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Dedication 
 
I dedicate this book to my son Jeremy and my husband 
Drew. I am eternally thankful for the 16 years I shared such 
incredible love with Jeremy. Drew’s love is patient, kind, 
honest, and real. He is my best friend always and all ways. 
 



Acknowledgements 
  

No words can express my heartfelt thanks to the 

bereaved parents who reviewed this book. 

Jeremy’s friends, especially Butch, Justin, and Chris, 

allowed him to experience the joy of having awesome 

loving people in his life. I am forever grateful and will 

always love them. 

It wouldn’t have been possible to reach the level of 

thriving I have achieved without the wise counsel I 

received from Theresa Felix, Licensed Marriage & Family 

Therapist. Our conversations are therapeutic, healing, and 

validating. I admire her for doing work that uplifts people’s 

lives. I greatly appreciate her taking the time to review this 

book. 

Very special thanks to my author friend Arial Burnz for 

inspiring me and being so supportive of my writing 

adventure. Her romance novels about Scottish vampires are 

an indulgent escape. 

I cherish my dear fun friends Shelley, Marcia, Bev, 

Marj, Sheila, Liliana, Chris, and Beth. They cheered me on 

about writing this book, providing important feedback and 

suggestions. I love having them in my life. 



 

Contents 
 

1.   Death and Rebirth ........ Error! Bookmark not defined. 

2.   Life and Loss ............... Error! Bookmark not defined. 

3.   New Reality .................. Error! Bookmark not defined. 

4.   Dysfunction Lessons .... Error! Bookmark not defined. 

5.   Love Lessons ............... Error! Bookmark not defined. 

6.   Divine Signs .............................................................. 1 

7.   Returning to Work ....... Error! Bookmark not defined. 

8.   New Behaviors ............. Error! Bookmark not defined. 

9.   Unhealthy Distractions . Error! Bookmark not defined. 

10. Deciding to be Happy ... Error! Bookmark not defined. 

11. Peace About God ......... Error! Bookmark not defined. 

12. Good Habits ................ Error! Bookmark not defined. 

13. Loving Relationships .... Error! Bookmark not defined. 

14. Loving Animals ............ Error! Bookmark not defined. 

15. Passion for Fun and Service ........ Error! Bookmark not 

defined. 

16. Counseling ................... Error! Bookmark not defined. 

17. Action Plan .................. Error! Bookmark not defined. 



Thriving After the Death of a Child 

 

18. Thriving ....................... Error! Bookmark not defined. 



 

6. Divine Signs 
 

I often wonder what happens after we die. I think I was in 

my early twenties when an aunt I dearly love passed away. I 

was sitting by her hospital bed softly crying as I watched 

her. Her lungs were filling with fluid so she couldn’t talk, 

but she looked so loving at me as tears streamed down her 

cheeks. Suddenly, her eyes opened wide with an amazed 

look as she stared intently towards the ceiling. I was so 

curious about what she saw and felt certain it was 

something heavenly. 

Various things happened around the time of Jeremy’s 

death rarely occurring before or after his passing. I have 

read about others having similar encounters. I could never 

shake the feeling there was something Divine about these 

experiences. Maybe I’m being delusional because these 

signs are mostly comforting, but I truly believe they 

indicate there is so much more to life and death than we 

can ever comprehend in human form.  

I’m least certain if the illness Jeremy suffered in the 

months before he died was related in some cosmic way to 

the accident, but I often wonder about it. One night he 

woke up with a drastically swollen and puffy face. I could 

barely see his eyes, and his entire head was huge. I rushed 

him to the emergency room. He vomited and felt terrible. 

The doctor diagnosed him with angioedema, which just 

means allergic swelling, but he had no idea what caused it. 

He recommended allergy testing, which revealed a slight 
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sensitivity to wheat. His entire face never swelled again, but 

parts of his lips would periodically become inflamed and 

cause him discomfort.  

About a month before Jeremy died, he asked me to buy 

him a CD called Celtic Wonder. The most beautiful female 

voices in contemporary Celtic music performed timeless 

melodies inspired by the rich heritage of Ireland. We have 

no strong Irish background I know of, but this was a very 

odd purchase for a teenager who listened to rap and heavy 

metal. The moment I picked up the CD when I was going 

through his room after he died, I thought he would love to 

have it played at the funeral service. The songs were 

peaceful and joyous. It felt like his spirit or an angel helped 

me to have the most beautiful music as we celebrated and 

remembered his life.  

A couple weeks before he died I was researching 

buying myself a new car. I wanted a large SUV so we all 

could be comfortable riding to Florida for our wedding. My 

16-year-old was over 6 feet tall and wore size 13 shoes. 

Several times, he told me to buy the car I wanted and that 

would make me happy. I was angry he was so adamant 

about it.  

About a week before he died, after going to numerous 

dealerships not liking something about every SUV, my 

husband finally looked at me at said to get the car I really 

want. I was standing in front of a dealership, turned around 

and saw a brand new black Mustang convertible. I pointed 

at it and exclaimed I wanted that car. I had never had a 

frivolous fun car and wondered what it would be like.  
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Jeremy sat in it when we took it home and smiled from 

ear to ear. He hugged me and told me the car was cool. My 

husband and I spent many outings after Jeremy died 

driving around with the top down. I ended up never 

needing the SUV. 

One night, a couple days before Jeremy left on his trip, 

it felt like an unseen force abruptly grabbed me by the 

shoulders and pushed me towards Jeremy’s bedroom as I 

overwhelmingly needed to give him a hug. When I opened 

the door, he was sleeping and stirred so I told him I wanted 

to hug him when he woke up the next day, which was his 

last day being a sophomore in high school.  

I can still picture his smiling face standing in my 

bedroom doorway the next morning telling me he was 

delivering my hug. The morning sunlight through the large 

window behind him enveloped his body in an angelic way. 

We had the best hug ever and said how much we loved 

each other. It felt like an angel gave me the chance to have 

that special memory with Jeremy since I would never get to 

tell him goodbye. Sometimes I think maybe that was easier 

than if I had spoken those words right before he died. 

Friends have asked me if I ever had any premonition 

about Jeremy’s accident. There was no omen or warning, 

but I remember waking up with a start as my eyes opened 

wide that morning at the time of the accident. I was up 

before my husband and went to our office texting Jeremy 

about looking forward to seeing him. I had no feeling 

something bad had happened. I like to believe the way I 

woke up was because of the spiritual connection we shared. 
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When I was pregnant with him, I had a vision of him as a 

toddler running up to my bed. 

For a couple of days after Jeremy died the lights in our 

bedroom flickered on and off a few times, and the TV 

would turn off by itself for no reason. When my husband 

and I were at the intersection near the funeral home where 

we turned the corner to go home, a large flame ran across a 

utility wire right in front of us. Each time these things 

happened, my husband and I would just look at each other. 

I wondered if this happened to everyone when someone 

they love died. I thought there must be a great cosmic 

disturbance when someone as special as Jeremy goes to 

heaven so young in his life. 

I had an overpowering feeling to make a website with 

pictures, videos, and memories of Jeremy. I had built 

websites before throughout my career so the nuts and bolts 

of it were easy for me. I remember thinking I didn’t really 

need the website for me, but Jeremy must want someone 

or numerous people to have the information because the 

inclination to do the website was so strong. I thought 

maybe he wanted his biological father, family, friends, a 

girlfriend, someone I didn’t know or all of them to know 

more about his life. Maybe it was part of some spiritual 

lesson for them Jeremy now understood. I just felt like the 

vessel and was happy to do the website for him. 

I believe it was the day of the funeral I was fighting 

back tears as I tried to get ready in our bathroom. In my 

mind I cried out with my heart and soul to Jeremy, “How 

will I go on without you!” A strong response spoke in my 
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mind simply stating, “Just be patient.” It didn’t feel like 

Jeremy, and I wondered if it was God.  

I’m not patient and would never tell myself to be 

patient. I talked about it over and over to my husband 

asking what it meant. Why couldn’t God just tell me what 

would happen and then I would patiently wait for it? My 

husband would just smile and hold me. I shook my head at 

myself knowing I wasn’t being patient, and life would 

reveal the future at its own pace regardless of my ranting. 

Shortly after Jeremy’s death, although I never dreamed 

of getting a tattoo, my husband and I went under the 

needle. I used to think only people like hoodlums, gang 

members, hippies, and rock stars had tattoos. My husband 

and I would get tattoos for fun. We enjoyed discussing 

design ideas. I chose a Scottish thistle on my hip because 

my husband grew up in Scotland, and he had a skull with 

angel wings holding the same flower in its mouth drawn on 

his arm. It was a unique experience we shared, although 

getting the tattoo really hurt so I don’t think I would get 

another one.  

Shortly after we had the tattoos, I went to change the 

oil in my car where Jeremy’s friend Chris who spoke at the 

funeral worked. While we were chatting I told him about 

the tattoos, and he revealed he had tattooed an Asian 

symbol for equality on Jeremy’s calf. First I was angry they 

had done something like that, but then I realized that was a 

useless feeling at that point so I just laughed about now 

knowing why Jeremy wouldn’t wear shorts right before he 

died.  
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I didn’t do a good job keeping up with how fast he 

grew up. He was so tall but always felt like my little boy. I 

don’t know if there was anything to the tattoo connection, 

but in some strange way it sure felt comforting. Now when 

I see someone with a tattoo I wonder about their story 

connected to it. 

I have read nonfiction with a passion since Jeremy was 

young. I mostly devoured parenting, self-help, and spiritual 

information. A month before Jeremy died I read a book 

called “Inspiration: Your Ultimate Calling” by one of my 

favorite authors Dr. Wayne W. Dyer. He wrote about a 

spiritual experience he had with a butterfly after a dear 

friend who was a minister and loved butterflies had passed 

away. I wasn’t thinking about the book until after losing 

Jeremy when butterflies showed up everywhere.  

There were single butterflies and groups of them. They 

used to fly into and around my work office window like 

they were trying to get my attention. They were beautiful 

and peaceful as they playfully danced around me. It felt like 

they were telling me Jeremy was all right. 

Over the months after his death I waited for more 

signs, but they rarely came, and I often wondered why. 

Seven years after he died, a friend who had known him well 

was visiting me. We have had some similar life challenges 

and support each other. Although we have some very 

serious conversations, she has the best sense of humor. I 

love to spend time with her because she is such a sweet 

soul, and I feel like she gets me. She and Jeremy love each 

other. I enjoy talking to her about him and she knows how 
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close Jeremy and I were. 

One beautiful sunny morning during her visit we sat in 

the backyard. I told her Jeremy loved to play “Paint it 

Black” by The Rolling Stones on his guitar. After we 

finished our breakfast and headed out to enjoy the day, that 

song came on the radio. We looked at each other 

knowingly and giggled believing with all of our hearts he 

was saying hello.  

I’m so thankful I had my wits about me enough to 

notice all of these consoling signs and wonder if there were 

more I missed. I wasn’t sure if I felt Jeremy around me all 

the time but knew for sure I had few regrets about our 

relationship. Like all of his family passing before him, he 

knew the truth about everything and in a much profounder 

way than I could while still here on earth. Still being in 

human form, I dreaded going back to work. 
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A portion of all proceeds from this book are being 

donated to The Compassionate Friends, whose website is 

compassionatefriends.org. This nonprofit resource is about 

transforming the pain of grief into the elixir of hope. 

To reach me for any constructive reason, to receive 

future communication, or if you have ideas about how to 

share the important messages in this book, please email me.  

 

CathyCheshire@Gmail.com 
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