_ Inner Strength

“There’s always another

chance for happiness!

Every year, 700,000 American women lose their husbands. At just
40, Colleen Phillips was one of them. How will | go on alone? she
wondered, trying to do everything—from working long hours to
raising her son—by herself. Until she found a better way . ...

ulling the shirt
from the hanger,
Colleen  Phillips
slipped her arms into its
sleeves. If she breathed
in deeply, it still
smelled like

she
her eyes, she
could still
feel Rory
there. ..

It was their
10th wedding
anniversary.
Yet there were no
roses. No weekend
trip. No whispers of “I
love you” And as the
young Bradenton, Flori-
da, widow fell onto her
bed, the tears came so
hard, her body ached.

Oh, Rory, she wept.
*'Til death do us part”
wasn't supposed to come
so soon!

Blessed. That’s how Col-
leen had felt, marrying
her best friend, then wel-
coming their son, Ryan.

But at just 36, Rory—
who'd never smoked—
was diagnosed with
stage III lung cancer.

“'m not going any-
where,” he promised.

Even during chemo,
Rory would joke and
laugh, then come home af-
ter treatment to give Ryan
rides on their tractor.

But one day at a base-
ball game, Colleen could

see the pain on Rorys
face as he struggled to
climb the stadium steps—
and she knew. He's fight-
ing hard, trying to live
life to the fullest.
But I'm losing

him .
closed you know? A month lat-

er, Rory was
gone—the
day before
they would
have celebra-
tedadecadeof
And
nuwColleenralled:
How could You take
him from us?

Hope, help

and healing

n the weeks to come,

Colleen felt a certain
part of her had died, too.
It was just too much: The
day her washing machine
broke and the house
flooded. Every time Ryan
asked, “Where’s Daddy?”

“He's watching over us
from Heaven.” Colleen
would explain gently. But
Ryan was just three. Will
he even remember the
sound of Rory’s voice?

Still, she had to go on,
for Ryan. So she threw
herself into her job.

Just get through today,
shed tell herself, getting
up at 5 am., bringing
Ryan to preschool then
meeting with clients—

only to rush home to get
Ryan to bed.

But the nights seemed
endless as Colleen lay
awake in the dark, her
fists clenched and head
pounding with loneliness
and sorrow and the pres-
sure of being responsible
for everything.

Then one day, Ryan’s
pre-K teacher took her
aside. “Your son is having
trouble focusing . . .”

She hadn’t meant it to
be judgmental. “But all T
could think was: Here's
this boy growing up with-
out his daddy,” Colleen
recalls, “and a mommy
who's so busy all the time.
Something had to give.”

Soon after, surfing the
Internet, Colleen found a
website for a life coach, a
young widow like herself.

“Shouldn’t I be back to
normal by now?” she
cried at their meeting.

The coach took her
hand. “You can’t keep
running to avoid pain,”
she said gently. “And
things will never be ‘nor-
mal’ again. But you can
create a new normal.”

( age
From tragedy

to triumph

As Colleen gave herself
permission to slow

down—to take Ryan to

the beach, or even to pore

over her wedding album,

Could a life coach help you? ves, ...
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crying until her eyes were
ringed red—she began
sleeping better. Her head-
aches vanished. She could
actually breathe again.

And with her coach’s
guidance, she also began
jotting down what she
longed for in her future:

More time with Ryan . . .

To do something really
meanmingful . . .

“l think,” she deter-
mined, “I'd like to help
other women who've suf-
fered a loss. Like you've
helped me . . .7

So Colleen decided to
become a life coach her-
self. And after complet-
ing her training, Colleen
was introduced to her
first client, Cindy John-
son, whod lost her hus-
band to a heart attack.

“I feel . . . stuck,” Cindy
sighed. She had no job,
an empty nest. “And now
I'm a widow, too.”

So Colleen helped Cindy
pinpoint her goals and
guided her toward mak-
ing them happen. Some-
times she just comforted
Cindy as tears fell, be-

'”

cause Colleen understoo
her pain all too well.
But with every day, Cir
dy—just like Colleen-
felt stronger. As Collee

coached other wome
(CoachingForWidows
com), she felt her ow
heart healing.

Ryan, now eight, is haj
py again, too. “Wann
hear a joke?” he'll as
Colleen on their walki
And with every giggl
Colleen thinks: You soun
just like your Daddy!

You are missed, they re
cently wrote in a card t
Rory that they tied to ba
loons and let fly skywarc
And you are loved.

Today, five years late
Colleen will never sto
loving Rory. But she
found love again.

“Losing Rory was th
hardest thing I've eve
experienced. But I kno
now that hes smilin
down on us,” she says. *
know, too, that we ca
beat any obstacle. An
there’s always anothe
chance for happiness!”
—Kristin Higson-Hughe



