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Though we grieve for those we’ve lost, the 
journey through grief can make us stronger, 
with our memories as treasures that no one can 
take from us. They are there, within our hearts, 
to bring us comfort in remembering. In loving 
memory of my brother, Jerry, for whom these 
words were written.

 
Junior, you’re always in my heart.

Love, 
Pat

DedicationCopyright © Patricia Gavros, 2010

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any 
manner whatsoever without the written permission of the author.

Published by Branthony Publishing, P.O. Box 249, Oswego, IL 60543
Phone: 630-554-5440

ISBN 978-0-578-06859-6

Production Credits:
Book design by David Moratto
Edited by Jane Mackay
Author Photograph by Scott Ballinger

Printed in the United States of America

10   9   8   7   6   5   4   3   2   1



Preface  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   . viii

A Brother’s Eulogy  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  2
Escape from Sorrow  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  8
Is Love Refundable?  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  12
The Distant Shore .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  18
You Live On   .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  24
I Thought  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  32
Life as a Silent Movie .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  36
Hope  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  42
Numbness  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  46
My Soul Soars   .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  52
A Rollercoaster Day  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  58
Pity   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   . 66
Empty Pockets  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  70
Questions   .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  76
Lost   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  82
Before Your Death   .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  88
The Fountain  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  92
Granite Stone  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 100
Longing for Peace   .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 106
Works in Progress .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  110

CONTENTS The Shadows  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  118
The Cardinal  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 124
Time Stands Still   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   . 130
Crumbled Oak Leaf   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  136
The Bridge .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  142
The Elegant Acorn  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  146
Winter’s Whispering Trees   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  154
By the River   .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  162
My Silent Heart   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  170
The Human Spirit  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  174
Sad Phrases  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  182
The Dream  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  188
A Road of Memories   .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  194
Happy Birthday Junior  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .200
Defining Moments  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   . 206
The Highlands .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  214
To the Ocean   .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 220
Mexican Mountains   .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 228
The Rainbow Sign   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   . 236
My Last Day .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 242
Love Goes on Forever   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   . 248

Acknowledgements · 257
About the Author · 259



viii ix

March 6, 2002, close to midnight, he sat in his 
Ford Explorer in a parking lot in downtown Pala-
tine and revved the engine. Suddenly, without 
warning, he sped full-tilt toward the brick build-
ing that housed a school for gifted children. Sev-
eral seconds later he smashed through the exteri-
or wall and all the way through to a second room 
where the vehicle came to a halt, filled with bricks 
and debris from the violent impact, leaving its oc-
cupant unconscious and critically injured. Thank 
God it was night and there were no children in 
the school.

A couple sitting in their car in the parking lot 
watched in stunned horror and then dialed 911. 
My phone rang at 12:30 a.m., and as I raced down-
stairs to retrieve the call, I knew something had 
happened to Junior. This was the culmination of 
over forty-eight hours of failed attempts to get 
help for him, to no avail. 

Several days before, he had been ejected from 
a nearby hospital and put out into the night even 
though he was experiencing psychotic episodes 

Preface and thought he was receiving messages from the 
X-Men. I called the hospital and spoke to the psy-
chiatrist who had evaluated Jerry, who told me my 
brother was simply depressed. When questioned 
further he plainly stated, “There is a secondary 
issue and that is that your brother does not have 
insurance.” I’d have to take him to a state hospi-
tal, but once he was out and thinking people were 
going to hurt him, there would be no getting him 
to voluntarily go into a psychiatric facility. 

I contacted the local police department and was 
eventually told to leave my brother alone because 
I was antagonizing him. I told the policeman that 
I feared my brother would get in his big rig and 
drive down the highway and do something ter-
rible. He simply scoffed at me and assured me that 
was unlikely. 

When we arrived at the hospital in the early 
morning hours we were told that my brother Jer-
ry would not survive. He had a broken neck and a 
pan fracture of the face (meaning all of the bones 
in his face were broken). His head was swollen to 
the size of a basketball and he was having inter-
mittent seizures. Little did they understand my 
brother’s incredible will to live and the valiant 
fight he’d begun, but after forty-one days of pain 
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and struggle, he left this world. That forty-one 
days was tantamount to being lost in the wilder-
ness. It was an emotional rollercoaster like no oth-
er I’d ever been on, and the pain left behind, the 
feelings of guilt, confusion and anger, were almost 
too much to bear. My journey of grief had begun. 

I never intended to write a book, or to share 
these words with others in such a public way. In-
stead, writing was my way of dealing with my 
grief, personally and privately; a way of expressing 
all of the terrible pain locked inside. However, after 
a year or so, I began to share these selections with 
friends who’d suffered losses, and I was amazed at 
the positive response I received. During my jour-
ney of grief I realized that death, and grief, are 
universal. No one in this world, regardless of eth-
nicity, social and economic status, age, etc., will es-
cape the inevitability of losing someone they love, 
or the accompanying grief which follows. 

This is not a how-to book, or a step program. 
It is not a formula for how to grieve, but instead it 
is the complicated, yet simple process of thoughts 
that occurred as I grieved. It gives words to what 
others might not be able to express and some sem-
blance of comfort in knowing we are not alone. It 
is my sincere hope that others who are grieving 

will find comfort and hope in these words, and 
that they will become a springboard for their own 
journey through grief. I don’t have the answers … 
no one does, but I have a lot of the questions that 
arise as a result of loss and the grieving process. 

We can try to hide from grief and feeling the 
pain. We can pretend to block it out, try to forget, 
try to substitute something to take up our time 
and energy, but we cannot escape the inevitabil-
ity of feeling the pain of grief in whatever way it 
may manifest itself. Embrace it, feel the pain, ride 
the waves of emotions, name the confusion, anger, 
disbelief, emptiness and all of the other accompa-
nying feelings. By acknowledging our grief, we 
can move from despair to embracing the precious 
gift of God’s days, with gratitude and hope. We 
are living. We must move forward, remembering 
those we’ve lost, but building new lives and mem-
ories. Moving forward with our lives honors those 
now gone.
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“Death is a debt we all must pay.” 
-Euripides
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A Brother’s Eulogy

Dear Junior,

I wanted to tell you a lot of what I felt when you 
were on your feet again and talking. Now this 

letter will have to do. You’ve been the best brother 
a little boy or man could ever have. Whether it 
was playing Cowboys and Indians in the fifties 
or working on trucks in the new century, it was 
good to do it with you. You were always ready 
to help on a house project and you made me feel 
good when you asked my advice on things. You 
made me feel smart and important.

We talked about old car trips to Iowa and up 
north, trips to retrace our youth and reminisce. 
How about that modern marvel, the cell phone? 

I’ll really miss those countless conversations we 
had when we were trucking late at night or ear-
ly in the morning. Whether it was directions to 
a stop or a little bitching to ease the strain, you 
were there.

Mostly, though, just to talk and dream of what 
could be. You can’t be replaced, Junior. There’s 
not much good in wishing for what could have 
been, but I do. I wish for the very best of every-
thing for you. More than anything, I wish for you 
to be happy.

I know I’ll still be looking for your truck com-
ing at me in the distance, and I’ll miss those fre-
quent sightings on lonely roads. It won’t be the 
same without you. If you see someone we know, 
say hi from us. I know you’ll be going to the right 
place. We all love you, Junior.

Love,
Nick
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“He who has not looked on Sorrow 
will never see Joy.” 

-Dante Alighieri
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Escape from Sorrow
 

I can’t hide from grief or escape from sorrow. 
They surround me, run after me 

And block my progress. 
 

Yet, within me, I find strength and courage. 
They are my detours around life’s roadblocks. 

They allow me to find God’s song, 
Moving forward with faith and confidence.



“Love is, above all else, the gift of oneself.” 
-Jean Anouilh



Jerry (Junior) Fanelli

In Loving Memory  



I never started out to write a book, but as I 
shared these words of grief with many of my 
friends, I began to understand the power contained 
in expressing the many feelings that accompany 
that powerful grief. With the encouragement of 
my friend Donna Monti, I began to believe that 
publishing this book was a possibility. Thank you, 
Donna, for your belief in my writing and your 
words of encouragement, and for planting in me 
that seed of desire to publish Crumbled Oak Leaf. 
I owe much gratitude also to my book designer, 
David Moratto, who understood my vision for 
this book from the outset and helped to truly 
honor my brother’s memory. Thank you, David! 
Working with a novice isn’t always easy, but his 
patience and willingness to help guide me to the 
creation of a beautiful book was achieved. Also, 
thank you to my editor, Jane Mackay, who assisted 
in fine-tuning my manuscript.

Immeasurable thanks to many of my closest 
friends (you know who you are), who have always 
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made me realize how much those of us left behind 
cherish these words. Through your appreciation I 
realized the power of words. I have a saying that 
all of my friends know. When I give someone a 
tribute poem, I say, “If I made them cry, then I’ve 
done my job.” 

My brother, Jerry, was blessed with good 
friends and I can’t forget them for trying to help 
him during those last terrible days before his 
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