
You’re crawling out of the pit where you’ve been living with your grief and
you look around to see you’ve only been living an outline of a life. You know you
can’t go back to your life before, but you have no vision for what comes next.
And that’s when you realize it’s time to start dreaming again.

THIS IS SUCKER PUNCHED

Friends come to me pretty frequently saying they’d like to like tea, but they
don’t know where to start. I always recommend that people try a few different
things - a strong black tea, some herbal teas, and green, white, oolong, and
rooibos teas. But it’s overwhelming to stand in the tea aisle and figure out which
boxes are worth trying and which just make hot brown water. Atlas Tea Club has
the perfect solution: a monthly tea subscription featuring all different kinds of tea
from all over the world! Each delivery comes with two award-winning, ethically
sourced teas and instructions on exactly how to make them. You’ll also receive a
connection to the history, culture, and community that makes your delicious
daily cup possible. For more information and to subscribe, check out
BeckyLMcCoy.com/Atlas

I woke up January 1, 2016 - almost exactly one year after my husband died -
thinking about the word ‘hope.’ What did it mean to hope when everything
about life had already gone topsy turvy? I had already seen how hopes could get
smashed, ground to a pulp, and dumped off a cliff - was there any sense in trying
to hope again?

My mom, sister, and I had gone away for a quiet New Year’s celebration, an
attempt to make some new memories, but also to give me the opportunity to
look forward to something since I was dreading the first anniversary of my
husband’s death in a few days. They were still sleeping so I snuck out of the
hotel room to do some journaling in the hotel lobby. As I opened the door, a
small pewter coin fell onto the floor. I looked around but no other rooms had
coins on their handles and it was early enough that everyone else was still cozy
in their beds.



I turned the coin over and over in my hands and laughed. One side was
engraved with an angel and the other had one word etched into it: hope.

Here we are seven years later and I am still amazed.

That day I began to learn what I know now: hope after loss requires new
dreams. Even just imagining what could be is like turning the handle on the door
towards hope. Curiosity opens it just a crack.

At the beginning of 2016, I let myself be curious for the first time. I wished I
could travel more. I wanted to write. Just as I started becoming aware of what
was possible, I thought of all the reasons why my dreams were impractical.

I had a one-year-old and a three-year old. Who was I to think I could travel
when they required so much of me? Planning a trip and childcare required
mental energy I didn’t have. And who did I think I was to call myself a writer? I
had never had aspirations of writing a book and had no formal training outside
of my college job as a writing tutor. Sure, I kept up with my blog and processed
my grief through writing, but being “a writer” was a path, a profession, a career.
I was a hobbiest at best.

It took including my mom and a few other people in my support circle to
figure out a lot of the logistics. That might have been the hardest part of
dreaming again - admitting that I could not figure out all of the possibilities on
my own.

I could not overcome all of the obstacles on my own, but that didn’t mean the
obstacles were too great to overcome.

Starting to dream again after my husband died didn’t prove my fears wrong
— I knew I would face disappointment again — but it did teach me to view
dreams as what might be, not what is practical or even plausible.

And that’s what’s so scary. Life has been turned upside down in the worst
ways possible, so it feels impossible to believe there could be wonderful
surprises, too.



Here are two books about grief I think you might appreciate:
- Finding Meaning: The Sixth Stage of Grief by David Kessler
- The AfterGrief by Hope Edelman

There are so many more books I’d like to recommend, so I’ve listed and linked
them all at BeckyLMcCoy.com/GriefLibrary

Nothing is as comforting as a cup of tea and Atlas Tea Club has everything
you need to make it happen. Subscribe to their Tea of the Month club now and
receive two teach each month or send them as a gift to a loved one. Travel the
world through tea when you sign up at BeckyLMcCoy.com/Atlas

You’ll find all the links mentioned in this episode along with a full transcript
of this episode at BeckyLMcCoy.com/podcast/82

If you enjoyed this episode, be sure to follow Sucker Punched in whichever
podcast app you use.

If you’re already a regular listener, please rate and review Sucker Punched in
your podcast app.

Share this episode with a friend and let me know what you think! You can
find me on my website at BeckyLMcCoy.com or on Twitter and Instagram
@BeckyLMcCoy. Get my 4 Mantras For When I’m Overwhelmed at
BeckyLMcCoy.com/4Mantras and as a bonus you’ll get sneak peeks into future
projects as well as early access to future events and retreats!

If you found this episode encouraging or helpful, share it with a friend and
remember: it’s okay if dreaming again is scary - that doesn’t mean it’s not worth
it. You’re doing great.

https://amzn.to/3ZYAApS
https://amzn.to/3iVyeHE
http://beckylmccoy.com/GriefLibrary
http://beckylmccoy.com/podcast/82
http://beckylmccoy.com
http://beckylmccoy.com/4Mantras

