
How Night Came Into Being
A Hindu Tale told by D.M. Kartha ©2001 

O
nce upon a time only a twin brother and sister lived 
upon the earth. Their names were Yama and Yami 
and they loved each other dearly. They roamed the 

earth enjoying its smells and tastes, its sounds and sights, the 
touches of the breezes and the feel of the grass beneath their 
feet. 

Where Yama and Yami 
lived, it was always day 
and the season was always 
spring. The sun never set 
and the moon and stars lay 
hidden behind its bright, 
golden light. Time stood 
still and there was neither 
yesterday nor tomorrow. 
The flowers never wilted or 
died. Beehives overflowed 
with honey and it was never 
dry or cold. The birds never 
became tired of flying, and 
the trees were never empty 
of plump, ripe fruits. In this 
sea of the eternal, happy 
moment, Yama and Yami 
swam peacefully like twin 
swans. 

One time, when Yami 
returned from a solitary 
walk, she found Yama lying 
under a tree as if he was 
asleep. She whispered his 
name, but he did not answer. 
She cried out his name in 
a loud voice, but still there 
was no answer. Then she 
shook him gently, but he did 
not move. She could see no 
sign that he was breathing and his body felt cold and still.

Yami knew suddenly that she was alone in the world. Her 
brother Yama was dead. Yami’s sorrow, deeper than the 
ocean, began to flow out of her heart and through her eyes. 
It emerged as tears. The river of her tears swelled and began 
to flood the world. Her sobbing shook the earth and sky, and 

her grieving heart sent forth an intense fire that started to 
heat everything up. The gods and goddesses of the elements 
became worried about the welfare of the earth and all its 
creatures. They were afraid that Yami’s mourning would bring 
about the destruction of the world.  The gods and goddesses 

left in despair. They went to a 
hillside and sat in silence. Then 
a thought occurred to them. 
Yami’s sorrow was perpetuated 
not just by her love for her 
brother. In her life, she had 
known only today. There was 
no yesterday and no tomorrow. 
For the pain of Yama’s death to 
become easier for her to bear, 
today must end and tomorrow 
must begin.

The gods and goddesses 
summoned their powers of 
creation. First they created the 
sunset. Then, slowly, a gentle 
blanket of night enveloped the 
world. Under the soothing, dark 
sky of the first night, Yami fell 
asleep, just as the birds and the 
animals did, for the first time. 
When she awoke, the sun was 
rising in a glorious dance of 
colors in the eastern sky. 

Yami said to herself, “Ah, 
Yama died yesterday.”

The following day, the gods 
and goddesses heard Yami say, 
“Ah, Yama died the day before 
yesterday.”

As time went by, Yami’s 
grief began to lessen as the 

merciful hands of the night dissolved the pain of Yama’s death. 
Although she never forgot her dear brother, her pain lost its 
power to haunt her. Her sadness became less fiery, her tears 
dried up, and the danger her sorrow posed to the world 
began to fade away. 
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W 
ords; just words.  Often spoken in an attempt to 
ease the pain of grieving the death of someone 
we love. But, instead of bridging relief, those 

words just seem to add to the hurt, the confusion, the anger, 
the grief.  There are no words that will make it all right that 
someone we love has died.  But there are words that can 
soothe the hurt, ease the loneliness and add to the healing.

I don’t think people are trying to hurt grievers.  They just 
seem to engage their mouths before their brains.  Or maybe 
what they were 
planning on saying 
sounded pretty 
good in their 
heads, but by 
the time those 
words of hope 
made the journey 
from their minds 
to their mouths, 
something 
happened.  And 
those words came 
out, sending hurt 
instead of hope 
across the space 
between us.

What are you 
trying to say?  
Are you trying 
to fill the silence 
between us, show 
how much you 
care or how much 
you know?  Do 
you think words 
will help when a 
heart is broken?

Why do we hide behind words, any words, when a hug or a 
simple touch on the arm would say so much more?  Have we 
forgotten the power of presence?  Do we fear silence because 
it might mean we have nothing to say?

Why must a moment between friends be filled with noise or 
empty platitudes or meaningless sounds of   hollow comfort?  
Why can’t two people simply be in the presence of each 
other, allowing that great strength to flow between them 
without any words to interrupt the message?
“You can have another baby.”
“You were so happy together. Be grateful for that.”
“At least he didn’t suffer.”
“She was so young. You didn’t get to know her that well.”

ARRRGGG!  Words! Words! Words meant to heal that 
only add to the hurt.  Give me silence, please!

Not emptiness…silence.  Not loneliness…silence.  Don’t 
not come, but come silently.  Sit on my couch, hold my hand, 
share a cookie, hand me a tissue.  Come, but leave your 
words of hollow hope behind.  No words can speak more 
eloquently than the shared silence of presence.  Come sit 
beside me.  Hold me.  Touch me.  Be with me, but leave the 
noise behind.

Are we afraid that silence will kill us?  Are we afraid that we 
will say “the wrong thing?” (What is the right thing!)  Are we 

afraid that we will “remind” the 
bereaved of their loss? (Do you 
think we will ever forget it?)
“Time heals all things.”
“You’ll be better tomorrow.”
“You can’t stay sad the rest of your 
life.”
“Your loved one wouldn’t want you 
to be so sad.”

If only I could think of 
something to say in return!  But 
my mind as well as my body 
and soul have gone numb.  I 
am frozen and I can’t think of 
anything to say. Sometimes I am 
so shocked that I cannot believe 
I heard what you said, or maybe 
you don’t even realize what you 
said.
“Be happy she’s healed now.”
“Why are you so sad?”
“We have gathered here not to 
mourn the loss of ...but rather to 
celebrate his life.” 

Words.  Just words. You’d 
think they wouldn’t hurt so 
much, but they do.  Sometimes 

it really is better not to say anything.  That doesn’t mean don’t 
do something…it means don’t use words to fill up the space 
that sadness occupies.  By all means, do something!  Bring 
flowers, a casserole (not tuna please), chocolate cookies, 
napkins, paper towels.

Come help with the laundry, the childcare, the mail, the 
dusting.  Drop off a ham, a turkey, a hug.  Send a note, a 
lemon meringue pie, a  donation to my loved one’s favorite 
charity.  Slip a note into my pocket, a card in my mailbox, a 
hand into my empty one.

Share a memory, a laugh, a moment. Tell me stories of the 
past; bring me pictures from your scrapbook.  Speak of love, 
not sorrow.  Remember the life, not just the death.  Give me 
hope, not meaningless words. 

Hug me, hold me, love me, leave me, but don’t shower me 
with words that are meant to soothe, but sear instead.  Your 

Words, Words, Words
By Darcie D. Sims, PhD.

Reprinted with permission from the Grief Digest, Centering Corporation, Omaha, Nebraska, 402-553-1200
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presence really is the healing touch.  No words need to be 
spoken between friends and family when love is the weaver of 
the threads.
“He’s in a better place.”
(I thought right next to me was a pretty good place.)
“At least you have other children.”
(Yes, but I really loved that one, too.)
“She’s better off now…not in any pain.”
(She may be out of pain, but I am not!)
“Where’s your faith? You should be happy for him.” 
(My faith may help my heart feel better, but it’s my arms that 
are empty and aching.)
“God needed another flower in His garden.”
(What about MY garden?!)
“You can have another baby.”
(Maybe, but no one can replace someone.)
“You were so happy together.  Be grateful for that.”
(I am grateful, but I want more!)
“At least he didn’t suffer.”
(Yes, that’s true, but I am suffering now.)
“She was so young.  You didn’t really get to know her that well.”
(Since when does age have anything to do with how much 
someone is loved?)
“Time heals all things.”
(Time does nothing except pass.  It is what you do with the 
time that might change things.)
“You’ll be better tomorrow.”
(Perhaps, but what about today?)
“You can’t stay sad the rest of your life.”
(Oh yes I can.)
“Your loved one wouldn’t want you to be so sad.” 
(How do you know?  I have told my loved ones that I expect 
at least three days of heavy grieving.  After that, they can do 
whatever they wish.  But I do want them to be sad…at least a 
little bit!)
“Be happy she’s healed now.”
(That may be true, but it is still my heart that is broken…my 
arms that are empty.  What about me?)
“Why are you so sad?”
(Oh, I don’t know…maybe it’s because someone I loved has 
died.) 
“We have gathered here to not mourn the loss of…but rather to 
celebrate his life.”
(The thought here is nice, but the timing seems a bit “off.”  I 
am not quite ready to celebrate.  I think I need some grieving 
time, too.)

Words.  Just words.  Let them fall to the wayside when 
you hear words that do not quite touch the pain or hit the 
mark.  Realize that someone is trying to reach you, soothe 
you, comfort you.  So what if their choice of words falls short 
of the goal or even brings a moment or two of pain?  At least 
someone cares enough to keep trying!  And the sounds of 
silence are even worse that the words that come wrapped in 
good intentions and tied with a silly looking bow.

I’ll take your comfort any way you can share it with me.  But 
maybe the best words to say are simply, “I’m here and I don’t 
have a clue as to how to help, but I’m here, and together we’ll 

figure this thing out.”
Come.  Bring your gifts of memories, your arms with 

chocolates and your presence.  Leave the words behind and 
just come.  I’ll hear what you mean, not what you say.  
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A New Normal
I wanted my life to return to normal.
Then I realized that what I wanted
was for my life to return to what it

once was.
A year ago I found hope one night when I heard my wife 

and my youngest son laughing in our bedroom.
I thought my life was returning to normal. 

I played cards with our youngest son
after supper, with much fun and laughter. After a few 

cartoons, he and my wife were off to bed.  It was then 
that I realized my life was not returning to the normal that 
it was when Greg was alive, but changing to a new normal.

I cannot return to what I once was, because all of the 
parts are no longer there. I have the choice, consciously, 
and subconsciously to carry on with my life, thus creating 
a new normal. Hope lies in accepting what you now have- 
looking with joy, not sorrow, looking ahead with optimism 

not pessimism.
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2895 Temple Ave

Signal Hill, CA 90755

Call toll-free at (877) 366-4466

 Volunteers
Are you ready to become a Haven Hospice Volunteer? If you are interested in this rewarding opportunity, 

or you know anyone who is looking to volunteer his or her time, please contact Tina Stephenitch, Volunteer 
Coordinator (562) 426-7500 406.

Help us keep our mailing list current! 
If you no longer wish to receive our monthly newsletter or if the address that appears is not current, please 

email Tina Stephenitch at tstephen@havenhealth.org or call the office at (562) 426-7500 ext 406.  Thank 
you for your assistance.

The monthly Healing with Haven seminar-support group is currently taking a break and will start up again in 
the fall of 2008. 

Individual/Group Support
The Bereavement Department of Haven Hospice offers individual support. For more information or to make 

an appointment for an individual meeting please contact our Bereavement Coordinator, Tina Stephenitch at 
(562) 426-7500 ext 406.

Grief & Loss Seminar Series 


