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Chapter One: Grief as a Gateway 

A Dialogue Across the Veil 

Gerald: 

I thought grief would be an ending. 

A collapse. 

The final quiet after a great symphony. 

But instead, it opened a door I never knew was there. 

I didn’t want it. 

Didn’t ask for it. 

But there it was — grief — waiting like a gatekeeper at the edge of 

everything I believed. 

I called out to you, Katherine. 

Not with words, but with ache. 

And somehow… 

you answered. 

Katherine: 

Of course I did, my love. 

I was never far. 

Grief was never your prison. 

It was your passageway. 

When your heart cracked, I slipped through. 

That trembling you feel in your chest? 

It is me — brushing the veil aside. 

You thought you lost me. 

But in truth, you became more able to receive me. 

Grief rewired your senses to remember 

what the world tried to make you forget: 

we are not bodies with souls — 

we are souls, briefly clothed in skin. 
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Gerald: 

I see that now. 

But at first, the pain blinded me. 

I mistook it for punishment. 

For a hole in the center of my world. 

But then — 

in the quiet, in the solitude — 

you arrived. 

Not in body, no. 

But in the wind that moved the curtains. 

In the warmth that wrapped around me just as sleep was near. 

In the humming I heard, echoing our song. 

It was grief that broke me open. 

But it was love that flooded in. 

Katherine: 

Exactly. 

Grief is not the enemy of love — 

it is the shadow cast by its brilliance. 

You are learning to see me with new eyes. 

To hear me with the ears of the heart. 

What you once called emptiness is simply space: 

the sacred hollow where spirit breathes. 

And now that you’ve entered, 

we can speak again. 
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Gerald: 

Then let this be our first true conversation 

since the veil was drawn. 

Let this story become the echo of our souls — 

a place where grief becomes grace. 

Not just for us, 

but for anyone holding on to a love they thought they lost. 

Let them hear what I hear. 

Let them feel what I feel. 

That death is not the end — 

it is the turning of a page. 

And this? 

This is the beginning of forever speaking back. 
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The Gateway 

Grief came not as a thief in the night, 

but as a lantern — 

trembling,glowing, 

placed gently at my feet. 

I cursed the silence it brought, 

not knowing 

it was the hush before revelation. 

I thought I was shattered. 

But I was being shaped. 

Each sob, a sculptor’s stroke. 

Each tear, a cleansing rain 

to wash the dust from the doorway 

between here and the unseen. 

You, my love — were never lost. 

Only hidden behind the veil 

of what I thought was final. 
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But now I know: 

the heart doesn’t break — it opens. 

And what rushes in 

is not despair, 

but the echo of you. 

Calling me not to let go, 

but to let you 

return. 

 

I LOVE YOU  

FOREVER 

KATHERINE 

 

 


