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Laughter is music to the soulñit lifts the heavy heart, 
announcing a new moment of joy.  
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of anyone from anywhere. The best 
way to explain Joshôs life and death 
is to share a small portion of the 
book I wrote, One Way Ticket, after 
Joshôs deathð  
   At thirty-eight, Josh was dead from 
a heroin overdose.  
   In 1970, at the age of thirteen, he 
went from shooting hoops in the sub-
urbs to shooting heroin in the ghetto. 
His journey took him from the Bimah 
of the synagogue to the ultimate hu-
miliation of San Quentin. He spent 
twenty-six years in and out of rehab 
programs, jails, torment and hope. 
Throughout his nightmare, he main-
tained strong ties with many of his 
friends and family who were waiting 
for a drug-free Josh to emerge. 
When he drugged out, he hid out. 
When he was in recovery, we gath-
ered new strengths. 
   In June of 1995, he quietly brought 
his journey to its end by taking his 
own life.  

J osh chose to overdose after a 26-
year struggle to live with and with-

out heroin. I have had time to make 
peace that his suicide was the only 
way he knew to get out of a lifetime 
of pain and shame. I also believe that 
my awareness of world history where 
people have continually lost their 
children unnecessarily, cruelly, and 
regularly has saved me from asking 
those never-to-be answered ques-
tions, ñWhyðwhy Josh? Why Me?ò   

W hen I was asked to write about 
the life and death of our son, 

Josh, I thought, ñWhat can I possibly 
say that is new or not a clich®?ò Un-
fortunately, many of us who read the 
griefHaven Newsletter have lived 

through the deaths of our children. 
Poets, philosophers, theologians, 
specialists, and broken-hearted par-
ents have all agreed that this life-
changing tragedy is unparalleled. In 
time, most of us find a way to claim 
new strengths, and that is what I did.   

J osh Lowenthal was an adored 
child, born with an abundance of 

blessings, who should have thrived 
and contributed, but who instead per-
ished in a modern-day plague. He 
was raised with love and support and 
enjoyed many of the special ameni-
ties that growing up in an affluent 
neighborhood could offer. Of course, 
addiction knows no age or socioeco-
nomic background. It eats at the soul 

W e survivors understand that 
there are unlimited unique 

reactions to human experiencesð
but yours, mine, and how many 
others seem similar? So many writ-
ers have spoken for me, felt for me, 
and expressed almost all of my 
reactions to the mysteries of life, 
addiction, medical systems, parent-
ing, guilt, God, and love. I further 
believe that the nature of parenting 
unites us. Who has not identified 
with the following? ñIt hurts so bad 
that I cannot save him, protect him, 

keep him out of harmôs way, shield 
him from pain. What good are fa-
thers if not for these things?òð
Thomas Lynch, The Way We Are. 
There are never enough of other 
peopleôs words. We need them. 
They universalize our pain, and we 
learn that we are not alone and not 
crazy.  

J osh was gone, and so a new 
chapter of our lives had begun. 

We began dealing with mourningð
the need to be simultaneously 
alone and not alone. It is madden-
ing! During that first month I pretty 

(Continued on page 7) 

a nonprofit corporation 

Page 1 griefHaven  

January 2009ð© 

Rita and Josh Lowenthal 
ò There are never enough 
of other peopleôs words. 
They universalize our 

pain.ò 



The  holidays were upon me as I 
began to consider the manner in which I 
would honor my daughter and grand-
daughterðJessica Lee Haynie and 
Drew Madison Haynie in the griefHaven 
Newsletter. Jessica and Drew passed 
away in August 2002, six days apart. 
Jessica was 24, and Drew was ten days 
old. Jess was my only child and Drew 
my only grandchild. 

I t is no less than a miracle to me that I 
have survived the years that have 
gone by since the girlsô deaths, and that 
I am thriving again and able to share 
with you today from a place of love and 
peace. As I read these words from The 
Healing Runes, ñThere is a calm to be 
found on the far side of grief, a peace 
unknown to those who have yet to 
grieve,ò a chill came over me,  for I have 
found a calm on the far side of grief, and 
yes it is a peace that was unknown to 
me before I grieved. 

C hristmas was always a very special 
holiday for Jess and me. It had 

been just the two of us for years, and we 
had created our own traditions. In re-
flecting now, the last Christmas we 
spent together was most profound. We 
celebrated Christmas Eve, and Jess 
was extremely emotional. Through 
tears, she announced to me that she 
told God, ñI do not want to be here one 
more Christmas by myself!ò As Jess 
wept, it felt to me like her soul was 
weeping as she poured her heart out. 
We discussed how my divorce from her 
father, and then his tragic death, had 
impacted her and her relationship with 
men. Jess missed her daddy so much 
and longed for his love. Unfortunately, 
because her face was so swollen and 
red from crying, I did not take any pic-
tures of her that last Christmas Eve we 
had togetherða decision I would later 
question.  

T he day after Christmas, Jess called 
me crying and said, ñMom, I have 

something to tell you.ò She then said, 
ñMom, Iôm pregnant,ò and my response 
was, ñOh my God, Jess! You will not be 
here by yourself next Christmas!ò Jes-
sica continued, saying, ñMom, I am 24 
years old, and I am having this baby. 
You raised me by yourself, and I turned 
out great. I know I can do this.ò  I said, 
ñYou will be a great mommy, and you 
will have lots of love and support around 
you.ò   

W e soon learned that Jess was due 
August 27, 2002, and was having a 

girl just like she wanted. Jessica was 
very healthy, and the pregnancy 
seemed perfect. Then Jess got what we 
thought was the flu. After several days 
of a high fever and flu-like symptoms, 
Jess was admitted to the hospital, and 
on Friday, August 9, 2002, Jessica gave 
birth to Drew Madison by emergency C-
section. Drew was so beautiful and 
looked so much like her mommy. But 
the very next day, Jessica ended up in 
ICU. Within days Jessica was in a coma. 
Drew spent five days at home   and was 
then rushed to the hospital with a high 
fever. Eventually they both ended up on 
life support. 

W hat started out as a perfectly nor-
mal and healthy pregnancy had 

quickly turned into a nightmare. Drew 
died in my arms on August 19, a mo-
ment I will never forget, and I just knew 
in my heart that Jessica would join her;  
she did, six days later. The autopsy re-
sults showed that Drew died from 
ñSepsis Syndrome and Herpes En-
cephalitis,ò and Jessica died from 
ñDisseminated Herpes Infection and He-
patic Failure secondary to Herpes Infec-
tion.ò It turned out that Jessôs boyfriend, 
who was Drewôs father, had been diag-
nosed with herpes ten years earlier and, 
due to lack of knowledge on his part, did 
not realize he needed to inform Jess.  

I n the course of three weeks, my world 
as I knew it was shattered. My life was 

turned upside-down and inside-out. My 
heart began to ache with a pain so deep 
and so intense it took my breath away. 
The ñgraceò that had sustained me dur-
ing Jessôs and Drewôs hospital stays 
dissipated and left the stages of shock 
and grief with raw, stabbing, grating pain 

that would last a very long time. Anger 
surged with the vengeance of a tsu-
nami, and I felt feelings I had never felt 
before. Almost everything I thought I 
knew or believed was challenged, ex-
amined, and ñup for review.ò The long 
and winding road into the darkest 
nights of my soul began. Family, 
friends, and others who cared, or who 
had also lost a child, surrounded me. I 
refer to them as my ñearth angels.ò 
And even though, in the first period, 
the gifts of dreaming about Jess and 
Drew or feeling their presence strongly 
around me sustained me for a while, 
that only lasted for brief moments, and 
then down I would go again.  

T hat first Christmas I could barely 
walk into a  Hallmark or depart-

ment store. Just seeing the words 
daughter, granddaughter, mother, or 
grandmother would pierce my heart. 
For weeks I had been praying for 
some semblance of peace, and that 
Sunday, December 8, something pro-
found happened. I awoke feeling so 
angry that I went outside and broke 
four glass bowls, screaming and cry-
ing as I swept them up. I prayed that 
God would heal my heart. I asked Je-
sus to please help me find some 
peace. After all, it was ñHisò season. 

T he next morning I found a box of 
Jess's Christmas cards. As I pe-

rused the cards, I came upon an unad-
dressed sealed envelope. My heart 
pounded as I opened it. The caption 
read, ñMay the peace and the promise 
of Christmas fill your heart with joy." 
To my utter surprise, it was signed by 
Jess and included a hand-drawn 
heart. Talk about a Jessica moment! 
And what synchronicity! The splendor 
of finding that particular card and see-
ing my daughterôs handwriting the very 
day after I had prayed for peace took 
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With Great Honor: 
A Christmas GiftĄHeaven Sent 
  by Corinne Cherek, Mom and Grandmother 

Jessica & Drew Haynie 

ą I have found a calm on 
the far side of grief . . . 
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Congratulations 
to actor and comedian 

Bob Saget 
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I  nspired by the memories of his beloved sisters, Andrea 
Marce Saget and Gay Audrey Saget, Bob Saget, well-

known comedian and actor, has used his comedic gift to raise 
much-needed funds for the Scleroderma Research Founda-
tion, which is dedicated to fighting a disease that remains in-
curable. Despite his busy life, Bob gives his time and lends his 
name to this and many other humanitarian efforts, bringing 
�J�U�H�D�W�H�U���3�H�D�F�H���2�I���+�H�D�U�W�Œ���W�R���P�D�Q�\���W�K�U�R�X�J�K�R�X�W���W�K�H���Z�R�U�O�G�� 

Marc & Violet Klaas 
presenting award 

�'�R�O�O�\���6�D�J�H�W�����%�R�E�·�V���P�R�W�K�H�U�����V�S�H�D�N�V 

Dr. Graham Woolf, MC 

�'�D�Y�L�V���*�D�L�Q�H�V�����%�U�R�D�G�Z�D�\�·�V���	���/�R�V 
�$�Q�J�H�O�H�V�·�V��Phantom of the Opera, Singing 

�´�0�X�V�L�F���R�I���W�K�H���1�L�J�K�W�µ 

Bob Saget, Richard Riordan, 
Former Los Angeles Mayor Bob Saget , Susan Whitmore,  

Founder & President 

Bob Saget, Didi & Rabbi Steven Reuben 

Susan Whitmore speaks 

Bob Saget, Dolly Saget 
A precious mother/son moment Michael Josephson, Character 

Counts, KNX Radio, speaks 

Adam Saget, Co-Chair 

2008 
Peace of Heart Award  

Honoring  
 Bob Saget  

Laughter is music to the soulð 
It lifts the heavy heart, 

Announcing a new moment of joy. 
Your gift of reaching inside 
And gently freeing laughter 

Is surpassed only by 
Your generous, humble and loving spirit. 

In memory of your beautiful sisters, 
Andrea Marce Saget & Gay Audrey Saget, 
Whose legacies live on in all that you do. 

�%�R�E���6�D�J�H�W�·�V���D�F�F�H�S�W�D�Q�F�H���V�S�H�H�F�K 

Jennifer Woolf, 
Chair 

Davis Gaines 
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