
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Butterfly Wings, Bricks and Lead 

 

When I saw her load of grief, it looked to me to be 
merely a light load of butterfly wings, as compared 

to my full load of heavy bricks. Then I saw another 

man, and he seemed to be carrying a small load of 

lead. But as I watched her step on the scales bearing 
her load of butterfly wings, the scales read "one tonne."  

 

When he stepped on the scales with his load of lead, the scales also read 
"one tonne." I knew my grief-load of bricks would weigh more, but those 

scales read for me, "one tonne." Our loads of butterfly wings, lead and 

bricks weighed exactly the same to the one carrying that particular load 

of grief.  
 

We bereaved parents often feel resentment when a non-bereaved person 

speaks about our child's death. HOW can THAT PERSON know or even 

dream of how I feel or what I am going through? These feelings may be 
justified.  

 

But when we begin to feel resentment toward another bereaved parent 
"That child's death was easy compared to my child's death," "I have 

suffered more than she/he ever did" —we should remember that each of 
our grief-loads weights two thousand pounds to the one under it.  
 

Compared to Rose Kennedy, who had one child in a mental institution, 
and lost one daughter and three sons in violent deaths, my grief-load 

begins to look as if it were made of gossamer soap bubbles, but when I 
again step on that scale, it still reads, "one tonne."  

 

Our grief-loads may appear to weigh less because we who are under them 
have grown stronger through time and grief process maturation. The load 

actually weighs no less; it is we who have grown stronger and can carry it 

more easily. Sometimes we can even completely ignore the weight that is 

still there.  
 

Always be careful in judging another's grief-load. Remember the lead, 

butterfly wings and those bricks, and how they all weigh the same to the 
one under that load of grief.  
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