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Kelsey Chittick was in a great place. Her husband, the love of her life since college at the
University of North Carolina, had finished a grueling six years in the NFL and had successfully
transitioned into a new, fulfilling career in finance. They lived in a charming town in California with
their children Jack and Addison, and everyone was flourishing.Then one day, tragedy struck. On
11/11/17, her husband Nate—a huge, happy, intense, and passionate man—dropped dead at
42 in front of their kids. Kelsey’s biggest fear had come true, and she had to decide how to move
forward.In Second Half, Kelsey Chittick pays a heartfelt and hilarious tribute to Nate Hobgood
Chittick’s tremendous spirit, muses about marital life and co-parenting, and shares her own dark
and inspiring journey through heartbreak and loss. Second Half is Kelsey’s story of turning his
death into an affirmation of life as well as the power of love and the pursuit of peace and
gratitude.



PRAISE FOR SECOND HALF“Nate is one of my all-time favorite human beings…ever. Second
Half captures his passion and purpose, which was always mixed with laughter and fun. I loved
him and looked up to him…and I still do.”TONY GONZALEZ, HALL OF FAME TIGHT
ENDCopyright © 2021 by Kelsey ChittickAll rights reserved.No part of this book may be
reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage
and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief
quotations in a book review.DISCLAIMERThis work is non-fiction and, as such, reflects the
author’s memory of the experiences. Many of the names and identifying characteristics of the
individuals featured in this book have been changed to protect their privacy, and certain
individuals are composites. Dialogue and events have been recreated; in some cases,
conversations were edited to convey their substance rather than written exactly as they
occurred. To Jack and Addison. May you always remember that you were born from a beautiful
love story. Your dad accomplished a lot in 42 years, but nothing was as important or meant more
to him than being your father. You’re the reason I will always live in gratitude and
joy.CONTENTSIntroductionI. The Beginning1. The Story of Us2. Football & Friends3. Fly Me to
the Moon4. Truth & Vasectomies5. Saying Goodbye6. Angels & Airports7. Morgues & Miracles8.
Memories & Memorials9. Coroners & Coffee10. Helmets & HeartachesII. The Healing11. Dark
Nights12. The Therapy13. Present Moments14. Reframe or Go Insane15. Talk to Me16. I’m
Enough17. The Journey18. Concussions & Crying19. Gratitude & Joy20. Fly Free21. Moving
Forward with HopeEpilogueNotesAcknowledgmentsAbout the AuthorINTRODUCTION“There
are only two ways to live your life: as though nothing is a miracle, or as though everything is a
miracle.”– Albert EinsteinI had 12 grief books on my nightstand, seven lasagnas in my
refrigerator, two sobbing kids and one dead husband.It was a cold, dark afternoon in November.
I was in bed wearing mismatched Target pajamas and staring at my ceiling fan. As the fan went
around and around, I tried to keep my eye on one paddle as some sort of weird mental game,
but I kept getting distracted by all the dust on each blade. “Someone should clean that,” I
thought. But I couldn’t move. I had no energy and no hope. The only thing I could do was lay
there, staring at the fan and thinking to myself, “Holy shit, we are so screwed.”A few days before,
on November 11, 2017, my amazing husband—a seemingly healthy and strong retired NFL
player and Super Bowl champion—had died of a massive heart attack at the age of 42 in front of
my kids.Suddenly, my whole world felt surreal. In one moment, my kids lost their dad, and I lost
the man I had loved for 21 years. I was 40 years old, and now I was a widow with two kids. My life
was unrecognizable. We went from a life we loved to a new life that was unwanted, unimaginable
and more painful than we thought we could handle.This story is about traveling from that journey
into a new reality. It’s about holding on, letting go and ultimately enjoying the ride. This is the
story of endings and beginnings and how change can be both heartbreaking and healing at the
same time. A lot of it is painful, and some of it is funny, but most of it is simply magical.This
journey felt the way I imagine surviving a natural disaster would feel. One minute, life is calm and
familiar; the next, everything looks and feels totally different. I lost all sense of comfort and



security. In the time it takes for one heart to stop beating, I was thrown into the unknown, where
pain and joy, sorrow and gratitude, mix together. And in that moment, I was forced to face myself
and who I wanted to be in this new life. I had to decide if I was ready to do the hard and beautiful
work each of us is eventually called to do.I dove into books, articles and podcasts about death
because I was desperate to connect with other people who had lost someone they loved. I
needed to know that this was something people could survive. I journaled about what I learned
and clung to the words and stories people shared. Their insights and experiences became the
guides I followed along the way.I also sobbed uncontrollably, rubbed my legs until they bled, took
Xanax and lay for hours on my bathroom floor. I was looking for relief in every area of my life.
Each night, I lay in bed and watched my thoughts loop over and over in a continual cycle of “How
could this happen?” and “Why did he die?” and “How will we go on?” I struggled to understand
how he was no longer living in my home or alive in this world.For a while it felt like nothing was
helping.But after about three months, once the gut-wrenching holidays were behind us, I felt
something start to change. I was in the kitchen crying, as usual, when my daughter Addison
walked in. It was a few days before her 10th birthday.“Mom, are you okay?” she asked.I looked
down at myself and realized the answer was “No.” I looked like someone with a meth habit: dirty
robe, hair in a greasy bun, swollen eyes.Addison asked again, “Mom, are you okay? Have you
been crying again?”I nodded, and she grabbed my hand. “Mom, please,” she begged. “I don’t
want you to be sad anymore. I just don’t want everything to be so sad anymore.”At that moment I
realized that our house used to be the most joyful place. Before Nate died, there were parties
and dancing. Our home had been filled with laughter and friends for 15 years, and now it
seemed painfully quiet.We were all desperate to have happiness back in our lives, but I didn’t
know how to do that and feel all the pain. How can I be joyful and broken at the same time? I
decided I would have to fake it a little and see if that could move us in a different direction.“Alexa,
play ‘Three Little Birds’ by Bob Marley,” I commanded our favorite Ebook Tops assistant.My
daughter looked stunned. It had been a while since we had listened to music.“Alexa, volume
eight!” I yelled.As the music began to fill our kitchen, a small smile came over Addison’s face. We
looked at each other, laughed, and began to dance around the kitchen island, just like the old
days.Don't worry about a thing'Cause every little thing gonna be alrightSinging' don't worry
about a thing'Cause every little thing gonna be alrightMy son Jack walked in, sleepily rubbing his
eyes. When he saw us twirling around the kitchen, he looked shocked—like he couldn’t
understand what was happening. But then his face relaxed, and he smiled.“You know you two
are crazy, right?” he said, then turned to go back to his room. When I think back to what I saw on
his face that day, it was relief.For the first time in months, I had some space from the pain. And
most importantly, I had laughed with my kids. In the beginning, grief is all-encompassing and,
most of the time, completely out of your control. But there are always small breaks in the pain,
little slivers of hope that show up each day. From that point on, we started to recognize those
moments, and instead of ignoring them, we began to walk towards them.After that day, I started
wearing the robe less often, even though many days it still hung on me like an old friend. Every



week I tried to wash and dry my hair at least once. On some days, that simple task felt like an
Olympic event. Even though I only took Ambien once a week, I knew it was time to stop. There
were times that I missed the blackout sleep, but once I was off of Ambien, I started to dream
more. And some of those dreams began to blissfully include Nate.I worked hard not to feel sorry
for myself. I would say into the mirror, “Okay, I give up. I’m here and ready to experience this
whole thing and see where it takes me. I won’t decide if it is good or bad—I’ll just accept it and
ride the waves of emotion as they come.”I didn’t do this because I was brave or special; it was
because I was desperate. I knew the only other option was to give up, fall apart and decide that
the whole thing wasn’t worth the pain. So almost three months after Nate’s death and a few days
before my daughter’s 10th birthday, I made a conscious choice about how I would experience,
share and live through my loss. I did it for my kids and for me and because I wanted to make
Nate proud.If you knew Nate, you would understand that his dramatic exit was exactly how he
would have wanted to die: jumping and laughing with his two kids, the people he loved the most
in the world—until suddenly, just like that, he was gone. I’m sure no one was more surprised than
Nate. I can imagine him suddenly floating out of his body toward the light, saying, “Wait, what—
Now? Oh, wow. Okay—Hold on.” I imagine he was torn between staying here and transitioning to
the Divine. I will never know what he felt in those last moments, but I trust that at some point, he
was overcome with a feeling of peace and a great sense of amazement. I want to believe that he
whispered, “Oh, God, this is beautiful. I’m going home.” And just like that, he was off into another
realm.Nate embodied the saying, “Go big or go home!” He simply loved everything about life.
Each meal was his favorite, every conversation was important and his gratitude was contagious.
He was huge, both physically and in the way he lived. So, in his honor, I went big on experiencing
his death. I was determined to make sure that although they had lost their dad, my kids wouldn’t
lose me. I began to train my heart, my mind and my soul to view our experience in a totally
different light. And that made all the difference.Because of the way I shifted my mindset, this is
not a book about grief and loss; this is a story about life and living fearlessly. It’s a story about
choosing joy, not only when times are good, but (especially) when times are gut-wrenchingly
hard. It’s about connection and community and how, when you share the pain, the load gets
lighter. It’s about finding humor and joy in between the darkest moments. It’s about leaning into
the pain and then letting it all go. It’s about looking at death in a totally different way and
ultimately realizing that you never lost anything—it just got transformed.Losing Nate has been
the hardest and most painful experience of my life. Yet at the same time, this has been the most
beautiful and magical time of my life. I would do anything to have him back for one more day or
even one more minute, but I know that isn’t how this story is supposed to go. I wouldn’t wish my
experience on anyone—and I wouldn’t trade it for anything.PART 1THE BEGINNINGONETHE
STORY OF US“My mission in life is not merely to survive but to thrive; and to do so with some
passion, some compassion, some humor, and some style.”– Maya AngelouNate and I had a
great marriage. We laughed, we fought, and we hugged all the time. We both truly enjoyed each
other’s company, and we also both loved being apart. We loved getting in bed together at night,



and we treasured sleeping in separate beds when we were on vacation. Overall, we were very
happy.But of course, like every marriage, there was room for improvement. There were many
days when I would text my best friend and say, “I swear I’m going to kill that man!” or “You will
never believe what he did!” But like all of us who love someone, I didn’t want him to die. I just
wanted him to take out the trash, remember to get milk and drink five fewer beers on a
Sunday.When I was overcome with love for him, or in moments when I felt overwhelmed or
scared, I would say to him, “Please don’t forget that you’re my best friend. You are my favorite
person, and I can’t do this without you.” He would look me in the eyes and promise that he never
would leave.When I get to Heaven and find him (most likely in a sports bar watching the
Yankees, surrounded by women of all races and nations), I will have words for him.One of the
hardest parts about losing Nate was that nobody knew me the way he did. He knew my hands
were rough and that I had a hidden bald spot on my head. He knew my heels didn’t touch the
ground when I peed (“Hey, why are you on your tippy toes? Put your feet down, weirdo!” he
would joke when he walked in unannounced). We grew up together. We had exceptional kids
together. He thought I was funny and annoying, bossy and beautiful. We argued often, laughed
every day and loved each other with great passion. At the end of our arguments, he would give
me a hug and say, “There is no one else I would want to hate.”And we weren’t just soulmates; we
also had a mind-blowing sex life. Okay, that was a lie, but he would have loved for me to write that
—I can feel him high-fiving me from Heaven as I type. Truth is, we were married. And our sex was
—very married. Meaning we did it in the same position for about 10 minutes, give or take. But we
did it a few times a month, so I consider ours to be a great love story.It was the spring of 1997. I
was sitting at a bar in Chapel Hill, North Carolina, called Four Corners. It was a popular sports
bar at the far end of Franklin Street where a lot of the athletes hung out. During my senior year in
high school, I had been recruited by several colleges for swimming. Chapel Hill had been my first
choice, and I felt lucky to be a part of the University of North Carolina women’s swim team. My
teammates and I decided to head over to our favorite bar with the hopes of meeting some hot
lacrosse or soccer players.But on this particular night, we had just heard that most of the
lacrosse team was going to some house party. We kept looking around to see if any cute guys
were going to show up or if we needed to change locations. My girlfriends and I were sitting
shoulder to shoulder at the bar trying to figure out if ordering another round of Long Island Ice
Teas would make us “too drunk” or “just drunk enough.” Around 9 p.m., the door opened, and in
walked a group of UNC football players. These guys were so enormous that it took my breath
away. I leaned over to one of my friends and asked, “Can you imagine dating these guys?! Way
too big!”As the large men filed in, some of them began to walk toward our group. There was
clearly no room for them at the bar, but they didn’t seem concerned. It seemed as if they were
used to getting their way; some of them just leaned over us to order their drinks. I recognized a
few of the guys because one of our teammates, Tracey, was dating a guy named Ryan on the
offensive line.Suddenly an enormous blond man slid in behind me and politely yelled to the
bartender in a Philly accent, “Yo, good friend! Could I get a beer? I’m dying of thirst over here.”I



had to scoot close to my friend because this guy took up a lot of space and seemed unaware of
his physical size. He grabbed his beer, put a $20 bill on the bar and took a huge sip. Then he
turned to us.“Well, hello ladies. Don’t you all look stunning tonight?”We all laughed.“And what
are the names of these beautiful women?” he continued.We introduced ourselves, and then one
of my friends asked, “And you are….?He responded, “Nate Hobgood-Chittick.”I laughed out
loud. By the way he said it, I couldn’t tell it was hyphenated. "Hobgoodchittick" all ran together
like a nonsense word. I thought he was joking. That name didn’t match this big, husky blond
Scandinavian man in any way.“Are you for real?” I asked him. “Please tell me how someone that
looks like you has a name like that.”He took another sip of his drink and scooted in a little closer.
“Well, it’s a long story, but you can basically blame it on my mom. She’s smart, but she’s also
very intense and a huge feminist.”I liked the sound of her.“So, what does that have to do with
such a long last name?” I asked. He explained that she wanted him to have both her last name
and his father’s last name, but she’d waited to ask Nate if that was okay with him.I was confused.
“Wait, you chose this name?” I asked. “You like it?”“No, I hate it!" he confessed. "It’s ridiculous.
Barely fits on my jersey. But yes, I agreed to it. Probably because she asked me when I was
seven!”I laughed and thought, “What an interesting guy. But what a rough last name.”Nate went
back to his friends while my group closed out our tab. As I stood up from my barstool, Nate
walked over and slid a napkin in front of me. He gestured for me to open it, and I saw that he had
written a note. It said, “If you want the best, say goodbye to the rest. Go home with me, and I’ll
make you happy.”I thought it was a joke and turned around to say something funny, but he was
already walking away.“Nate Hobgood-Chittick!” I called out. He slowly turned around. I held up
the napkin and shook my head laughing. With a sweet smile on his face, he winked at me and
walked away.Even though it would be months before I would see him again, I never forgot that
first meeting. Something about him stayed with me, in my soul; I knew it wasn’t the last time our
paths would cross.That summer I spent breaking up and getting back together with Derek, my
boyfriend of two years. I had met him at the beginning of my freshman year. He was on the men’s
swim team at UNC and struggled with a weed and drinking problem. I knew he wasn’t right for
me for numerous reasons. Not only was he emotionally unavailable, but there were a number of
other red flags as well. For example, he crashed his parked motorcycle into his neighbor's car
while drunk. And his whole apartment had wicker furniture. Anyone who thinks it's comfortable to
watch TV on a wicker couch is not right in the head.One Sunday, right before the start of my
junior year, he called and said, “We need to talk.”From the minute he walked in, I could smell the
aftermath of 18 holes of golf and a boozy brunch.Even though he was far from perfect, he had
helped me through some rough times during my freshman year. I knew we weren’t meant for
each other, but I still cared for him.“I’m sorry Kelsey, but I met someone else,” he said. “We fit
better; she’s more fun and laid back than you.”I thought, “Well, pretty much everyone I’ve ever
met is more laid back and fun than me, so that’s not surprising.”Still, I wanted a few more details.
“Where did you meet her?” I asked.He told me that she was a hostess at the Chili's in Durham,
where he would always get breakfast after playing golf.After he left, I slunk to the floor of my



bedroom and ticked off the events of the last two years. My parents were getting divorced, and
my brother was going through some challenging times. My performance in the pool was
declining, and my scholarship was on the line. I was racing terribly—my times were getting
slower due to low effort in practice—and I had gained 15 pounds as a result of my newfound
love of croissants with cream cheese. Once Derek cheated on me with the “fun” hostess at the
Durham Chili's, I knew something needed to change.“Sweet baby Jesus, Lord have mercy,” I
said out loud to myself. “This is a low point in my life.”I knew that this was the wake-up call I
needed. I was tired of feeling overwhelmed and sad. All these events combined showed me that
I was making bad choices and not doing well when it came to dealing with hard times. I needed
to get my life back on track. So I grabbed my journal from under my bed and started to write
down exactly what I wanted out of my life. I was 20 years old, and I wanted to get clear on who I
was and where I wanted to be. But I needed some help.Hey God—so, I need a little help. Been
doing life my way for a while, and it isn’t going very well. Time to put you back in charge. Good
news is I know who I want to be and what I want out of life, but I have no clue how to get there.
I’m trusting you have a plan. My best thinking got me to this point, so I am going to let you take it
from here. I’m done trying to figure it out.Sorry it took me so long to reach out. Thank you. Love
you God.After that, I visualized everything I wanted in life: joy, laughter, success, passion, great
friendships and an enlightened man that was confident, kind and spiritual. Someone who
wanted to live an exceptional life and would encourage me to do the same.Looking back, I don’t
remember asking for a huge defensive lineman from Allentown, Pennsylvania, with a chewing
tobacco problem and premature balding, but that was exactly who showed up—again.It was the
fall of 1997, and football was in the air. The swimming and football seasons were in full swing,
and both teams were having exceptional years. One of my roommates, Liz, was dating Chris
Keldorf, a talented and attractive quarterback from Carolina who was leading the Tar Heels to a
record-setting year. One Sunday night, Liz suggested that Chris bring some of his friends over to
our house, Old Pit, where we lived with three other girls from the swim team.Their recent
success made them seem like celebrities, and we were excited they were coming to party with
us. We dressed in our best Abercrombie outfits and waited.When the doorbell rang, tall, skinny
Chris walked in first; behind him came the rest of the offensive line, large beefy men who took up
most of our entryway. Then, trailing behind everyone else, there was a guy I recognized from a
bar I had been in months ago, wearing jeans and a FUBU sweatshirt.I thought to myself, “Whoa,
it’s Huge-Blond-Dude-With-The-Weird-Last-Name.”As Nate sauntered in, he looked around with
a serious face, politely introducing himself to everyone. He then headed to the kitchen and
immediately began to make himself at home. He opened doors, cabinets and the refrigerators.
He didn’t stop in the kitchen, either, but slowly walked around the entire house, peering into
every room. It was as if the house was telling him something.As the night went on, the party got
into full swing. Everyone was laughing, watching The X-Files and enjoying a plethora of drinks.
At some point, I went to my room to get something, and Nate walked in behind me.I looked up.
“Hello? Are you looking for the bathroom?” I asked.He shook his head and answered, “Nope,



just checking the place out.”Normally it would have been weird or even alarming to have a large
man I didn’t know in my bedroom, but for some reason it wasn’t. I could tell he was a good guy,
overly curious and a bit socially awkward, but harmless. He looked around and stopped when
his eyes landed on the Serenity Prayer that was hanging on my wall.He read it quietly to himself:
“God grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change, the courage to change the
things I can and the wisdom to know the difference.” When he was done, he looked at me with
the sweetest face and said, “I live my life by that shit.”I was blown away. Not because of what he
had said, but because in some deep way, I knew that this was the man I had been waiting for my
whole life.That first Sunday night, after The X-Files ended, we cranked up the countertop CD
player and blasted Michael Jackson. Everyone was on their way to a big night and an even
bigger hangover. At some point, Nate, who was dripping with sweat, picked up an empty Coors
Light box and put it on his head. He had been solely responsible for finishing the beer and spent
the rest of the evening using the box as a hat.Around 11:30 p.m., a guy I had been dating from
the Naval Academy called our home phone. As I talked to him, Nate looked over at me from the
middle of the kitchen, where he was perfecting his signature hip thrusts. He calmly walked over,
asked who it was and then took the phone from my hand. He politely said to the guy, “Hey,
buddy. No need to call anymore—she’s with me now.” And then he flexed his bicep, winked at
me and headed back to dance.I turned to my roommate and exclaimed, “What a weirdo! Who
does this guy think he is?!”But there was a twinkle in his eye that made me trust him—despite
his size, his house roaming and even his overly confident and forward courting habits. When I
checked in with myself, I knew I would see him again.Nate called me every day after that,
leaving long slow messages on our shared home answering machine. One day, after the sixth
message was left, my roommates had heard enough. They encouraged and then begged me to
call him back; they were tired of listening to his messages. That night when I called him, we
ended up talking for hours. I was surprised by how natural our conversation felt. And I now truly
understood his “never quit” attitude.Eventually, I agreed to go out with him but not before I grilled
him about his courting tactics. “You do know you have really bad manners and come on super
aggressive?” I asked him over the phone. “You realize that you can't just walk into my room
without permission, right? And the way you talked to my boyfriend, even if he is a loser, was very
rude.”He listened quietly and then replied, “My apologies, I can see how that was all a bit much
and over the top. I’ll work on doing better. I’m so sorry. Now, do you want to go out with me on
Friday?”I can’t remember if I said yes that night or a few weeks later, but eventually we went out
during the day. He asked me to join him for lunch after class at Subway.After we ordered our six-
inch sandwiches, we slid our way down to the register. Nate insisted that he pay, but when the
man ran his card, it was declined.“That’s impossible!” Nate asserted.The clerk ran it again, but it
still didn’t work. I quickly handed over my card, paid the $11 bill and walked outside to meet
Nate, who by then was pacing and screaming up at the sky. “Why me? Why are they doing this
to me again!?”I had no idea what he was talking about or who “they” were, but I knew he was
terribly embarrassed. He calmed down as we started to walk back to campus.“Kels, I have no



idea why there wasn’t any money left on that card!” he said. “It’s crazy!”I asked him if maybe he
just made a big purchase or needed to increase his limit. He responded that he hadn’t bought
anything recently, and his limit was $2,500.I was shocked—that seemed so high for a college
kid. At the time, my limit was $500, and I had never felt so rich.“Nate, what the hell have you
bought that maxed out the $2,500?” I asked.“It's probably maxed out because of these goddamn
parking tickets,” he said. “They keep towing me for no reason!”I was confused. How many tickets
could a college kid get before changing his behavior?"Why don't you put more money in the
meter or set your watch for the days there’s street sweeping?” I asked.“That’s not the issue,” he
said. “No matter what happens, if I park in this one spot, they tow me.”“What spot?” I continued
to probe.“Well, it’s the Chancellor’s spot,” he replied. “But I only park there when it’s empty and
he’s not using it! I don’t see what the big deal is.”I knew then that this man was special in both
good and bad ways.On our first official evening date, we got fancy. He picked me up in his
seafoam green Taurus, which I could tell he had cleaned that day. He opened the door for me,
and when I sat down in the car, I saw what looked like a bullet hole in the windshield.“What
caused that?” I asked, pointing to the spot.He barely glanced at it and replied, “Not sure. But
don’t worry, it’s all good.”I so badly wanted it to be a rock. The thought of dating someone who
had been shot at—or even worse, had been shot at and didn’t remember—made me feel
uneasy. But I put it out of my mind and focused on the piña colada scented air freshener that was
hanging on his rearview mirror. That smell, combined with the extremely generous amount of
Drakkar Noir cologne he was wearing, was making me feel lightheaded.His outfit that night
could best be described as “comfortable”: XXL sweatpants and a fitted blue T-shirt from Old
Navy. It was tight in a way that made his arms look strong and his belly look—big. This would
essentially be his uniform for the rest of his life.He and I were a lot of things, but “best dressed”
was never an award that would be bestowed upon us. For this evening, I had carefully chosen
baggy Ann Taylor shorts and Birkenstocks. We probably both thought we looked fantastic. The
scary part was that those outfits were the best either of us had to offer.
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Kristen King, “A moving story about love and loss and living again. A beautiful love story for the
ages. I laughed. I cried. I had tears streaming down my face. I was overwhelmed at Kelsey
Chittick’s journey through the unexpected death of her spouse at 15 years into marriage with 2
children. And her insight. Her growth. And her raw honesty about her immense grief. Rarely
does someone at your own season of life let you in to their most intimate feelings during their
deepest sorrow. And she did it all while still making me laugh and learn.This book beautifully
helps us realize that our loved ones are still with us. Gone in body but present in our spirits,
minds and hearts. Grief is deep and a river. God is mystical and beyond our understanding. And
the cost of great love is great grief.Highly recommend!”

B SANTOS, “What no one ever tells you about losing a spouse. Second Half provides an eye-
opening understanding of something none of us ever want to think about. Death is real and all
too common, but until you experience a tragedy like this yourself you really cannot understand
just how painful it can be. Kelsey tells the brutally honest truth of how gut-wrenching death can
be for the survivors who are left to pick up the pieces. What it’s like to try to get through sleepless
nights with children screaming in pain missing their father. Trying to be strong while suffering
through your own personal hell. At just 42 years old and a loving father to two children, losing her
husband seemed like an unthinkable tragedy. She was left completely blindsided yet somehow
managed to push through the sorrow and emerge a stronger, wiser, more open and loving
person who will change the world with this book. This is a must read for all of us, regardless of
where we are at in our own lives. For anyone who has lost a spouse, this would be a book they
would cling to. It can feel like you are so alone and no one can understand what pain you are
feeling. Kelsey knows that losing a spouse can take you literally to the depths of despair and yet
somehow leave you stronger than you ever knew you were before. In her easy to read style, she
takes you through this roller coaster of emotions felt by her and her children. You will have tears
streaming down your face and you may be laughing the next minute. It’s a story that will
challenge everything you think you know about death, whether you’ve experienced it personally
or find yourself comforting someone who has. Pain is all around us and sharing this book can be
a life changer for those who are hurting. Highly recommend and will be sharing with others.”

Luke, “Just remarkable!. This is not a book about death… this is a book about life and the
remarkable ways the human spirit can respond to the lessons life throws at us. I was blown away
by the author’s own journey and the way she narrates it. Her writing style, which at times had me
laughing out loud by myself and other times crying like a baby, has such grace and authenticity!
Navigating tragedy and grief can be extremely messy and it was clear that she did not hold
anything back! She touches on topics that every parent could gain wisdom from.Second Half is
by far one of the best books I’ve read in quite sometime. I can’t recommend this book enough!



Life is filled with so many miracles and lessons and the perspective the author brings, in finding
meaning in it all, is outstanding!”

Ocean, “The book makes you laugh, cry and finish hopeful that our lives must be surrounded by
magical forces. What a great book. Read it on a plane, cover to cover. The story pulls you in
instantly, the author is funny, relatable, honest, raw, and makes you feel like you are having
coffee together while hearing her story of life, love, loss of a spouse and dealing with grief. She
takes you on her journey, teaches you how she coped with grieving, took care of her children,
and what she learned. Read this when you want to feel like a real human, the book will instantly
connect with you, twists and turns along the way had me laughing, and crying, to the point
where several people passing by on the plane stopped to ask me what I was reading! The
ending is worth the whole read... and makes you believe in the magic that must surround us in
our lives on this crazy earth... and perhaps even beyond! Enjoy.”

Sara Melzer, “Engaging and Inspiring Story. Kelsey Chittick’s book had me hooked from the very
first sentence: “I had 12 grief books on my nightstand, seven lasagnas in my refrigerator, two
sobbing kids and one dead husband.” This opening sentence sets the tone for an amazing story
and says a lot about the engaging style and sensibility of this author. Kelsey Chittick is funny,
endearing and insightful – in short, someone I’d like to hang out with for a number of hours
during my reading time. And it was time was well spent in this case.Kelsey Chittick is surprisingly
honest and real in discussing her experience of having lost her husband and how she dealt with
such an incredible trauma. She is an inspiration for anyone wanting to learn about coping with
life’s many forms of suffering. I appreciated her wise, uplifting and non-sappy approach to
life.She was married to someone who was an NFL Football Champion. Apparently, the cause of
his death was related to the many physical traumas of the sport. I found her chapters about the
football world particularly illuminating. Her story is important on several levels. First, it is a
remarkable personal story about loss and grief – and coping with it. Second, it’s also a larger
story about the kind of loss that the football world has given rise to. It makes us feel the
devastating impact of highly competitive sports on the families of their players. This blend of
these two is deeply touching and I recommend it as a wonderful and inspiring read about a
wonderful and inspiring human being.”

Diane, “Raw, honest. Well written and not sugar coated.”

The book by Kelsey Chittick has a rating of  5 out of 4.9. 128 people have provided feedback.
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