
 
 
 
 

Inspired by Nature to Heal 
 
 
 The past few months have been a time of healing for me. My husband 

of 52 years experienced declining health and multiple 

hospitalizations last year. Ultimately, he passed away on December 

25th. Nature has been my salvation. 

 After hard days visiting him at the hospital and rehab in 

November and December, I would come home to declining daylight. I 

would walk off the stress. Sunsets were calming and reassuring to 

me and ever so beautiful. I could be certain that there was order 

in the world. I appreciated the moon like never before. The stillness 

of the air or the feeling of a breeze touched me in ways I had never 

appreciated. Breathing in the sharp air pushed out worries and 

doubts. Sunrise always makes me feel hopeful.  

 I walk every day. I do not listen to music or podcasts. No 

telephone calls. Just walking to the sounds and sights of nature. 

Sometimes in parks, sometimes in my neighborhood of old trees, hills, 

and creeks. 

 My favorite seasons are spring and fall. You can expect the 

biggest changes from the previous season! I  like spring because I 

fell in love with my husband Jerry in spring. We were high school 

sweethearts. On the first warm days in March, we would leave school 



in his 1965 Ford Galaxie convertible with the top down and the windows 

up because the sun was warmer than the air. We went to Brecksville 

or Bedford Reservations in the Cleveland Metroparks. I knew I loved 

him then. In late September, six months later, I knew I would love 

him forever. The telling moment came when we were at a bonfire a couple 

of days before the Homecoming game. Jerry played football and the 

coach had a rule that players couldn't be around girls before a game 

(distractions?) and I missed him so much. I  was glad to be out with 

him, holding hands in the cold, crisp, night air. I can still see 

it, smell it, and feel it. 

 All the seasons are amazing. Yet towards the end of each, I might 

get tired of it and look forward to the next. I think there is the 

biggest difference between winter and spring, and summer and fall 

which is another reason those are my favorites. I am glad I live in 

Ohio! 

 As I write this in the middle of spring, we have come through 

a beautiful yet cold and harsh winter and reveled in some glorious 

warm days. The trees are starting to leaf out. Many trees have sweet, 

colorful blossoms. The earliest spring flowers have bloomed. And then 

the snow came again! It fell on the buds, blossoms, and flowers. Most 

of the grasses are still brown. Most of the trees are still barren. 

But it will get warm again and spring will definitely come completely. 

It is not a direct route. There will be starts and stops. Grief 

/healing is the same. It is not a direct path to being healed. It 



goes forwards and backward. Mourning is about exposing dormancy 

similar to nature and witnessing tremendous growth. 

 Nature inspires poetry, prose, music, painting, photography, 

cooking, athletics, and both indoor and outdoor displays. It is a 

feast for all five senses. It is a comfort and a joy. It brings us 

together on many levels. It can be enjoyed in solitude or in groups. 

 In another year, I will write more about the absolute beauty 

of my flower gardens and the enjoyment of watching birds and 

pollinators. There is a satisfaction in growing my own vegetables 

and foraging for wild edibles. Of course, I will somewhat appreciate 

all of that this year but I am most thankful for what nature provides 

on its own with absolutely no effort from me. All I have to do is 

open my eyes and my heart. 

 

 

 


