“Dad’s gone...”

Devastated by a workplace tragedy, a family struggles to find a new normal

H

OW DO YOU TELL your 10-year-old

son his father is dead?

It’s not a question Tina Berg ever
imagined having to ponder.
She was with her two teenage
daughters Darbee and Skylar that
horrible afternoon, helping out at a
school volleyball tournament in Spirit
River, when her sister-in-law called
with five words that forever changed
their lives:
“Something has happened to Roger.”
Trying to stay calm
Tina had seen her 43-year-old husband
that morning, before he left for
work. The owner of a bobcat service
company, he had taken a seasonal job
at a gravel pit during a lull in business.
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She grabbed the girls and practically
flew out of the school. She spent the
hour-long drive back to their home
town of Hines Creek trying to calm
her daughters even as she tried to push
away catastrophic thoughts of her own.

The look on her sister-in-law’s face
when they arrived at Roger’s parents’
house told her everything she needed
to know.
‘He didn’t make it’
“He had a heart attack at work,” she
told Tina and the girls, crying. “He
didn’t make it.”

devastating news. When Lincoln
walked into the house, she held out her
arms and pulled him onto her lap.
“Dad’s gone,” she told him. “He didn’t
make it.”
She rocked him as he wept, his body
wracked by grief.

“I knew they would be forever
		
changed, no matter what I did.”
Tina’s legs gave out from under her.
She reached out for Darbee and Skylar,
who were inconsolable in their grief.
In a panic, her thoughts turned to her
then 10-year-old son Lincoln, who had
gone to a friend’s place after school.
“Someone needs to go get Lincoln,”
she said to her brother-in-law.
No right way to break the news
Tina had just minutes to try to gather
herself, even knowing there was no
good way, no right way, to break such

“Just breathe, honey,” she whispered
into his ear. “Just breathe.”
“I kept saying it over and over,” says
Tina. “And it calmed him down. It
calmed my girls down, and me. It was
a good mantra.”
Remembering that day, she can’t
believe six years have passed. Tina
made sure to stay close to her kids
in the days, weeks and months
that followed, always gauging their
emotional temperature.

Forever changed
“My main goal was to get them
through it,” says Tina. “I knew they
would forever be changed, no matter
what I did. But I didn’t want them to be
changed too much.”
Her daughters Darbee and Skylar
are now 21 and 17, respectively, son
Lincoln, 16. Darbee’s memories of
their dad are a bit more vivid than
her sister’s, but not by much. Lincoln?
His are “hazyish,” says Tina, as seen
through the lens of a 10-year-old boy.
He’s very much his father’s son,
though.
“We had Roger’s funeral at the
community hall and there wasn’t even
standing room. It was a testament to
how much he was liked.”
She laughs.
“A teacher told me the other day how
respected Lincoln is at school, and how
popular. He’s everybody’s friend—and
everyone wants to be his friend.
“He’s a lot like his Dad.”

