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“Poet and prophet, traveler in the realms between the worlds—the here and the greater there—Donna Stoneham is our guide to the landscapes and the inscapes of grief, loss, and the quickening of the human heart. Through this potent telling, she mentors and helps us renew and recover the connection with the love and spirit that never dies.”


—JEAN HOUSTON, PHD, cofounder of the Human Potential Movement and best-selling author of The Possible Human, The Search for the Beloved, and A Passion for the Possible


“Whether or not you are religious, spiritual, or believe in life after death, Donna Stoneham’s beautiful poems about loss and her letters to her dead mother will reach into your own grieving heart and guide you toward healing. Although Catch Me When I Fall is Donna’s personal story, anyone who’s had and lost a mother will relate to the connection and pain and will be uplifted—because Donna shows us that although death may end a physical life, it does not end a relationship.”


—VIRGINIA A. SIMPSON, PHD, bereavement care specialist and author of The Space Between: A Memoir of Mother-Daughter Love at the End of Life


“Navigating grief is both an individual and collective experience, fraught with the vagaries of family history and unique personal struggles. This universal theme is turned over and over again in Donna’s effective and honest writing. It is an intimate recollection and fearless accounting of the uncharted paths of grief, but it is also a metamorphosis, as she, and I believe her mother, discover the tenuous connection they thought they had with each other was not tenuous at all but one of strongly wrought love.”


—CINDY EASTMAN, author of Flip-Flops After 50: And Other Thoughts On Aging I Remembered To Write Down


“One suggestion, given my own tears, before you even crack open Stoneham’s collection of poems—maybe don’t start reading in a public space. I say that because even though we have our whole lives to prepare for the moment we become motherless, are we ever really prepared for, as Stoneham describes, ‘the slack tide’ of our ragged hearts? But persevere, and you will begin to understand what we call the restorative power of grief—how it moves with you, guides you, and then loosens its grip.”


—NINA GABY, editor of Dumped: Women’s Stories of Women Unfriending Women


“This very personal story of mother-daughter love captures the longing that never leaves us. The umbilical cord of that love is twisted by conflicting values and individuation, but unwinds again at the end of life, when mind gives way and reason steps aside to let love and longing be fulfilled. Written as a dialogue that extends even beyond death, Stoneham’s masterful weave of prose and poetry is a primer on moving through sadness toward understanding and peace.”


—MARY E. PLOUFFE, author of I Know It in My Heart: Walking through Grief with a Child


“I began reading Donna Stoneham’s Catch Me When I Fall shortly before the one-year anniversary of my beloved mother’s death. As I walked beside Donna through her own grief journey, I rode the too-familiar waves of sadness and overwhelm, of love and transcendence. With her powerful poetry and prose, Donna reminded me to look to the Universe for signs from my mom, to trust in the ultimate plan, and to honor our lost loved ones by spreading joy and positivity. I will forever be grateful for the healing power of this book.”


—KATRINA ANNE WILLIS, author of Parting Gifts


“Amid the severance of earthly ties, walk with Donna Stoneham as she tenderly stitches and dresses the wound. This is difficult heart work which we will all have to do; here is a gracious reminder that we do not have to do it alone.”


—LT. BRIAN BORT, US Navy chaplain and author of The Strange Fish and Gigantic Brittle


“Donna Stoneham’s poignant collection of poetry and prose, Catch Me When I Fall, reminds us all—whatever our faith, whatever notions we may have about the afterlife—that our deepest relationships don’t have to end when a dear one passes from this life. Comforting, uplifting, and deeply moving, this book shows us that although love’s form may change with death, the conversations with those we hold most dear can continue, if only we keep our hearts open.”


—BETSY GRAZIANI FASBINDER, marriage/family therapist and author of Filling Her Shoes


“In Catch Me When I Fall, Donna Stoneham provides us with not only a roadmap to the wild country of grief but also an intimate travelogue. In poetry and letters, she documents every step of her journey, from the depths of bereft despair to the heights of transcendent communion. This book is a testament of a mighty love too strong for death to conquer.”


—REV. JOHN R. MABRY, PHD, author of Growing into God: A Beginner’s Guide to Christian Mysticism and coauthor of Soul Journeys: Christian Spirituality and Shamanism as Pathways for Wholeness and Understanding


“This collection of poems brings to mind Kintsugi, the Japanese practice of repairing broken pottery with gold. The Japanese believe that by embracing and lovingly repairing what is broken, a deeper beauty is revealed. Stoneham has spun gold in these words to repair her fractured heart. Anyone who has had a complicated mother-daughter relationship, or is searching for closure after mother loss, will find comfort and truth in her words.”


—HOLLYE DEXTER, author of Fire Season and The Shift


“Regardless of your relationship with your mother, when she passes, nothing touches your heart as deeply. To have this book as a resource for riding the waves of loss is like having the yummiest tincture for healing one’s heart.”


—JULIE STEELMAN, author of Wild, Sacred Beauty


“Life comes with tangles. For many, the tangle that occurs in the mother-daughter relationship is painful and ongoing—but sometimes it can loosen, allowing a new avenue for love. Donna Stoneham taps into the deep longing that comes when her mother is trapped in her own collage of expectations and fear. Donna poignantly expresses the unfolding ability to see her mother, and I love that the transformation for Donna and her mom continues beyond her mom’s time on earth.”


—GAIL WARNER, author of Weaving Myself Awake: Voicing the Sacred Through Poetry


“The primal wound of losing a mother is something most of us will be asked to endure in our lifetimes. Donna Stoneham has given us the gift of letting us move with her over the rough ground of her own profound loss. Her poetry, and her poignant letters to and communications from her mother, invite us to descend into the darkness, let our hearts break wide open to love, and walk the hard and holy path of grief and loss as a portal to our own becoming.”


—SUZANNE ANDERSON, author of You Make Your Path by Walking: A Transformational Field Guide Through Trauma and Loss and coauthor of The Way of the Mysterial Woman: Upgrading How You Live, Love, and Lead


“Catch Me When I Fall is a love story and a tale of metamorphosis that offers inspiration to all who suffer with wounds from our most primal relationship—with our mother. Interspersed with Stoneham’s lovely poetry, this touching, beautiful memoir takes us through the storm of grief to a peaceful resolution with the awareness that a relationship can thrive beyond physical death. The relationship between Stoneham and her mother continues to transform, giving us a message of hope and healing that is eternal.”


—CHERYL KRAUTER, MFT, author of Odyssey of Ashes: A Memoir of Love, Loss, and Letting Go


“Catch Me When I Fall vividly portrays the deeply personal ties that bind mothers and daughters and the heartache that Stoneham endured after her mother’s passing. Her unconquerable spirit shines in her letters to her mother and in poetry that leaves the reader yearning for her to ‘break free of the chrysalis of grief.’ We are witnesses to her transformation. We too become better people after reading her story.”


—CONSTANCE HANSTEDT, author of Treading Water and Don’t Leave Yet: How My Mother’s Alzheimer’s Opened My Heart


“Catch me When I Fall is a beautifully woven, poetic tapestry of a love that ultimately transcends lifelong grieving. Donna Stoneham’s soulful book is a metaphor for how a human can accept, embrace, forgive, and transform from hurt to being whole by allowing the work of divine love to carve her authentic self through the pain of forgiveness, rebirth, and finding joy.”


—KYOMI O’CONNOR, author of A Sky of Infinite Blue: A Japanese Immigrant’s Search for Home and Self
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For my mother, Mary Ruth Stoneham Bond, who has been my way-shower on the path of forgiveness, love, and healing in this life and the next.


Thank you for the gifts of your abiding love, for your eternal presence, and for always being willing to hold my hand and catch me when I fall. I know that someday, when it’s my time to leave this earth, that you will come for me, and I will hold your hand again.


I love you and I miss you,


Donna









To everything there is a season,


A time for every purpose under heaven:


A time to be born, and a time to die;


A time to plant, and a time to pluck what is planted;


A time to kill, and a time to heal;


A time to break down, and a time to build up;


A time to weep, and a time to laugh;


A time to mourn, and a time to dance;


A time to cast away stones, and a time to gather stones;


A time to embrace, and a time to refrain from embracing;


A time to gain, and a time to lose;


A time to keep, and a time to throw away;


A time to tear, and a time to sew;


A time to keep silence, and a time to speak;


A time to love, and a time to hate;


A time of war, and a time of peace.


—ECCLESIASTES 3:1-8 (NKJV)
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Prologue






No relationship is more primal or formative than the bond between a parent and child. For many women, losing our mothers recrafts and remakes us. As adults, our connection with our mothers can be nurturing, traumatic, critical, appreciative, easy, or complex. Sometimes it’s a combination of these characteristics and more. At least that was true for me.


When we lose our mothers, there is no unitary pathway to how we mourn and heal from such a foundational loss. Grief follows a path that is non-linear and repetitive—denial, anger, bargaining, depression, and acceptance, though not always in that order (Kubler-Ross 1969). And depending on the history of our relationship, this passage of grief may occur both before and after the death of our loved one. With each rotation we make around the spiral of grief, we are given the opportunity to heal another layer of pain, until ultimately, our lives can be transformed. That is the gift of grief if we are willing to enter its portal, surrender to its mystery, and allow it to transform us.


When my mother was alive, her children were her greatest teachers. As a Southern Baptist, fundamentalist Christian Republican, she lived her life in Texas until the age of eighty-five. She gave birth to two LGBTQ, progressive Democrat children who fled to the East and West Coasts in our early twenties. Needless to say, Mama’s vision of who her children would become didn’t turn out as she planned.


One summer in the early 1990s, we sat sipping sweet tea on her back porch in Lake Kiowa, Texas, passionately engaged in one of our many arguments about politics and religion. “Why on God’s green earth would you support Newt Gingrich when you’re our mother?” I asked Mama. “I guess it’s no accident that you gave birth to two gay kids, and we were raised by an evangelical Christian mother. We must have a lot to learn from each other in this lifetime.” As my words sailed over her head, Mama looked at me like I was speaking Latin, and we never again broached the subject.


In 2015, twenty-seven months before her death, Mama’s dementia was progressing and she needed more care, so my wife Julie and I moved her to live near us in Northern California. Her last chapter here, at the end of her life, proved to be the most beautiful in our earthly relationship. During that time, our roles shifted. I became Mother to my mother, and she became my greatest teacher, whose tutelage only increased following her death.


As Mama’s memory waned, her heart opened deeper, and kindness, which was her essence, prevailed. Her criticism and judgment of me ceased, as did mine toward her. In her final months on this earth, it was replaced by deep appreciation and the recognition that she accepted me for who I was, rather than the idealized version of who she hoped, if she kept praying, someday I’d become. Then almost as quickly as she arrived, the mother I’d longed for my whole life was gone.


As I’ve navigated through the spiral of grief of losing, gaining, and then having to say the ultimate goodbye to Mama over the past four years, she has become my Divine Mother, my link to transcendent love. She has been my guide in teaching me how to swim through the ocean of grief to discover a deep well of forgiveness, unconditional love, and eternal presence, which healed us both and made me whole.


In 1990, when I was thirty-three years old, I wrote this poem about Mama. At the time, I’d given up all expectations that we would ever resolve our differences or share the kind of relationship I’d always yearned for us to know. I finally acknowledged that to find inner peace and self-acceptance, I had to release that dream.
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Letting Mama Go








Mama says she’s tired,


depressed, and bitter.


Living in a fishbowl,


friends and past acquaintances


swim upstream,


as she gasps for air,


for contentment.


Struggling to stay buoyant,


to float with the tide of acceptance,


she drowns in the secrets of silence,


terrified the truth


would be


too much for them to bear.


Mama says she can’t pray anymore,


her words fall on deaf ears.


She says the devil has his grip on her,


and she cannot escape him.


Mama fights so desperately


to mask appearances,


but she’s breaking down inside.


Life hasn’t been like a fairy tale.


This isn’t the outcome she expected.


Not even Jesus can save her


from the truth . . .


Her children


didn’t turn out


like she planned.


Mama’s eyes look so tormented . . .


A frightened little girl


that everyone protected,


now forced to view the world


without assistance.


To cope,


without support.


Mama’s pain is so pervasive,


it’s hard to keep it clear.


Her pilgrimage beginning,


while mine is ending here.


I’ll take Mama in my arms,


like a child without direction.


Our roles will shift.


I’ll take her hand,


and lead her to the altar.


The day has come to separate.


I cannot make her passage.


I can offer empathy,


but she must make the journey.


Mama and I,


we’ve suffered hurt,


but I no longer blame her.


She gave the best she had to give,


and now, I must release her.


Life has come full circle now,


the time has come to leave her.


The peace she seeks


must come from within.


My prayers are with you, Mama.






OEBPS/images/title.jpg
Catch
Me
When
[ Fall

Poems (y{ Mother Loss
and Hea]ing

Donna Stoneham

SHE WRITES PRESS





OEBPS/images/orn.jpg






OEBPS/images/fly.jpg













OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Copyright



		Title Page



		Dedication



		Contents



		Prologue



		Letting Mama Go



		November 2015



		Prayers for Passage









		February 2018



		The Coming Home Place



		The Gravity of Grief



		Four-Legged Messenger



		Relaunching



		This New Air









		March 2018



		I AM Love



		Sitting Shiva



		The Angel in 324



		The Greatest of These Is Love



		The Four O’Clock Hour



		Fresh Grief



		I Will Never Leave You



		The Gestation of Longing









		April 2018



		If Only I Had Known



		Easter Hearts



		Catch Me When I Fall



		I’m Here Waiting When She’s Ready



		Eight Weeks



		The Empty Doorway



		Giving Birth to Myself



		The New Normal









		May 2018



		Stay and Taste the Magic



		A Different Space and Time



		As Beautiful as Heaven



		The Journey of Love









		June 2018



		The Guardian at the Gate



		Four Months Ago



		A Mother’s Love



		Just Be Kind









		July 2018



		36,000 Feet



		Learning to Breathe Again



		Suffocation









		August 2018



		Forty-Two Years



		The Chrysalis of Grief



		Learning to Be Brave









		October 2018



		Some Days



		White Tara









		November 2018



		Nine Months



		Last Chance



		Mama Bear



		Gratitude









		December 2018



		Birthday Card



		Learning to Dance



		Watching the Herring Spawn









		January 2019



		Twist of Fate



		Listening to the Rain









		February 2019



		February



		Valentine’s Day



		Your Birthday



		Blue Jay









		April 2019



		The Long, Dark Winter



		Beauty and Loss



		Tree of Life









		May 2019



		On the Train to Edinburgh



		Finding My Way Home



		St. Michael’s Mount



		Mother Mary









		June 2019



		Remembrance



		Transcendent Love









		2020



		In These Quiet Days



		Seabirds



		Pilgrimage



		The Great Reckoning



		The Road We Traveled



		Ode to Joy



		Metamorphosis









		2021



		Three Years



		Slack Tide



		Sweet Little Jesus Girl



		Grief Is the Guesthouse



		Spring’s Rebirth



		The Fourth Thanksgiving



		Walk the Sky









		Epilogue



		Acknowledgments



		About the Author



		Selected Titles from She Writes Press











Guide





		Cover



		Copyright



		Title Page



		Dedication



		Contents



		Prologue



		November 2015



		Prayers for Passage



		Epilogue



		Acknowledgments



		Start to Contents











Pagebreaks of the Print Version





		Cover Page



		i



		ii



		iii



		iv



		v



		vii



		viii



		ix



		xi



		xiii



		xv



		xvi



		xvii



		xviii



		xix



		xx



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		7



		8



		9



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		43



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		69



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		99



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		111



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		123



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		145



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		155



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		165



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		181



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		193



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		215



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		239



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		271














OEBPS/images/9781647424299.jpg
“...our guide to the

landscapes and the inscapes

of grief, loss, and the quickening
of the human heart.”

—JEaN HoustoN, PuD,
author of The Possible Human

Catch
Me
When
[ Fall

Poems of Mother Loss
and Hea]ing

Donna Stoneham










