
How does one go on after half of your heart has died?  Do you try to assure your family, your friends, and even yourself that you are still the same person you were before you experienced this loss?  Do you depend on the strength of others to keep you sane and in touch with reality to avoid falling apart, or do you confess to one and all that you are not strong enough to bear the burden associated with the loss of your child and you are just about ready to give up?  You must, of course stay strong and continue to function in a reasonable manner inasmuch as there are people depending on you and surely you must be there for them.  Life goes on; or does it?  On the morning of Saturday July 1, 2000, I received a telephone call that will live with me to eternity, for it has changed my life drastically and forever.


On the morning of  Saturday July 1, 2000, I was awakened at approximately 4:45 a.m. by a gentleman who did not identify himself, but simply asked me if I was Gloria Clark.  When I validated to him that I was indeed Gloria Clark, he then asked, “Do you have a son by the name of Darian Clark?”  At the mention of  son’s name, I immediately jumped to my feet and in a quivering voice quietly answered, “Yes, I do!”  The un-welcomed voice on the other end of the phone proceeded to tell me that Darian had been involved in an accident.  My first thought was that he had been involved in an automobile accident, which had possibly left him with a broken bone or a few minor injuries but nothing more serious than that I was sure.  I tearfully asked the caller, “What has happened to him?”  The following words will be etched in my mind forever.  He said, “He’s been shot and it’s very bad.  Please get here as soon as you can.”  “What hospital?”, I managed to ask in a trembling voice, as I vaguely remember.  Almost before the caller on the other end of the phone could finish informing me that he was in the emergency room of the Erie County Medical Center, I slammed the phone down and screamed to the top of my voice that Darian had been shot.  


The difficult task of preparing for my son’s funeral was now ahead of me and I did not know how I would get through  it.  Parents are not supposed to bury their children; our children are supposed to make our burial arrangements.  We have experienced the joys and the sorrows of life and all life has to offer whereas our children still have so much living and learning to do.  It just does not seem fair that children should pre-decease their parents.  But then again, sometimes life is not fair.

       I no longer need the help of a grief counselor for I just continue to take one day at a time and try not to falter in my faith as I did after the killing.  I think back now on how I tried to "ignore" God because I thought he had deserted me when I needed him the most, when in reality he was with me every step of the way.  When I thought I could not take another step, he was there holding me up to keep me from falling down.  He was with me when I thought I was not able to face another day.  He was with me during the many nights I cried myself to sleep.  He was with me through every obstacle I faced and I was too distressed to recognize that it was Him all the time.  He was even with me when I stopped going to church because I said "What's the use?" He was there with me to direct me back to where he knew I needed to be.  I could not have made it through without Him and I thank Him every day for not leaving me alone to bear this heavy burden.  The one pair of footprints in the sand was not mine, walking alone, but his, carrying me.  When he promised me he would never leave me alone he meant it.
