,
but her emotions were easily
triggered, creating a vicious
cycle.

In our sessions, we revisited these
childhood patterns and gently
traced the roots of her emotional
world. As Eileen started to see
her story in a bigger picture,
something changed. She began
to soften - not because she
was weak, but because she
was starting to see things more
clearly and with kindness. When
she looked back on her past, she
began to understand why she
had often felt angry or frustrated.
She no longer saw herself as a
bad or impatient daughter, but as
someone who had done her best
with what she knew at the time.

Her attempts to do everything
on her own, her need for control,

and her short temper were
all survival strategies. In the
absence of others whom she
can depend on, she carried the
weight alone - until now.

Flashback Memories

In our sixth session, Eileen had
just returned from a family trip
to Italy. She looked visibly weary.
During the trip, memories of her
mother were never far away.
She often imagined her mother
walking the same cobbled
streets during her own visit to
ltaly years ago. “Did she enjoy
the gelato?” FEileen wondered.
“Was she ever here?” Even
after returning home, she found
herself wandering through her
neighbourhood, scanning for
elderly women who resembled
her mother - hoping, somehow,
to catch a glimpse of her again.

That session was heavy with
regret. To help Eileen access the
emotions beneath her words,
| gently invited her to draw her
mother. She hesitated. “I'm not
artistic..can | skip this?" she
asked. | reassured her that this
was not about artistic skill, but
about giving form to feelings that
words often cannot hold. As soft
music played in the background,
she slowly picked up a colour
pencil. Though she was reluctant

at first, her hand eventually began
to move. As she drew, tears
dropped silently onto the paper.

When she finished, Eileen gazed
at the drawing in quiet disbelief,
tears streaming down her face.
She said, “I can't believe it. This
is so her — wearing her favourite
blouse and holding a Bible, just
like she used to when sharing the
gospel.”

In her drawing, her mother was
surrounded by red lanterns,
traditional New Year delicacies,
and the comforting warmth of a
reunion dinner. It was as if her
mother had come alive on the
page. This was a recollection of
memories filled with love.

We spent time reflecting on the
emotions evoked during the
drawing process and what the
image meant to her. Through
this, Eileen arrived at a powerful
realisation - she didn't need to
“let go” of her mother to heal.
Instead, she could carry her
forward - through the values her
mother had lived and passed on -
values of love, unity, forgiveness,
and faith.

Self-discovery

In our final session, Eileen looked
at me with calm clarity. “Thank

SISPIY) JOAIN OAOT
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She could carry her
forward - through the
values her mother had
lived and passed on -
values of love, unity,
forgiveness, and faith.

you.” she said. “l used to hate
myself for being frustrated,
and | did not even understand
why. These sessions helped me
discover parts of myself | never
noticed before. | always thought
something was wrong with me for
feeling this way - but now | have
come to understand it wasn't my
fault. It was shaped by how | grew
up and the environment | lived
in. | now know that my mother’s
love has never left me. Her death
was never something | wanted,
but it made me realise how short
life is. | should treasure what |
have and never allow myself to
live with regret. She taught me
what love truly meant. And I will
continue to pass it on.”

The pain of loss never fully
leaves us. But neither does
love. Through understanding,
acceptance, and  expression,
we learn not only how to say
goodbye - but how to carry those
we love with us. In how we live.
In how we love. And in how we
remember. Love never ceases.
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The unacknowledged love

Patrick, a 55-year-old Chinese
man from East Malaysia, had
worked in Singapore for over two
decades. It was here that he met
Amy, a colleague who was 10
years younger. Their relationship
began with conflict, and neither
of them imagined they would
one day be together. Their
relationship lasted for more than
a decade.

Although  their  relationship
was openly known at work, it
remained unacknowledged by
Amy'’s family due to their strong
disapproval. Despite the lack of
familial acceptance, Patrick and
Amy considered each other as life
partners, affectionately referring
to one another as ‘husband’ and
‘wife" in private.

For ten years, they spent nearly
every evening together over
simple meals and heartfelt
conversations. Amy, who was
gentle and soft-spoken, gave
Patrick the sense of home he had
longed for, having been orphaned
since secondary school.

But life took a cruel turn. When
Amy was diagnosed with late-
stage breast cancer, their
love was put through a heart-
wrenching test. One night, when

Amy was rushed to the hospital
in a crisis, Patrick found himself
barred from seeing her - he had
no legal standing as her next of
kin. The pain of being separated
from her in that critical moment
devastated him.

Still, Patrick remained steadfast.
He reached out to Amy’s family,
who eventually gave their
consent for him to move into her
home and care for her full-time.
His unwavering devotion in her
final days moved her family, and
in a quiet inpatient ward, they
held a simple tea ceremony -
an intimate ritual, supported by
a medical social worker, that
affirmed the bond Patrick and
Amy had long shared. It was their
way of fulfilling a shared wish to
be recognised as life partners.

Yet, after Amy’s passing, Patrick
was consumed by profound
disenfranchised grief - a term
used by grief professionals
to describe culturally
unacknowledged grief.  Without
a legal marriage certificate or
formal acknowledgment, he felt
invisible in his mourning. “She
died because of me,” he said,
burdened by guilt as he was
convinced their love - dismissed
by others as illegitimate - was
karmically punished. The weight

918D1J11490) IFRLLIBI\ B PUOAIE] DAOT]
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“She died because of
me,” he said, burdened
by guilt as he was
convinced their love

- dismissed by others
as illegitimate - was
karmically punished.

of sorrow and self-blame engulfed
him, leaving him emotionally
paralysed.

The numbness

In our first counselling session,
Patrick’s voice trembled as he
said, “Amy is gone..her funeral is
over..but | don't know where she
is now. Can you tell me where
she is?" His tone revealed a deep
sorrow he was trying hard to
suppress.

His breath and body were
engulfed by a strong cigarette-
smoke stench. | gently asked
how he coped with his pain, if he
had relied on smoking, alcohol or
medication to cope. He shared
honestly, “I did not take drug or
alcohol to harm myself. But the
person | loved most is gone! Only
smoking can temporarily ease my
pain. Pain constantly hits me; |
can't control my smoking.”

During that counselling session,
he sobbed, “I've never felt so
much pain.” Since Amy's death, he
feared being alone. Any moment
of stillness would unleash a flood
of memories. He kept himself
busy - frantically, endlessly. “The
more | try to let go,” he choked,
“The more it hurts.”

| softly asked, “Patrick, has this

numbness really brought you
peace?”

He stared at the floor for a long
time. Finally, he whispered, “No..
the more | avoid it, the more it
hurts.”

| continued, “Do you feel like there
are two voices inside you? One
telling you to let go, and another
that simply cannot?”

He nodded and gave a bitter
smile. “I think I'm going crazy..l
talk about Amy to everyone.
People are starting to avoid me.”

Gently, | said, “We are human,
you shared ten years of love with
Amy. It's only natural to grieve.
You don't need to force yourself
to move on.”

Tears quietly rolled down his
cheeks. It seemed, for the first
time, someone had acknowledged
the love he had kept hidden so
long.

Reframing Love and Loss

In the next session, we explored
the guilt that weighed on Patrick’s
heart.

“| go to the temple every day,” he
told me. Patrick tried to occupy
himself with activities such as
visiting the temple, voluntary

work and chanting for Amy. ‘I
volunteer, chant sutras, trying
to let go. The Diamond Sutra
(Vajracchedika  Prajnaparamita
Sutra) says we must ‘let go of all
attachments’ - and | just can't.”

He looked anguished. “I never
gave her a proper title; we did not
register the marriage. | did not
earn her family’s blessing. | failed
her.”

| asked gently, “Patrick, a marriage
certificate is a formality - but
your love was real. You stood by
her side for ten years and never
left. Isn't that deeper than a piece
of paper?”

He paused, visibly moved.

| continued, “Some marriages
have a certificate, but lack love
and commitment. You and Amy
had no formal title, but you
supported each other, cared for
each other - till the very end.
Which one do you think truly
reflects the meaning of being
husband and wife?”

His gaze softened. “But..without
that certificate, | have no official
identity. | don't even have the
right to grieve.”

| asked, “Do you feel that only
legally recognised relationships
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grant you the right to love and
mourn?”

He fell silent, as if something
long buried had been unearthed.
| reassured him, “But what
made you her partner wasn't a
document - it was your choices,
your presence, your love. Amy
chose you. You chose her. That is
a sacred bond, even without legal
recognition.”

Patrick wept again. The fortress
of guilt he had built around himself
began to show cracks.

In our third session, we addressed
Patrick’s fixation on marital status
and recognition. He gradually
realised that he had entrusted his
love and self-worth to external
validation.

“They looked down on me,” he
said. "l had no education, no social
standing. | couldn't give Amy a
proper home.” Patrick's words
were filled with a deep sense of
helplessness.

| replied, “But Amy chose you
because of your heart, your sense
of responsibility. You don't need
others to define your worth or the
validity of your love.”

He asked quietly, “So..do | have

the right to mourn her? As her
husband?”

| reassured him, “Yes. Your
relationship was real and valid.
You have the right to grieve. That
right comes from the life you
shared - not a piece of paper.
You were there for her, day after
day, tending to her needs with
love and care — more than some
husbands might have done.

Think about the tea ceremany,
what did it truly mean to you?
If her family hadn't accepted
you, would they have agreed to
hold it at her bedside before she
passed?”

A glimmer of light flickered in his
eyes. In that moment, he began
to understand that love, in its
truest form, is built on presence,
commitment, and care. While
it may not always fit into the
expectations of society, it can still
be deeply meaningful and worthy
of respect. Their bond, quietly
nurtured through the years, left a
lasting imprint on both their lives
- and on his heart.

Patrick showed significant growth
in how he coped emotionally. He
no longer forced himself to “let
g0” Instead, he began to learn

how to live with his grief.

“Can you teach me — how do | live
with pain? If | don't avoid it, how
do | face it?" he asked softly.

We explored a mindfulness-
based therapeutic approach that
encourages coexisting with grief
through awareness and non-
judgment. | introduced simple
grounding techniques to help
anchor him when emotions
became overwhelming. One core
practice he adopted was the body
scan meditation - systematically
bringing attention to different
parts of the body and noticing
sensations, tension, or discomfort
without attempting to change
them.

Each day, he set aside time to
practise — breathing, scanning his
body, and connecting inwardly.
Gradually, he allowed himself
to sit with his emotions rather
than resist them. He stopped
forcing himself to “move on” or
distracting himself with busyness
to avoid the pain. Instead, he
made space to feel, to reflect, and
to begin healing - one grounded
breath at a time.

He practiced observing his
emotions as they surfaced,
acknowledging them gently and
without judgment. Focusing on

his breath became a steadying
anchor. When waves of grief hit,
he no longer avoided them or
criticised himself for being “too
weak”. Instead, he would gently
remind himself, “| am here, and
this is the emotion of sadness.”

Over time, he learned to coexist
with his emotions without being
overwhelmed by them. He
stopped avoiding and denying
his pain. Slowly, he began to
talk about Amy again - not with
shame or hesitation, but with
quiet courage. He no longer
downplayed their relationship or
felt the need to explain that they
were never legally married.

He found tender ways to honour
her by visiting the temple to
pray for her, volunteering in
her memory, and spreading her
kindness to others. These rituals
became acts of love rather than
expressions of guilt.

“Her death isn't punishment,”
he said one day. “It's just the
impermanence of life. | used to
think it was my fault. But now |
know - | loved her as best | could.
And she knew that too.”

He smiled faintly. “I'l  keep
volunteering. But this time, not
to numb myself. This time, it's to
carry forward her love - to live
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with meaning.”

| replied, “That's the best tribute
to her love - continuing your life
with compassion and purpose.”

A New Beginning

By the final counselling session,
Patrick was no longer as heavy-
hearted as when we first met.
His eyes reflected relief and
determination. Though the longing
was still profound, the pain no
longer dominated his life.

“Her departure was not our
fault, not a punishment, but the
impermanence of life,” Patrick
said, his eyes softening. “I used to
think | wasn't good enough, that's
why her family never accepted
me. She had longed for marriage,
but | never married her. She left
with regrets..I always thought |
was the one who hurt her.”

| gently asked, “Do you think Amy
knew that you loved her?”

He paused for a moment, and
shared, “Now | understand. |
loved her with all my heart and
accompanied her. We supported
each other through those years. |
believe she always knew my love
towards her.”

He was finally at peace and came
to terms with the loss of Amy.

He was no longer overwhelmed
with guilt and entrapped with
self-blame and regret but had
started to understand the deeper
meaning of their love. The value of
this journey wasn't in a marriage
certificate, but in the unspoken
understanding and commitment
between two of them. “Her
departure was not a punishment,
it was just an end of her life,” he
said softly, his tone both gentle
and strong. “And | will continue
on with her love.”

Some people, even with a
marriage certificate, fail to fulfil
the promises of marriage. But
some, without a formal certificate,
express deep love through their
actions.

True love is not authenticated
by a piece of paper, but in the
unwavering companionship and
choices made for the good of the
partner.

As counsellors, we listen and
understand  without judgment,
accompanying our clients as
they find their voices again from
brokenness, giving new meaning
to their experiences, and lighting
the way forward.

Patrick’s shadow was bathed in
the gentle glow of sunlight. Love
had never left. It had only changed

“Her death isn’t punishment,” he said one day. “It’s
just the impermanence of life..l loved her as best |
could. And she knew that too.”

in form - now a quiet strength
guiding him forward.

Patrick continues to stay in
touch with Amy’s family. As a
way of honouring her love and
memory, he now cares for Amy's
elderly parents - choosing to
carry forward the bond they once
shared in a different, yet deeply
meaningful way.
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THE PAIN OF SUDDEN LOSS:
A MOTHER'S GRIEF OVER
LOSING HER DAUGHTER

& ' COUNSELLOR v

OO0l YINN SHAN

Anger, Regret, and the
Continuation of Love

Mdm Pei Pei met her first
husband when she was fifteen
and married him at the age of
nineteen, believing their marriage
would last a lifetime. They had
a son and a daughter. However,
reality took a different turn when
she discovered that her husbhand
had an extramarital affair. This
betrayal led to their divorce, and
Pei Pei was granted sole custody
of their children.

After the divorce, Pei Peiremained
single for a long time, worried
that remarriage would negatively
impact her children. It was not
until her younger daughter, Mei
Qi, married at the age of twenty,
that Pei Pei began to consider
her own personal life. At the
age of forty-five, she remarried
and moved to the United States
(U.S.) with her second husband,
who was an American. After
relocating to the U.S., Pei Pei
worked as a marketing assistant.

Even though she lived abroad, Pei
Pei remained concerned about
her children and grandchildren.
She even took no pay leave to
support Mei Qi's postpartum
confinement in Singapore, hoping
to fulfil her role as a mother. She

also returned to Singapore twice
a year for one to two months
each time to spend quality time
with Mei Qi's two children.

Mei Qi's marriage fell apart
after a few years. After the
divorce, her ex-husband gained
custody of the children, but Pei
Pei continued to work hard to
maintain a relationship with her
grandchildren and kept good
communication with her former
son-in-law. She always kept in
touch via video calls, sharing in
her grandchildren's growth and
eagerly awaiting each opportunity
to reunite.

Yet, an unexpected tragedy
shattered the warmth of the
family and their connection.

The Sudden News of Tragedy

In February 2024, Pei Pei
suspected that Mei Qi may
be involved in drug abuse, as
she noticed Mei Qi was often
disoriented and incoherent during
video calls. Mei Qi had been
working at her father's company
but often skipped work. Upon
learning this, Pei Pei became
extremely anxious. Although she
was reluctant to involve her ex-
husband, she reached out to him
for help. Despite her distance,
she even contacted the police and
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tried to gather more information
on getting a rehabilitation
centre to prevent her daughter’s
condition from worsening.

However, fate did not grant her
much time. Mei Qi eventually
died from a suspected drug
overdose while Pei Pei was still
in the U.S. When she received the
devastating phone call from her
eldest son, her world completely
collapsed.

“Why didn't she answer my video
call?” Pei Pei choked up as she
recalled the moment.

Her eldest son had always treated
Mei Qi's two children as his own.
When he couldn’t reach Mei Qi, he
took the children to visit her and
found her lying in the bathroom,
foaming at the mouth. She had
already passed on. The coroner’s
report revealed that Mei Qi had
died four days ago.

Pei Pei had planned to return
to Singapore two months later
to spend the holidays with her
children and  grandchildren.
She could not accept that she
had not been there with her
daughter in her final moments,
that she had not been able to say
goodbye. Guilt, regret, and pain
overwhelmed her, and she even
lost the will to continue living.

Anger and Self-Blame
Entangled

When | first met Pei Pei in
mid-June 2024, she appeared
composed - but the moment
she began speaking about her
daughter, her tears flowed
uncontrollably. Her emotions
were tangled; sorrow interlaced
with deep anger. “How could a
father be so useless? Why didn't
he do more?!” she cried. Beneath
the anguish lay simmering
resentment towards her ex-
husband, whom she blamed for
failing to stop Mei Qi's drug use
and for never taking decisive
action - such as calling the police
or sending her for rehabilitation.

She also held him responsible
for spoiling Mei Qi in her
younger years, which, in her
view, contributed to Mei Qi's
decision to drop out of school
and downward spiral. “He spoiled
her, and in the end, he ruined
her!” she exclaimed, her voice
shaking. “That mistress ruined
our family - if not for her (the
mistress), maybe Mei Qi wouldn't
have died.”

| responded, “What | hear is how
deeply you wish Mei Qi was still
alive, how desperately you wish
this had never happened. | sense

how helpless you feel - and how
much you had hoped your ex-
husband could have stopped this
tragedy.”

It took several sessions for Pei
Pei to begin unpacking her layers
of resentment, especially toward
those around her - resentment
that had accumulated towards her
ex-husband and the extramarital
affairs over the years. While her
anger toward her ex-husband
was intense and immediate, it
eventually became clear that it
masked something even more
painful - self-blame.

As our conversations deepened,
Pei Pei began to confront the
guilt that had long haunted her.
“I' missed too many chances,” she
choked. “She must have thought |
didn't love her enough.”

Beneath her fury was a mother
heartbroken by regret - regret
that she hadn't recognised Mei
Qi's suffering sooner or found
the right way to support her. The
anger that erupted like a volcano
was fuelled, in part, by the
unbearable weight of not being
able to save her child.

The Obsession with Seeking
Justice
Pei Pei harboured deep and

persistent resentment - not only
towards her ex-husband but
also towards Mei Qi's boyfriend,
whom she perceived as playing
a significant role in the tragic
aftermath of Mei Qi's death. “In
the surveillance footage of the
condo, he just walked away!” she
exclaimed, her voice trembling
with a mix of disbelief and rage.
“He found Mei Qi dead and didn't
even call the police. She wasn't
discovered until four days later.
Shouldn't he be held responsible
for that?”

Her anger was fuelled by a
profound sense of injustice and
betrayal. She was angry and
perceived that Mei Qi's drug
abuse had been influenced by
her boyfriend. At the time of our
sessions, Mei Qi's boyfriend was
undergoing court proceedings,
facing charges related to the
concealment of Mei Qi's body.
This ongoing legal case became
a focal point for Pei Pei’s
grief — a tangible outlet for her
overwhelming emotions and her
desperate need for accountability.

“As long as he's not convicted,
| will never find peace,” Pei Pei
said. Behind her anger was a
profound sense of helplessness
and a desperate need to make
sense of her daughter’s death.
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“No one knows how much | wanted to be there.
If I had been, | could have stopped it. She must
have been so lonely and cold, dying like that.”

“You want justice for Mei Qi," |
gently reflected. “I hear how
deeply you wished someone
could have prevented this. | also
hear how you tried reaching out
to your ex-husband. You were
fighting for her.”

At that, Pei Pei broke down and
screamed, “No one knows how
much | wanted to be there. If |
had been, | could have stopped
it. She must have been so lonely
and cold, dying like that.” Her
sobs were raw, her hands soaked
in tears.

“If he's convicted, would that
bring you peace?” | asked softly.
She paused, then whispered,
“Maybe. At least she'll have
some justice.” | responded, “You
want the world to acknowledge
that Mei Qi's life mattered. That
desire speaks to your love as her
mother. But even then, you've
said the guilt won't leave you?”

Pei Pei nodded, “Yes. I'll still
wonder if | could have done
more.”

Dealing with quilt

In  subsequent sessions, we
continued to explore the emotions
beneath her rage.

| gently reminded her, “Anger
protects us. But it's also love in
disguise. What if that love could
build something meaningful in
Mei Qi's memory?”

We turned to the past and began
working through her memories
of Mei Qi. At first, Pei Pei was
hesitant. “She was rebellious,”
she said. “Always skipped
school, went against my advice,
so temperamental. | can't think of
anything good.”

| gently encouraged her to stay
with the memories, to go deeper.
In time, Pei Pei began to uncover
more than just frustration. She
allowed herself to express not
only her anger, but also the quiet
affection she had long buried.

“Only Mei Qi could catch my
heart,” she eventually admitted.
“No matter how rebellious she

was, she always said nice things
about me. She knew how to say
sweet words. She was a good
child - | knew that, deep down.”

As Pei Pei began to reconnect
with the softer memories of
her daughter, a shift started to
emerge.

| offered, "Maybe you could carry
forward her kindness, her story.
Something that keeps her alive.”

Pei Pei nodded slowly, the
weight of grief still present, but
accompanied now by the first
glimmers of healing. “l never
thought of that. Maybe | can do
something, not just stay angry.”

Memories of Anger

After returning to the U.S., Pei
Pei’s life did not return to normal
as she had hoped. There was
an emotional gap between her
work and Mei Qi's passing that
she could not bridge. Whenever
she tried to focus on her work,
memories would flood in, like
unspoken words, unexpressed
care, and missed opportunities,
all of which tightly bound her
heart.

On her first day back at work,
Pei Pei had a confrontation
with a colleague. The verbal
confrontation wasn't just

about work disagreements; it
seemed like a release for her
inner anger and helplessness.
She felt misunderstood and
unsupported in her job, as though
all her efforts and sacrifices had
become meaningless after losing
her daughter. And when the night
fell quiet, Pei Pei would lie in bed,
her thoughts inevitably pulled
back into the painful memories of
Mei Qi's rebelliousness, smoking,
skipping school, and even self-
harming.

“Why didn't | do more?” Pei Pei
often asked herself. Guilt and
self-blame  followed her like
shadows, and memories always
brought sharp pain.

Through our discussions, we
gradually uncovered that her
emotional fluctuations were often
triggered by specific events. These
triggers pulled her emotions deep
into pain and memories. Pei Pei
began to recognise that feelings
of injustice or anger - especially
when she perceived something as
unfair — often reignited unresolved
emotions about Mei Qi's death.
Thoughts of Mei Qi's boyfriend
walking away from her daughter’s
lifeless  body  triggered the
relentless sadness of not having
been there for her.
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Through  this  process  of
identifying emotional triggers and
practicing mindfulness, Pei Pei
gradually became more aware
of when she was entering these
emotional states. She began to
learn how to prepare herself -
emotionally and mentally - before
the wave hit. She adopted coping
strategies like deep breathing,
shifting her focus, or engaging
more with other family members
when  emotions  intensified,
helping her avoid sinking too
deeply into anger or sorrow.

Over time, Pei Pei came to
understand that while triggers
may never fully disappear, she
could reduce their impact through
self-awareness and intentional
response. With each step, she
moved closer to healing.

A Healing Step

During our sessions, Pei Pei
began to consider whether there
might be a way to honour Mei
Qi's memory. She knew that grief
does not end with time, and that
there is no such thing as “simple
closure”. Yet with each attempt to
understand and face her loss, she
was taking a small step closer to
inner peace.

She came to realise that this
journey was not just about

enduring the pain of losing her
beloved daughter, it was also
about carrying out what Mei
Qi might have hoped for. By
caring for her grandchildren,
Pei Pei continued the legacy of
a mother’s love. Every moment
spent with them brought a sense
of comfort and healing, allowing
her to believe that Mei Qi's life, in
some way, still carried on.

This shift gave her a renewed
purpose and direction. In
nurturing the next generation,
Pei Pei not only discovered new
meaning in her own life but also
learned to gradually let go and
accept that Mei Qi had found rest.
Her love had not disappeared, it
had simply transformed, taking
on a more resilient and quietly
devoted form.

Perhaps the loss of a loved one
will always remain a wound that
never fully heals. But Pei Pei was
slowly learning that grief need
not be hidden, nor rushed away.

For true love never ends with
death. It flows on - in memories,
in actions, and in the gentle care
passed from one generation to
the next — continuing to grow,
continuing to live.

For true love never ends
with death. It flows on -
INn memories, in actions,
and in the gentle care
passed from one
generation to the next
continuing to grow,

continuing to live.
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THE LONG-AWAITED
DAWN AFTER LOSS

COUNSELLOR

TV EESNEE

‘I'am Jing En.

In October 2021, | experienced the
most heartbreaking moment of my
life. My husband left us suddenly
without warning, without a final
word or even a goodbye.

Over three consecutive days for
his wake, funeral, cremation, and
placing his ashes to rest, it felt like
a nightmare - utterly surreal.”

Encouraged by friends, Jing En
reached out to Assisi Hospice
Grief and Bereavement Care
Service.

Forty years ago, she and her
husband moved to Singapore.
To care for their children and
family here, Jing En resolutely
gave up her nursing career to
become a full-time homemaker.
With a devoted husband, a happy
marriage, and a loving family, she
once believed this bliss would
last forever.

In July 2021, her mother passed
away in her hometown. Before
she could process her grief, her
husband collapsed right before
her eyes three months later,
leaving this world abruptly.

She then realised - nothing lasts
forever, and life does not follow
a script.

Every night, the room
felt empty, yet every
corner was crowded
with memories and
shadows of him.

“‘During the grieving process,
what pained me the most was
the  overwhelming  loneliness
and sense of loss, especially on
important  occasions like our
wedding anniversary, birthdays,
Christmas, and Lunar New Year.
Weekends and nights were equally
unbearable. Every night, the room
felt empty, yet every corner was
crowded with memories and
shadows of him.

It was an indescribable pain.”

In the counseling room, Jing
En tearfully recounted that
particular day. There had been no
warning sign of what was going
to happen. Her husband was
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Feeling accepted,
understood, and free
from judgment was
like having an invisible
yet warm and strong
hand supporting me.

having dinner with the family
as usual, felt slightly unwell but
did not pay much attention to it.
When he left the dining table and
walked toward the living room,
he suddenly collapsed and was
unconscious. Amid the family's
panic, paramedics arrived, they
performed CPR and rushed him
to the nearest hospital. That very
night, he passed away.

Sudden death is a loss that
leaves one with no time to
prepare. Shock is a natural
reaction to such an unexpected
event. When people are in shock,
the anticipated flood of emotions
is temporarily held at bay.
Though they may feel detached
or numb, this mechanism allows
them to continue handling the
practical matters that must be
addressed. Generally, people
do not remain in shock for long.
Once the body adjusts and gains
enough capacity to process more
emotions, the initial shock and
denial gradually fade, making
way for other grief-related
emotions — anger, emptiness, guilt,
and self-blame - to surface at
a stronger intensity. A small
number of people who cannot
move past the shock may face
greater challenges in their grief
journeys.

‘Looking ~ back on my first
counseling  session —at  Assisi
Hospice, | shared about the
day my husband passed away
and how COVID-19 restrictions
prevented me from staying by his
side afterward, leaving me with
unbearable regret. The counsellor
listened  quietly —and  gently
acknowledged my reluctance to
let him go. | broke down in tears
instantly.

Feeling  accepted,  understood,
and free from judgment was like
having an invisible yet warm and
strong hand supporting me.”

The multiple losses in such a
short time left Jing En feeling
lost and helpless. Her health
suddenly took a downturn, with
numerous physical symptoms
emerging one after another.
Doctors could not diagnose
any serious health issues,
suggesting instead that these
symptoms were psychosomatic
- physical conditions triggered by
psychological, environmental, or
social factors.

Over several counselling
sessions, | worked with Jing En
using a body-oriented approach
to grief, guiding her to recognise
how her body responded to
emotions and trauma, teaching

her to observe without judgment,
accept, and then regulate those
responses.  Grief  counselling
must address not only emotional
and spiritual dimensions but
also the body’'s experience. The
brain is not the only organ that
remembers  experiences; the
body silently stores many details
of our emotional journeys. As
such, we might find ourselves
unconsciously repeating certain
narratives or reacting with
heightened or dull alertness to
specific situations, manifesting as
psychosomatic symptoms.

“Grief is a long process. During this
process, my emotions fluctuated
wildly, like a rollercoaster. | noticed
that others | knew seemed to avoid
me. At first, | was confused and
deeply hurt, even doubting our
friendships and feeling they were
too cold. Later, | read a book on
grief and realised it wasnt that
they didn't care - my sorrow and
tears made them unsure how
to respond, so they kept their
distance. In the past, | acted the
same way too. Not knowing how
to comfort the bereaved, | chose to
pray silently for them rather than
offer condolences directly.”

Jing En’s grief journey was full
of stumbles, ups and downs, but
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Being brave does not
mean without fear, it
means moving forward
even when afraid.

also profound realisations. Losing
a loved one is never a single
loss - it sets off a chain reaction.
Jing En felt this deeply. After her
husband’'s passing, everything
at home changed. Even her
interactions with her children
required adjustment.

“Along the way, | held tightly to the
reminder to be kind to myself, to
care for my body, mind, and spirit.
As a Catholic, | pray every morning.
Then, | do light exercises, soak in
sunlight, and connect with nature.

Reading books and newspapers,
listening to music, attending talks,
Journaling, — watching  dramas,
meeting  friends, trying — new
activities like drawing Zentangle,
even writing letters to my late
husband to share my thoughts -
all became ways to nurture myself
through grief.

I 'am grateful that grief counselling
and support groups reminded me
to tap into my inner resources
and learn new ways to cope with
loneliness with more courage.”

Jing En is a woman full of positive
energy. Even in grief, she finds
hope and inspiration in every
small detail in life. This stems
from her faith and her innate
resilience.

“Whenever | think of the resources
I have, I tell myself: Jing En, you've
got this!

Though sometimes | still fall into
despair, | cling to hope. Because
God has promised to be with me
until the end of the world.

Do not be afraid; just believe.’
This strength and courage carry

me through life’s storms.”

Being brave does not mean
without fear, it means moving
forward even when afraid.
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Each day felt like walking through a fog of
numbness, with no end in the path of sorrow.

In April 2022, Xiao Rong bid
farewell to her beloved husband.

In November 2023, she lost her
dearest mother.

Xiao Rong's world plunged into
darkness. Time seemed to freeze.

Through a referral from her
late  mother’s medical social
worker, Xiao Rong stepped
into the counselling room at
Assisi Hospice.

“My last pillar of support - my
mom - is gone. I'm completely
alone in this world now.”

‘I feel trapped in a pitch-black
tunnel, with no light or blue sky
in sight. Just utter loneliness and
helplessness.”

“Every day, | survive on biscuits
and bread. | eat only to stay alive.
I don't know what | am living for.”

Like many grieving individuals
seeking counselling, Xiao Rong
saw no future, no hope. Each day
brought only emptiness and tears.

If not for her faith and her furry
companions at home, she confessed,
she might have given up.

But this existence was mere
survival, not life. Each day felt like
walking through a fog of numbness,
with no end in the path of sorrow.

In the counselling room, Xiao
Rong was allowed to weep
freely and deeply, unburdened by
societal expectations. With me, a
stranger, she could pour out her
grief without fear of judgment or
becoming a burden. | guided her to
confront the darkness within her -
through memories and storytelling,
we revisited the beautiful moments
she shared with her husband
and mother. These recollections,
though bittersweet, helped her
reclaim the warmth of her past,
reshape it, and transform it into a
reservoir of strength.

What inspired me was Xiao
Rong's courage to grieve. She
allowed herself to dwell and
flow in the waves of her grief,
neither rushing to escape it nor
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judging herself for it. Unlike many
who frantically avoid sorrow, she
understood that grief is the most
natural response to loss.

Despite enduring dual losses,
her childlike heart remained
unbroken. She believed in time's
power to heal through tears,
trusted she would rise again,
and held onto the faith that her
loved ones had become guardian
angels. She trusts that even
without their physical presence,
she would be able to fulfil the
promises they had made together.

Two years has passed, and Xiao
Rong's tears would still flow.
She once promised to take her
husband and mother to Japan
to see cherry blossoms after
their recovery from illness. Now,
though they are gone, those vows
remain vivid.

The timid, introverted Xiao Rong
embarked on her first solo
backpacking trip - from Singapore
to Japan - to honour their
unfulfilled wishes. She met the
snow and greeted the cherry
blossoms in Japan. With tears
in her eyes, she compressed
all these moments and brought
them home. At a bereavement
support group in Assisi Hospice,
she shared how she would

always hide behind her husband,
too afraid to navigate life alone.
Yet, her solo journeys after
losing her loved ones became a
breakthrough. Under the group’s
admiring gazes, she discovered
untapped inner resilience and felt
pride in herself.

In  December 2024, Xiao
Rong revisited an Ang Mo Kio
supermarket - a place steeped
in memories of her husband. She
had avoided it since his passing.
Every Christmas Eve, they had
shopped there for gifts to donate
to low-income families through
a local charity. To carry on his
legacy of love, she mustered
the courage to return. Though
her heart raced as she walked
along the aisles, she gradually
found peace. By the final section,
she smiled, “I'll keep his spirit of
compassion alive.”

In January 2025, Xiao Rong will
embark on her third solo trip to
Japan. This time, she'll carry
not only her loved ones’ wishes
but also her own dreams. Her
transformation, though gradual,
is unwavering. She no longer
hurries her healing, knowing the
depth of love matches the depth
of pain.

Though her journey through

grief continues, Xiao Rong has
learned to embrace her emotions
with  tenderness. From self-
abandonment to reclaiming her
dreams, from despair to gratitude
for the love she once had, she
now catches glimpses of the
sunlight ahead..

And |, too, imagine her standing
at the edge of sorrow - where
the rainbow begins to rise.

She no longer hurries her healing, knowing the
depth of love matches the depth of pain.
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ABOUT AUTHORS

IVEE TEE

Lead Medical Social Worker & Counsellor
Grief and Bereavement Care Team, Assisi Hospice

“Braveness is not the absence of fear but rather
the strength to keep on going forward despite the
fear” - Paulo Coelho

lvee Tee, graduated from Master of Arts
(Counselling Psychology), The National University
of Malaysia (Universiti Kebangsaan Malaysia) in
2005. She joined Assisi Hospice in 2013 and is
currently serving as Lead Medical Social Worker
cum Counsellor. She is also a registered counsellor
with Singapore Association for Counselling (SAC)
and a registered social worker with Singapore
Association of Social Workers (SASW). Ivee was
a winner for Healthcare Humanity Award in 2019
for the work she did. In 2020, she was actively
involved in setting up the Grief and Bereavement
Care Service in Assisi Hospice and leads the
Service to date.

As a person, Ivee is deeply inspired by how people
in grief thrive, grow and live out of it. As a clinician
for almost two decades, she witnesses how
counselling and therapeutic work facilitate changes
in people’s coping with challenges. With faith in it,
her passion and compassion for what she is doing
has never been faded. She enjoys her work and
feels enriched by the life stories of people she has
journeyed with.
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Ooi Yinn Shan is a healthcare professional with
a unique cross-disciplinary background, having
practiced for 10 years in nursing and 7 years in
medical social work and counselling. She holds
a Master of Arts in Counselling and Guidance
(2014) from NTU and is professionally trained and
registered in three disciplines: as a nurse (SNB), a
social worker (SASW), and a provisional counsellor
(SAC). Her combined experience across clinical
and psychosocial domains allows her to support
patients and families with depth, empathy, and
holistic care.

With over 17 years of healthcare experience, she
has extensive experience supporting individuals
and families through grief, including traumatic
bereavement. Her current focus is on counselling
work that integrates trauma-informed care,
mindfulness, and cultural sensitivity. Yinn Shan pays
close attention to how unresolved past experiences,
as well as cultural and family dynamics, influence
the grieving process.

To raise awareness and deepen understanding of
grief, Yinn Shan shares insights through public talks,
professional training sessions, and other initiatives
to enhance support for those experiencing loss.
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