
1

By Wendy Sarkissian PhD

In the River at Twilight  
Chapter 1 of



2

In the River at Twilight  
Chapter 1 of

Stay Close:  
How to Heal from Grief and Keep  
Connected to One Who has Died

a

By Wendy Sarkissian PhD

a

June 28, 2020 
www.stay-close.com 

wendy@sarkissian.com.au



3

Chapter 1: Losing Karl
The loneliest wave of loss is the one that 
carries a loved one away towards death. 

—John O’Donohue, Eternal Echoes, 1999: 241.

a
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“Too fast!

Oh, God! That white post’s awfully close 
to the car. Oh, too fast, too fast!”

Smash.

Gliding, floating, flying… Thud.

February 6, 2016: On the Kyogle Road, Uki, New South Wales, Australia
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...Blackness.
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A pulse of electric blue light.
I come to my senses in the cool, dark 
water of a muddy river eddy, water 
rising quickly, alarmingly outside the 
submerged car, rushing through one 
open window. Late afternoon summer 
light is slanting in from above. 

After seconds that seem like hours, 
I manage to work out how to locate 

the buckle and unfasten my seat 
belt. Now I’m upright in the upside-
down car, sitting on the roof with 
water to my chin. A pocket of air 
above, the floor above that.

Somehow, I’ve landed in the back 
of the car, facing my Beloved’s 
back. My airbag must have 
thrown me there. He’s in the 
front, tangled in his seat belt.
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I remember fragments of my last words to him in the car: “Oh, sweetie, 
thank you for the beautiful birthday lunch with our friends. Thank you 

for loving me for the past 23 years. I love you so much, Beloved.”

I reach my right hand to pat his knee.

“Thank you. I’m so glad that made you happy. I love you 
too, Wadie” is his delighted response, as he navigates the 

tight curves of the narrow, slippery rural road.

a
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Now, in the back of the car, I have some 
air. I am breathing, and my heart is 
beating. My eyes can see, but only dimly.

The front of the car has no air.

After skidding across the road, it 
has tumbled a hundred feet into 
the river, landing off-balance on its 
roof, the front fully submerged.

Karl is sitting up, silhouetted in water 
as dark as chocolate milk. Once I’m free 
of my seatbelt, I make several desperate 
attempts, but I cannot untangle him. 
His swimming hands gently describe 
small circles around his body. Maybe 
he’s reaching for me. Or maybe he’s 
unconscious, and the current is moving 
his hands. I reach forward and grasp 
one circling hand with my left hand.

Then I hear a shocking gurgle of 
water, like a large sink emptying, 
as river water fills Karl’s lungs. His 
head flops to one side. In seconds, 
he moves from life to lifelessness.

My beloved drowns before me.

Karl breathes his last breath into the 
river. This sacred river, source of life for 
so many beings, extinguishes his life.

Karl! Hold your head up!

I never call him Karl. Except in 
emergencies. Only “My Beloved”. 

Screaming at my Beloved, 
only inches from me.

Screaming again: “Karl! 
Hold your head up!”

Is this it, then? The end of all our 
dreams? Head to one side, lifeless?

My Romani husband hated water. 
Our honeymoon was the only time 
I saw him anywhere near it when 
we shared a celebratory swim. 

December 1994
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“It is in the tradition of Romani people 
to avoid water,” he’d repeatedly declare, 
explaining that for centuries, members 
of authentic Romani communities 
avoided water as a gesture of freedom 
from oppressive bourgeois standards.

Is this the death we fear?

I’m frantic now. My mind is racing. 
The water’s still rising. It’s rising 
above my chin. I spin around, 
grabbing for all the door handles, 
but the doors are firmly stuck.

Karl has powerful talents, I remember. 
Maybe he has one spell left? Could his 
unique Romani magic defy natural 
laws, hex them? We are in an ancient, 
forgiving river, after all. In a spiritual 
center. All we need is one small miracle.

I scream again: “Karl! Hold your head 

up!” Screaming at a dead man.

Silence now: car, river, the Gypsy, and 
me. Water rising around and within us.

I will not die in this river.

I take a last look at my Beloved, now 
collapsed forward. Then I dive down to 
reach the open window on my side of the 
car. I slide through it, imagining I’ll need 
powerful strokes to reach the surface. I 
forget to hold my breath, taste muddy 
water, swallow, and splutter. Choking and 
gasping, I open my eyes, astonished to find 
myself standing in only a few feet of water.

I look up to see groups of people 
crowding the narrow roadside above me. 
“He’s drowning!” I scream at them.

“Help us! Help us!”

I scream. I scream again.
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Trembling, barefoot, stumbling on 
the sharp river stones, I observe a 
surreal tableau of airbags, shopping 
bags, and roadmaps floating slowly 
through the hatch door, heading gently 
downstream, responding to the pull 
of the ocean. I reach for a shopping 
bag and stop. How ridiculous!

Then I turn to see two men — later known 
to me as Rob and Ben — scrambling 
down the steep, slippery, reedy bank.

“Help him, help him,” I scream at 
them. “My husband's trapped inside.”

Rob tries all the doors, but they are 
centrally locked. Ben wrenches a massive 
stone from the riverbank and smashes 
the back window on Karl’s side. After 
several unsuccessful attempts, Rob 
pushes his head into a pocket of air, 
dives into the muddy water, and feels 

for the front door lock. He unlocks the 
front door. Then Ben pulls it open, 
untangles Karl from his seatbelt, and 
hauls his lifeless body through the door.

They drag Karl from the river and 
prop him up on the bank.

I stand alone in the river. 
Nobody approaches me.

I witness and pray. But nobody can 
reverse the natural order of things. 
When several attempts at CPR by 
Rob and a police officer fail, another 
police officer announces, first to 
others: “There’s no pulse”.

Then he turns to look down at me and 
proclaims: “Madam, I regret to inform 
you that your husband is deceased”.

I stand alone in the river.
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On the roadside above, swarming with 
emergency vehicles and personnel, 
it’s all about me: the survivor. But I 
cannot allow my focus to shift. I cannot 
leave Karl now. I have work to do.

I stumble to the shore of life. I 
am broken; I have nothing left to 
lose. I stand alone in the river.

Before me, almost vertical on the reedy 
bank, illuminated by light through the 
white gums, lies my soul partner of 23 
years. Tanned and lean, in full Gypsy 
gear: black shirt, striped black trousers, 
and new blue suspenders donned to 
celebrate my birthday. Black patent 
shoes I’d polished that morning.

Karl does not look dead or drowned. 
He looks like he’s resting, getting 

ready to party. So beautiful, so 
beautifully turned out.

(In our shabby, unkempt, hippie village, 
Nimbin locals would ask a well-dressed 
neighbor: “Is it a court appearance or 
a funeral you’re off to today, mate?”)

My Beloved is dressed for his own funeral.

His lips are slightly parted. Maybe he 
had one more thing to say.

His eyes are partly closed, as though he 
cannot admit the light from above.

All eyes are on Karl — and on me.

I stand alone in the river, witnessing, 
as Karl gently gives his life back to God. 
I sense his soul leaving his body.
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What care can I offer now?

How can I ease his pain and 
smooth his passage?

We’re cradled in Nature’s depths 
— in a shallow lagoon of a sacred, 
meandering, shallow river. Embraced 
by rainforest, we’re circled by human 
caring. Night birds gather in the top 
branches of the tallest gums, witnessing, 
as a pale twilight descends.

What can I offer?

I remember my sacred promise to Gaia, 
the Earth Goddess. I am in Her service. 
I remember why. The world pauses.

I do my simple best.

The water’s cool balm comforts me 
as I bend forward. My hand extends 
only to Karl’s feet; I can reach no 
further. Balancing my left hand 
against the bank and my torn feet on 
riverbed rocks, I gently place my right 
hand under the soles of his feet.

Then I beg Gaia, the Earth Goddess and 
my protector, to watch over and guide my 
precious love, now lost to this material 
life. I invoke Her healing powers. I follow 

Her guidance, drawing energy from 
deep below the riverbed, up through my 
body. I transmute that raw energy into 
love in my heart. Then I transmit that 
love energy through my right hand. It 
electrifies my hand as it reaches Karl.

He accepts, drawing energy from me.

Gaia introduced us. Now she 
witnesses our earthly severance.

Husband and wife, frozen in time, 
we share our last moments of 
sacred belonging. I release Karl 
with my whispered blessing:

Oh, Beloved, I know you are not 
afraid to die. You have always 
said yes to life, and you have died 
as you lived. This must be your 
time. Please hear me: now you 
can let go and be free of your 
body. Please do not be afraid to let 
go of me. I will not hold you back.

I withdraw my hand, my task 
complete. It’s over.

The world resumes.
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Five men struggle for footholds on the 
steep, slippery riverbank. They steady 
a long metal ladder. I lift a bleeding 
foot onto the first rung. It’s cold. I grab 
onto it and glance back, terrified I’ll 
lose my grip and tumble backward.

I will not die in this river.

Partway up the ladder, I stop and bend 
to gaze again into the face of the man I 
love. I imprint this picture on my mind: 
my last glimpse of my beloved Karl. I 
steady myself on the ladder and reach 
my right hand to touch his wrist.

It’s still warm. Karl is 
crossing the threshold.

“Love you with all my heart, Beloved. You 
will live in my heart forever,” I whisper. 

Firetrucks, ambulances, police cars, and 
tow trucks crowd the narrow road above 
me. Red and blue lights are flashing. 
Small groups of people, including police 
and emergency services personnel, 
are conferring. Light rain is falling.

A fireman grabs my arm as I reach 
the road’s edge. Then I stand alone, 
renegotiating my balance with the Earth. 
I bend over, vomiting river water, then 
I wait to be loaded into an ambulance.

To my right, I notice Rob Brims, 
surrounded by police, wrapped in a 
ragged towel, also bent over, shivering, 
sobbing. Dear sweet man. He risked his 
life, trying to save my Beloved. I stumble 
across and speak to him. Thank him. 
Ask him to thank his friend. I mumble 
some words: I don’t know what.
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Ushering me inside the back of the 
ambulance, John, in a yellow fluoro 
jacket, smiles at me. He is wielding 
a formidable pair of scissors, 
huge like gardening shears.

“I am going to cut off your dress, 
now, madam,” he announces. 

I cough.

“John, this is my new dress, and today 
was my birthday party,” I whisper. “Could 
you just pull it over my head, please?” 

He does that.

“Now I am going to cut off your 
tights, madam,” John says.

“John,” I beg, “Please call me Wendy. 
I am just Wendy. I do not want to be 
difficult. They only cost eight dollars, these 
tights. But it’s a 70-kilometer round-trip 
to K-Mart from my place. Do you think 
you could just pull them off, please?”

John pulls off my tights, and I let him 
cut off my underwear. Then he gives 
me a tetanus shot, fastens the neck 
brace, and settles me on the stretcher. 
We tear up the winding road to the 
Tweed Heads Memorial Hospital, 
siren blaring, lights flashing.

Murwillumbah, NSW, 
February 6, 2016

Hours later, I am freed from the neck 
brace. Trying to be gentle, Tweed 
Heads Memorial Hospital staff hoist 
me on and off various platforms and 
gurneys for tests like a CT scan, a chest 
x-ray, and an ultrasound. I am told I 
have two crushed vertebrae and soft 
tissue damage from the airbag and the 
seatbelt. Otherwise, I am uninjured.

I find myself deeply naked. I have 
lost everything: cell phone, handbag, 
shoes, wallet, money, credit cards, 
driver’s license, shawl, glasses. What 
is not lost has been cut off me.

My life has been lost in the 
river — never to surface.

Without glasses, I can barely see.

I have no identification, no identity.

In the Tweed Heads Memorial 

Hospital, Murwillumbah, NSW
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This was the death we feared.

About 2 am, two police officers from 
the local command materialize in my 
hospital room, looking exhausted 
and drawn. I guess the nurses let 
them in, as I was awake, adrenalin 
coursing through my veins.

“We’re so sorry,” one says, scuffing a 
muddy boot on the linoleum floor.

I struggle to listen, even to breathe, 
welcoming them, feeling sorry for them. 
I explain that I am a crime prevention 
planner with a long career working 
with police. I hear myself announcing, 
somewhat formally, “The New South 
Wales Police are welcome at this bedside.”

The man hands me Karl’s wallet, 
watch, and wedding ring. I slip it 
on my wedding finger. Safe now.

He explains about the morgue, the 
autopsy to be conducted hundreds of 
kilometers away, the Coroner’s report, the 
expected delays in releasing the body.

They have confiscated a small zip-lock 
bag of cannabis. “Sorry,” he whispers.

We permit ourselves a weak smile.

They have driven hundreds of 
kilometers to our home to locate my 
address book and notify Karl’s sister 
in Perth. I thank them for that.

I give my statement. The male officer 
records it on a tiny notepad. His 
young female colleague cries softly.

This was the death we feared.

a



16

Later still, Narelle, a middle-aged nurse, 
peeks in to ask if I need anything. “A 
cuppa? Would you like a magazine?”

“I can’t read,” I explain. “Lost 
my glasses in the river. Can’t see 
much of anything, actually.” 

“No worries, dear. I’ve an old pair of 
readers from the pharmacist in my 
bag,” she smiles. “I’ll get them and 
some magazines from the nurses’ 
lunchroom. And that cuppa.”

She helps me adjust the pillows, 
minding my injuries (now emerging 
as purple bruises on my chest and 
shoulders), and administers more 
painkillers and a tranquillizer. I 
struggle to hold my head up.

At some point, Narelle returns to the dimly 
lit room and asks, with a hesitant smile, 
“Are you by any chance religious, Wendy?”

This gentle inquiry thaws something 
in my shattered mind. I put down the 
magazine and try to focus on her.

“I’m not sure,” I mumble. “Maybe. I 
guess I’m spiritual — is that religious?” 

“Good enough for me,” Narelle says 
softly, looking at her shoes.

“My shift finishes in a few minutes. So, I’m 
going to ask Jesus to hold you in His arms 

until I get back if that’s all right with you.”

“Please do that,” I sigh. “Yes, 
please do that. Thank you.”

Evening blends into night. I relax back 
onto my pillow, cradling a mug of tea 
in my bandaged hands. I breathe my 
first full breath in twelve hours.

This was the death we feared.

But it is not the end of life. Only hours ago, 
I held one of Earth’s precious beings as he 
embarked on his next, sacred journey. My 
dearest Beloved. I know he is finding his 
way. The river water that claimed Karl’s 
life flows from the same life-giving source 
as the Deep Creek water that soothed me 
decades before, calming my vulnerable, 
terrified heart and nourishing me so that 
I could unearth, celebrate, and sing my 
courage. Now I must trust that courage.

River and creek. All one. Each is a 
source of life, potentially a source of 
creativity. Creekcells dancing in my blood 
now dance in Karl’s, reciprocating.

A narrow window admits the pale 
shimmer of a waning moon. I consider my 
circumstances. My life has been spared. 
I have been flung back into life after one 
glimpse of the sacred blue light. Now, 
struggling, free from the shelter of my 
old life, I must stand on new ground. 
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I must find the courage to accept my 
circumstances. I must bless the life 
that has been returned to me. And, 
ultimately, I must find the courage 
and the words to speak about it.

And so, what now? What does this mean?

What is left of my life? What is in 
front of me? What beckons?

What is my next step?

a

I am too shaken to return to Nimbin from 
the hospital with Karl’s brother, Shane, 
and sister, Christa, who has flown from 
Perth. So, they drive back without me. 
I am terrified of driving past the crash 
site, a long drive in an old truck along 
a narrow, winding, two-lane road. I 
cannot face Nimbin, my neighbors, our 
home, and what remains of my life.

Nothing remains.

I have no idea how to stand on this 
ground, to embody my new being, 
to inhabit my new situation. Far 
beyond unstable, I am crushed.

What can the future possibly mean? Karl 
is gone. My Beloved is dead. I am alone. I 
am a widow. I have lost all my identities. 
Everything else is a grey cloud on a distant 
horizon. I have no idea what to do next. 
I need to be alone and collect myself 

before I face my life, my losses, and all 
that I must do. All of it looms gigantic: 
the burial, the memorial service, guests, 
arrangements, insurance, my grief.

Already bouquets are crowding 
my hospital room. Desperate 
telephone calls from overseas. Word 
is out, and I cannot face it.

I am in shock.

My close friend and surrogate son, 
Andrew, arrives at the hospital the 
morning after the crash with a shopping 
bag of clothes, underwear, sandals, and 
toiletries. He looks so heartbroken. I do 
not know what to say to him. Andrew stays 
for three hours, as we begin the process 
of ordering replacements for my credit 
cards. (Later, a nurse enquires, “Who 
was that amazing man with the IPad?”)

I overhear a conversation in the corridor: 
“She must be very brave, that elderly 
lady. Did you hear: she climbed out of 
the wreck of her submerged car after 
watching her husband drown?”

On day three of my stay, Vivienne, the 
hospital social worker, kindly (with wry 
humor) gently explains that I cannot live 
the rest of my life in Medical Ward 3. 

My old friend Geoffrey drives down 
from Brisbane and delivers me to 
Wendy Truer’s Brisbane house.
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A Fortuitous Meeting 
with a Clairvoyant
Staying with Wendy in Brisbane, I feel 
safe. Protected from more bad things. 
Wendy and I have lots in common, 
personally, and professionally. She is 
gentle, respectful, and peaceful. The 
morning after I arrive in Brisbane from 
the hospital, Wendy lingers on her back 
porch, drinking tea with me. Initially, I 
worry that she will be late for work. Later I 
realize that she is worried about me. Later 
still, Wendy explains that I was repeating 
myself with almost every sentence. I feel 
nothing. I am emotionally numb. I am 
balancing drugs and severe physical pain, 
mostly in my chest and left shoulder. Cuts 
on my hands and feet are healing. Heavy-
duty painkillers take the edge off: a buffer 
between me and my life I am grateful for.

I am surprised when Wendy says she’s 
booked a Reiki healing session for me 
that afternoon. Geoffrey will collect 
me, drive me to my appointment, and 
pick me up afterwards. He excelled the 
day before, driving from the hospital 
to Wendy’s house at 45 kms. per hour 
— while making up terrible jokes. I 
love Geoffrey, my beautiful, kind friend 
who was the emcee at our wedding.

Meeting Angela
Geoffrey is so nervous that we get lost, 
and I arrive late for my Reiki session. It’s 
a hot summer day. I rush in, flustered and 
sweating. Angela, a warm, middle-aged 
woman, greets me with a compassionate 
smile and ushers me into a small, high-
ceilinged room with white walls. A 
candle flickers on a small table, and a 
ceiling fan whirrs above me, its cool 
breeze brushing my cheek. Angela offers 
me a seat and a glass of water. She is 
calm and reassuring. I ease my aching 
body into a wicker chair across from 
her, holding the glass in two hands.

Angela’s old Queenslander house 
is familiar and comforting. A 
lot like Wendy’s house. 

I am safe — for now. I guess that Angela 
wants to talk about my injuries before 
asking me to climb up on the massage 
table for the Reiki treatment. But she has 
other ideas. She leans toward me, smiling.

Wendy Truer’s House, Brisbane, February 9, 2016
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“We have lots of time, Wendy,” she 
whispers. “Your friend Wendy has paid 
for your session, and I have no other 
appointments this afternoon. So, let’s 
just sit and chat a bit before I do your 
treatment — if that’s all right with you. 
You’ve had such a terrible experience. 
I am so sorry to hear about what’s 
happened to you. It was only a few days 
ago. Is that right? You poor, dear thing.”

Although relaxing seems like a distant 
concept to me, I kick off my sandals 
and settle back into the wicker chair.

Angela leans forward, looks at me 
directly, and speaks again.

“Karl has some things he wants me to tell 
you,” she says softly, eyeing me carefully. 
She must know that this revelation will not 
shock me. As I quickly figure out, Angela 
is clairvoyant. I studied with a clairvoyant 
for a year and have many clairvoyant 
friends. I am no stranger to mediumship.

I draw a small, painful breath and nod. 
“Thank you. That’s fine with me,” I say.

“It might be good if you could breathe 
a little bit,” she quietly suggests.

I draw what I imagine to be a long, 
deep breath into my bruised chest 
and slowly exhale it, wincing.

“Okay,” I say. “Thank you. 
Please go on, Angela.”

“Karl also wants you to know that he 
did not intentionally drive off that cliff 
at Uki last Saturday afternoon. It was 
an accident. He did not intentionally 
do it. But he had accepted that he 
probably would not live a long life.”

I nod again. 

Angela continues: 

“Karl wants you to know that he is fine. He 
has not suffered. He was aware that you 
tried to save him in the car. He is showing 
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me the two of you in the submerged car 
and your desperate attempts to release 
him from his seatbelt before he drowned. 
And he is so grateful that you held and 
comforted him after he died. That time 
you had together in the river — when 
you did that Earth healing work for him 
— has made a huge difference to him. It 
has opened a channel of communication 
between the two of you that will last 
forever. He wants you to know that 
now his entire purpose — for as long 
as you live — is to support you in your 
life. That will be his whole focus — just 
to care for you and to support you.”

This revelation touches me deeply and I 
know it is true: Karl would never leave me.

I do not cry. My first tears will not 
come for nearly three weeks.

“Is this all right with you, what I’m 
saying, Wendy?” Angela inquires softly. 
I nod. “This is not uncomfortable for me. 

I understand what you are saying. It all 
makes sense to me. Please go on, Angela.”

I allow myself the luxury of 
a sense of expectation.

“Karl wants me to tell you that the road 
was wet and slippery, and he simply 
lost control. That’s all. He hopes you 
understand and accept that. He is glad 
that you are not injured, except for a 
bit of bruising. That’s true, isn’t it?”

I nod again. That is mostly true.

“Is it okay if I continue?” Angela 
gently inquires. “Karl has more 
he wants to tell you.” 

I nod.

“Karl wants you to know that 
from this point on, he will be in 
charge of the money for you.” 

I smile and allow myself a chuckle that 
surprises me. I bend forward to reply. 
“That’ll be a change,” I whisper. “It’s time 
for Karl to be in charge of the money.”

Taking care of money — he called it kröten 
— had hardly been Karl’s strong suit.

“Well,” Angela continues. “Karl means 
it, and he says that things will now 
be much easier for you financially, 
as he will be dedicated 100 percent 
to taking care of the money in your 
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life. You will notice a difference in the 
ease with which all financial matters 
are resolved from this point on.”

Then she looks at me closely and 
continues, “Where there was once shame 
and guilt between you two, there will now 
be understanding and forgiveness.”

“Thank you,” I nod, unable to imagine 
what that might encompass.

“There’s one thing more he wants me 
to tell you,” Angela continues. “I know 
it’s a bit early, but I have checked 
this out very, very carefully, and I 
have been told that now is the right 
time to tell you this information.”

I perk up. So far, things are going well. 
Karl is in heaven, and he is well. He has 
not suffered. He is not suffering. He is 
taking care of the money, and I am going 
to be okay financially. All good news after 
the worst five days of my whole life.

“Karl wants me to tell you that you 
will have love and happiness again 
in your life. He will see to that.”

“I am glad for that,” I sigh, wondering 
what that means and why it’s so essential 
for Angela to have “permission” to relay 
this information. It feels so generic. 
But any good news is welcome at this 
point — though this is not particularly 
remarkable news. I hope I will have 

love again in my life eventually, as my 
heart knows that loving Karl has not 
turned me away from human loving.

“I did not explain that very well,” Angela 
corrects herself. She is the sort of 
clairvoyant who does not look like she 
is in a trance. With Angela, it’s just like 
we are having a normal conversation.

“What I meant to say is that Karl says 
you will have love and happiness later 
with a new partner.” She mentions 
the name of a man, an old friend of 
mine whom Karl has never met. But 
Karl knows that I admire him.

“Isn’t that a bit premature?” I inquire, 
shifting uneasily in my chair. I feel 
uncomfortable but also intrigued.

‘Yes, Angela replies. She smiles warmly. 

“You’d think so, Wendy, but, as I said, 
I did check this out very carefully with 
Spirit before you arrived, and I’ve been 
told it’s okay to tell you this. So, Karl has 
this man in mind for you, and he is going 
to help bring it about: your new partner.”

Silence bathes the sunlit room.

“Karl says not to worry about the 
details right now. It will all work 
out. He just wants you to know 
that he’s onto it. Karl will manage 
the matter of the new partner.”
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I am shocked. How can this be? This whole 
conversation is verging on the bizarre.

“Karl’s a bit rushed in his matchmaking, 
don’t you think?” I inquire, leaning 
forward, wincing with neck and shoulder 
pain. “Karl’s not even in his grave, and 
already he’s finding me a new lover?”

“It will all come to pass in its own 
time,” Angela quietly reassures me.

“Of course, you have a lot to think 
about and a lot to do now, Wendy. For 
now, Karl only wants you to be healed, 
and that’s his job. Healing you and 
supporting you and taking care of the 
money. And loving you. What unfolds 
with your new partner will come later.”

I stare at Angela.

During the next fifteen months, we’ll 
become close, and Angela will guide 
and support me in innumerable ways. 
Right now, hardly able to breathe, I see 
this whole thing as a bridge too far. 

Right now, my beloved husband is lying 
on a slab in the hospital morgue. I have no 
idea what to think — or what to do next.

a
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What I did not know then was that my life was about to change in 
myriad ways. Karl would reach out to me, connect with me, take care 

of the money, comfort and guide me along my journey to heal my grief, 
demonstrate his matchmaking skills, and more… I would learn how 
to connect with Karl and communicate in powerful and significant 

ways. For years! I would record our daily conversations in my journal. 
One beneficial outcome of our conversations would become a book 

about healing grief by keeping connected to one who has died. 

a
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About this excerpt
This excerpt from a book by Wendy 
Sarkissian will be for sale as an 
ebook in mid-July 2020. 

For information about how to 
purchase the ebook, please visit our 
StayClose website: www.stay-close.com 
Or contact Wendy Sarkissian: 
wendy@sarkissian.com.au

I am also offering an online course 
about the principles of connecting 
with one who has died. The 
principles are described in the Stay 
Close book. The course will be open 
to the public in September 2020. 
Please visit www.stay-close.com for 
more details.
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