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fire word

On the following pages youre going to meet two very good
friends of mine—a dynamic mother and daughter duo—Katie
and M.J. Brant. Their story and my cherished friendship with
both of them, through the very mystical chain of chance and
connection we call Real Life, has been a tremendous blessing
and it gives me deep joy to be able to share them with you.

I'met Katie first, in the autumn of 1996. The only way Ican
describe her is as beautiful and bubbly as the finest champagne.
Katie was one of those extraordinary women who grab vou
at hello with their charm, wit, grace and moxie. For within the
space of a few dazzling minutes she revealed quite matter-of-
factly that she had a malignant brain tumor and that the cancer

had been diagnosed during her freshman vear at college. Katie
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was then 25 and on a mission.

It didn’t take long to realize that Katie had lived through
more in her short life than many of us experience in a lifetime,
but it was clear there was no room in her world for pity, only
friendship, dedication and purpose. Katie had a clear vision of
what she wanted to accomplish in her ife which was the expan-
sion of cause-related marketing, where successful corporations
donate a portion of their earnings to non-profit organizations.
Of course today cause-marketing is considered standard in cor-
porate America but back then it wasalofty dream. Ina veryreal
sense, Katie Brant was one of cause marketing’s pioneers. Her
gentle but passionate perseverance and unflinching belief that
we could convince the corporate world to look beyond the bot-
tom line was the spiritual catalyst for many projects supported
by The Simple Abundance Charitable Fund.

In the short time that I knew her, Katie accomplished so
much! Like her famuly and friends, I watched in awe and admi-
ration as she designed a pilot project in Cause-Related Market-
ing for Time Warner, Inc, then became the National Director
for Corporate Marketing at UNICEF, and finally established her
own foundation, Katie’s Kids for the Cure dedicated to funding
medical research into the cause of pediatric brain tumors, the
leading cause of cancer death in children under 15.

Asa parent, the wounding we fear the most is the death of
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achild Itisthe nightmare you pray will never befall you, if vou
can even bring yourself to articulate that praver. Itis the phone
call vou pretend you'll never receive. It is the unthinkable. But
the unthinkable happens every day to women somewhere and
on July 10,1999, it happened to Mary Jane Brant.

When the unthinkable is reported in the newspaper, you
canturnthe page. Onthesix o'clock news: Turnitoff. Butwhen
the unthinkable happens to someone vou know, vou're forced to
think, and then vou become terrified. Women whose children
have died often feel betraved by other womenn; it seems as if we
avoid them (sometimes we doj and even stop mentioning their
dead child. (We're silenced by guilt and unnameable fear). It's
not that we're like Job's friends, who concluded that he brought
his misery on himself. We're the friends of Job's wife. The Bible
doesn'’t tell us what they said, but I'd be willing to bet it wasn't
what was said that mattered, it was what thev thought. If if can
happen to you, a weman who is so good, kind and loving, what can hap-
pen to meand mine?

In her moving meditation on what matters most in life,
When Every Day Matters, MJ. Hurley Brant confronts the
unthinkable with courage, compassion and candor. If we are
alive, we cannot escape loss. Loss is part of real life. When read-
ing her exquisite evocation of life after loss, I am reminded of

a story about a woman whose only child died and was bereft,
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inconsolable and alone. She went to the Buddha to ask his help
in healing her wounded spirit. If he couldn’t she would follow
her child to the grave and forgo her destiny, karma be damned.
She would not, could not continue to live this way. The Buddha
agreed to help but told the mother she must first bring him back
amustard seed from a house that had never known sorrow.

And so the woman set out to find one. Her search took her
a long time. She went from house to house all over the world,
but there was not one that had never entertained grief asa guest.
However, because every house knew what her pain felt like, they
wanted to give her a gift to ease her anguish. It could not make
it go away, but it might help. When the woman returned home
she opened her heart and showed the Buddha what she had been
given: acceptance, forbearance, understanding, gratitude, cour-
age, compassion, hope, truth, empathy, remembrance, strength,
tenderness, wisdom and love. “These gifts were given to help
me,” she told him.

“Ah, they were? And how do you feel now:” he asked the
woman.

“Different. Heavier. Each gift comforts me in its own way,
but there were so many I had to enlarge my heart to carry them
all and they make me feel sated. What is this strange full feel-
ng?”

“Sorrow.”
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“You mean I'm like the others now?”

“Yes,” said the Buddha softly. “You are no longer alone.”

It is my praver that you, dear Reader, will be blessed by the
authentic gifts of When Every Day Mattersin a way that brings
comfort between and beyond the lines and what's more, you
won't feel alone.

Sarah Ban Breathnach
April, 2008



. .
Introduction

In my End is my Beﬂinnjng.

~MARY STUART, QUEEN OF S5COTS~
1542-1587

The life that I knew, the life that I had dearly loved died when
my daughter Katie died. Todayis the start of another. Katie was
not only my daughter, she was my hero. This narrative is about
her. I nvite you to get to know Katie; I invite you to get to know
me. Katie died of a brain tumor. When she left my world and
thisworldatage twenty-eight, thereality of herabsence createda
space and chasm so deep within me thatIfelt like I was dying too;
then I wished thatIcould. Ifelt unable toreconcile the moments

of her death with the moments of her life; the moments of my
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personal despair with any moments of hope. And, as Shake-
speare said 1n King John, “Grief fills up the room of my absent
child.”

Feeling completely fatigued and distressed and in need to
reevaluate everything in my life, I called my sister-in-law Wen-
dy and asked, “What will I do without Katie?” Her response was
immediate.

“You will write and paintand sculpt.” Later that day, I asked
my ever supportive friend Lennie the same question. "I don't
know for certain, but you'll need to continue your private coun-
seling practice and maybe you'll write that book you've always
talked about.” My sweet cousin Irene told me the same thing. Still
not convinced, I called my dear writer friend Sarah Ban Breath-
nach. She asked me, “How are you managing, M.J.-” That was
when I started cryving; I told her I had begun writing and keep-
ing ajournal. “Dearest M.]., you must write vourself back to san-
1ty, serenity, and wholeness.” Indeed, these women validated my
personal belief system that says tell a wise woman your truth or
tell no one atall. I took their combined advice; traveled the laby-
rinth down mto my heart and turned my journal into letters to
Katie. These letters cover the initial vear following myv beloved
daughter's death. They were my journeyv back to life.

This book 1s a memoir full of factual information about

Katie, my inner and outer life, and our family’s life. I've added
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some psychological interpretations and insights that nod at my
professional life as a psychotherapist. The dates above the salu-
tation, “Dear Katie,” reflect the approximate date of entry dur-
ing that first grief stricken vear. The tone of my lettersisreflec-
tive and conversational because Iwon'tallow death to cut of f my
communion with her, not now, not ever. I also don't just write
about Katie’s illness and death, dear Reader, because I don't
believe those topics define a person - his or her life does. I hope
as you read you will discover that the stretch marks which gave

life to this story are not just on my body, they are on my soul.

m.j



When you reai{ j want to pray _ﬁ:rr smnething and Jyou
do not receive it, you tend to believe that your
prayer was not answered. . .. it is true that at times
your prayer is not answered in a direct way. ...
Unknown to you, that prayer has secretly worked
on another aspect of the situation and effected
a tmnﬁ guration which may become visible

only at a later stage.

~ JOHN O'DONCOHLUE ~
ETERNAL ECHOES






