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This journal belongs to 

________________________________ 

Begun on 

________________________________ 

How to use this journal 

This journal contains thirty short stories on grief, drawn from many traditions: Buddhist 

parables, Stoic letters, Cherokee teachings, Sufi tales, Hebrew wisdom, and modern 

psychology. Each one is paired with a small educational reflection and a question to write 

about. 

There is no right way to use it. You might read one page each morning with coffee, or one 

each evening before sleep. You might write a single sentence, or fill the space and continue 

on another page. You might skip days. That is fine. The book waits. 

If you finish, begin again. The same stories often mean something different the second time, 

because you are different the second time. 

A few honest words 

This journal is not therapy. It is not a substitute for medication, for a doctor, for a therapist, 

or for the love of people who know your name. It is a small companion for the moments in 

between, when you have a few quiet minutes and want to feel less alone. 

If you are in a hard place, please consider reaching out to a mental health professional. 

Asking for help is one of the bravest things a person can do. 

Before you begin 

This journal is for those who are mourning — a person, a relationship, a way of life, a future 

that will not now arrive. Grief is not a problem to solve; it is a country to travel through. 

Each day offers a story drawn from many traditions, paired with a small reflection and a 

question. There is no schedule for healing. Some days you will read; some days the book will 

simply sit on your bedside. Both are honourable. Grief takes the time it takes. 

 

 



 

If today is very hard 

If you are having thoughts of harming yourself, or feel that you are in crisis, please reach out 

now. You do not have to be sure. You do not have to explain it well. You only have to make 

the call or send the text. 

United States & Canada. 988 — call or text the Suicide & Crisis Lifeline, available 24/7. 

United Kingdom & Ireland. Samaritans: call 116 123, free, any time of day or night. 

Australia. Lifeline: 13 11 14, available 24/7. 

International. Visit findahelpline.com to find a trained listener in your country. 

Anywhere. Go to the nearest emergency room, or ask a trusted person to take you. Your life 

is worth the trip. 

Other supports worth knowing about 

SAMHSA Helpline (US). 1-800-662-HELP (4357). Free, confidential, 24/7 information 

and treatment referral for mental health and substance use. 

Crisis Text Line. Text HOME to 741741 in the US, Canada, or UK; or 50808 in Ireland. 

Trevor Project (LGBTQ+ youth). 1-866-488-7386 or text START to 678-678. 

Veterans Crisis Line. Dial 988 then press 1, or text 838255. 

 

 

 



 

DAY 01  ·  SHARED SORROW 

The Mustard Seed 

When a young mother named Kisa Gotami lost her only child, she carried the small body 

from house to house, begging for medicine that would bring him back. People wept; no one 

could help. Finally she came to the Buddha. He told her gently: "Bring me a single mustard 

seed from a household that has not known death." She set out. At every door she found loss 

— a parent gone, a brother lost in war, a child taken by fever. By dusk she returned without 

the seed, but with something else. "I see now," she said. "The grief I thought was only mine 

belongs to all of us." She buried her son and became a follower of the Buddha. Her grief did 

not vanish. It simply joined the larger grief of the world, and so became bearable. 

A REFLECTION 

Grief isolates. We come to believe no one has ever felt this. The truth — that almost every 

adult who has lived long enough has felt some version of it — does not erase the pain, but it 

does break the loneliness. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

Who do you know who has loved and lost? What might it mean to be in the company of 

mourners, rather than alone? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 02  ·  FAITHFUL LOVE 

Penelope's Loom 

In Homer's Odyssey, Penelope waits twenty years for her husband Odysseus, not knowing if 

he is alive. To delay the suitors who pressure her to remarry, she promises to choose a 

husband when her weaving is finished. She weaves by day and undoes the work by night. 

Some readers see only her cleverness. But there is something else there: the ritual of doing 

and undoing, of holding open a future she is not yet ready to close. Grief sometimes asks for 

this — not progress, but a faithful undoing of each day's pressure to move on. The loom 

holds the space until something true can take its place. 

A REFLECTION 

There is a difference between healthy grieving and being stuck. But early on, faithful 

waiting — refusing to rush — is itself the work. The world will pressure you to be finished. 

You do not have to be. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What pressure to "move on" are you receiving? What might you say, kindly, to those who 

do not understand? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 03  ·  SEASONS 

The Tree That Lost Its Leaves 

An old story from many lands: a young tree in a great forest watched its leaves turn red, then 

brown, then fall. It cried out to the older trees, "Something is terribly wrong. I am dying." 

The oldest tree replied, "You are not dying. You are doing what we all do. You are letting go 

so that you may rest, and one day grow again." The young tree did not believe it. All winter it 

stood bare, certain it was lost. In spring, small green buds appeared on every branch. "Do 

you see?" said the old tree. "You were never lost. You were only waiting." Grief has a winter. 

It is not the end of the tree. 

A REFLECTION 

Bereavement involves what some psychologists call dormancy — a season when nothing 

visible grows. This is part of healing, not its absence. The roots are at work even when the 

branches are bare. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What is the season of your grief? Late autumn? Deep winter? Early spring? Describe it 

without judgement. 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 04  ·  THE LONGING 

Rumi's Reed Flute 

The Persian poet Rumi opened his great work, the Masnavi, with the song of a reed flute. 

The reed, he wrote, is cut from the reed bed and hollowed out. That is why it can make such 

mournful music: every note is the cry of being separated from where it grew. Rumi believed 

all human longing — for love, for home, for meaning — was the same kind of music. We sing 

because we have been cut from something, and the singing both wounds and heals. Your 

grief, in this image, is also a song. It is the proof that you loved. It is the music only the cut 

reed can make. 

A REFLECTION 

Sufi mystics taught that longing itself is sacred — that the ache for what is lost is connected 

to the ache for the divine. Whether or not one shares that frame, there is something true 

here: love and grief are the same substance, in different weather. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What is your grief saying about how you loved? What music is it making? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 05  ·  PRESENCE 

The Friends Who Sat With Job 

When Job, in the Hebrew Bible, lost his children, his wealth, and his health, three friends 

came to comfort him. The text tells us that, for the first seven days and nights, they sat with 

him in silence on the ground. They said nothing, "because they saw that his suffering was 

very great." In the chapters that follow, the friends would speak — and would say much that 

was unhelpful. But those first seven days were perfect. The greatest gift the early grief 

receives is presence without explanation. People who can sit with you, in your house, without 

trying to fix anything, are doing the most important work of all. 

A REFLECTION 

Most attempts to comfort go wrong by trying to make the grieving person feel better. The 

most reliable comfort is presence — sitting with, eating with, being there, without speech 

that requires response. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

Who has sat with you, in silence or near it, when you needed it most? Could you tell them 

today how much it meant? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 06  ·  GENEROSITY FROM EMPTINESS 

The Widow's Two Coins 

There is a story in the Christian gospels of a poor widow who came to the temple treasury 

and dropped in two small copper coins. Wealthy donors had given much more. Jesus, 

watching, said quietly that her gift was greater, because the others gave from abundance, but 

she had given everything she had. The story is usually told as a lesson about generosity. But 

there is another reading. She gave anyway. From a place of loss and want, she made an 

offering. Many grieving people discover this: that even in the smallness of their resources, 

they can still give — a kind word, a memory, a prayer, a slow walk with someone else who is 

hurting. 

A REFLECTION 

Helping someone else, even very slightly, is often a small relief from the gravity of grief. 

Not because grief should be "productive," but because love seeking expression is part of 

how love continues. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What small gift could you make, from inside your grief, to someone else who is also 

struggling? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 07  ·  FORGETTING 

The River That Remembered the Mountain 

An old Tibetan teaching: a river was rushing toward the sea when she suddenly grew 

anxious. "I am leaving the mountain that gave me birth. I am forgetting the rocks I knew. I 

will dissolve in the ocean and lose myself." An old willow on the bank bent down. "You are 

not forgetting the mountain. You are carrying it. The minerals in your water, the shape of 

your bed, the sound of your voice — all of it is the mountain, still. The ocean does not erase 

what made you. It receives it." The grief that something is being forgotten is rarely accurate. 

The shape of the relationship continues, even as the form changes. 

A REFLECTION 

Continuing bonds — the modern term for ongoing relationships with those we have lost — 

are not denial. They are how human love actually works. The dead do not stop being part 

of who we are. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

How is the person or thing you have lost still part of who you are now? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 

 



 

DAY 08  ·  ABSENCE AS PRESENCE 

The Empty Chair 

A widow once told a friend: "For years after he died, I left his chair where it was. People said 

it would be easier if I moved it. They were wrong. The chair was not the problem. The 

problem was that he was not in it. Moving the chair would not have brought him back. But 

leaving it where it was kept his absence visible — kept him real. Slowly, after some years, I 

began to put a book on the chair. Then a plant. Then I sat in it myself, just to see how it felt." 

Grief sometimes wants the empty chair to remain. There is no rush. 

A REFLECTION 

Symbolic objects — a chair, a coat on a hook, a watch on a dresser — can carry the dead 

with us. They do not need to be removed on any schedule but our own. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

Is there an empty chair in your life — literal or otherwise? What does its presence mean for 

you right now? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 

 



 

DAY 09  ·  RITUAL TIME 

The Sami Reindeer Herder's Calendar 

The Sami people, indigenous to northern Scandinavia, have traditionally counted eight 

seasons rather than four, marking the long arc of light and dark, of reindeer migration, of 

births and deaths. In their tradition, mourning was held by the community for many 

months, with no single "end" but a slow weaving of the lost one's name back into stories, 

songs, daily speech. This is closer to how grief actually moves than the Western expectation 

of a few weeks of leave. The body's calendar of loss is long. So is the heart's. Allowing more 

time is itself a kind of healing. 

A REFLECTION 

Most cultures with long traditions of mourning recognise that bereavement is measured in 

seasons, not days. Modern Western timelines are unusually short — and have little 

correlation with how grief actually unfolds. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What would it mean to give yourself a longer calendar for this grief? A year? Several 

years? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 10  ·  DESCENT AND RETURN 

Demeter's Winter 

When the Greek goddess Demeter lost her daughter Persephone to the underworld, she did 

not move on. The whole earth went barren. She wandered, refused food, sat in caves, walked 

the roads of the world weeping. Eventually a compromise was reached: Persephone would 

return to her mother for part of the year, and descend again for part. Each year since, the 

earth has had a winter — Demeter's grief made visible — and a spring, when her daughter 

returns. The myth is honest in a way few myths are. Grief did not heal the goddess. It 

changed the world. And yet, in time, what was lost was, for a season, returned. 

A REFLECTION 

Significant losses do not disappear; they become part of the landscape. A new spring does 

not erase the winter. It comes alongside it. Both are real. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What season is your grief in right now? What might its eventual spring look like — even if 

you cannot yet see it? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 

 



 

DAY 11  ·  SONG AS GRIEF 

The Mother Who Sang to the Stones 

In a Korean folk tradition, a mother whose son died young would walk to a particular hillside 

each morning before dawn and sing the songs she had once sung to him. The villagers knew 

not to disturb her. When asked why she did this for so many years, she said simply: "He was 

my song. If I stop singing, where would the song go?" She did not believe her son could hear 

her. She sang because the love was still in her, and singing was where it knew to go. Grief 

sometimes needs an outlet that is not words — a melody, a walk, a place where what cannot 

be said can still be expressed. 

A REFLECTION 

Embodied grief — singing, walking, gardening, swimming — often does what verbal 

processing alone cannot. The body holds the loss; the body needs a way to release some of 

what it holds. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What is the body's expression of your grief? Where does it want to go — to a hillside, a 

piano, the kitchen, the road? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 12  ·  CRYSTALLISATION 

The Cherokee Stone of Tears 

There is a Cherokee tradition that, after the great forced removal called the Trail of Tears, 

the white roses that are said to have grown from the tears of the women became a symbol of 

suffering crystallised into beauty. The roses are still there. They remind those who walk the 

trail that what was carried in tears did not end in salt and grief alone — that something living 

grew, eventually, even from the worst sorrow. This is not a tidy comfort. It does not say the 

suffering was worth it. It says only: from grief, sometimes, life still emerges. 

A REFLECTION 

The capacity of grief to eventually produce something — a memorial, a changed life, a 

deeper kindness — is not a justification for the loss. It is simply what some grievers, 

eventually, find. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

Have you seen, in your own life or another's, something living grow from a great sorrow? 

What does that suggest is possible? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 

 



 

DAY 13  ·  THE TWINS 

Joy and Sorrow Drink From the Same Well 

An old saying, found in many traditions, observes that joy and sorrow drink from the same 

well. The deeper the well of love, the deeper the grief when the loved is gone. People who tell 

you that you should not be so sad are sometimes telling you, without meaning to, that you 

should not have loved so much. They are wrong. The sorrow is the size of the love. It is the 

love, in another form. To grieve deeply is to love truly. The well is the same well. 

A REFLECTION 

There is no version of bereavement proportionate to deep love that is not deeply painful. 

The pain is, in this sense, accurate. It is reporting back about the size of what was real. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What does the size of your grief tell you about the size of your love? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 

 

 



 

DAY 14  ·  THE WEIGHT WE CARRY 

The Stones in the Backpack 

A grief counsellor used to give her clients a small canvas bag and a handful of stones. "This," 

she said, "is what you are carrying. Each stone is a memory, a regret, an unfinished 

conversation, a habit of waiting for someone who will not come." Most clients were surprised 

at how heavy the bag became. Then she would say: "You will not put down all the stones. 

Some will be with you for life. But you may not need to carry them all every day. Some can 

stay at home. Some can be set on a shelf. Some, in time, may be set down at the edge of the 

path entirely." 

A REFLECTION 

The work of grief is often not removal but arrangement: deciding which stones to carry 

today, which to leave at home, which the heart can finally release. There is no schedule for 

any of this. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What stones are you carrying? Which are essential today, and which might rest for an 

afternoon? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 15  ·  RETURNING FROM WAR 

The Returning Soldier 

A short story by Tolstoy tells of a soldier returning from a long war to a village where his 

family had given up hope. He stood at the gate of his old house, ragged, gray, 

unrecognisable. His wife came to the door and asked him what he wanted. He could not 

speak. She gave him bread. He sat. Eventually she recognised the way he held the cup. She 

wept, and he wept, and they sat at the table all night without speaking. Many griefs are this: 

a return that is not the same as the leaving, and a recognition that takes longer than expected 

to arrive. 

A REFLECTION 

Returning to ordinary life after a great loss is itself a strange, slow homecoming. You are 

not the same person who left. The house may be the same; you are not. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

How are you returning, slowly, to your own life after this loss? Where is the recognition 

still arriving? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 

 



 

DAY 16  ·  TELLING 

Telling the Bees 

There is an old custom, found in parts of England and Wales, called "telling the bees." When 

someone in the household died, the head of the family would walk out to the hive and tell the 

bees, gently, what had happened — sometimes draping the hive with a black cloth. It was 

believed that if the bees were not told, they would leave or die. Whatever one believes about 

bees, the custom contains a deep truth: grief needs to be told. Not just to humans, but to the 

world. To the trees you walk past. To the rooms of your house. To the body, again and again. 

A REFLECTION 

Speaking the loss aloud — to a friend, to an animal, to a place — is part of how the body 

learns it has happened. Words do not cause the grief. They allow it to flow. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

Where in your life have you not yet "told the bees"? What corner of your world still needs to 

hear? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 

 



 

DAY 17  ·  FEEDING THE DEAD 

The Bread of the Dead 

On the Day of the Dead in Mexico, families bake a special sweet bread called pan de muerto, 

decorate altars with marigolds and photographs, and bring food and drink to the cemetery. 

They sit with their dead. They tell stories. They laugh and cry. The dead are not gone; they 

are guests. Grief in this tradition is not a private wound to be hidden. It is a public, shared, 

even festive remembering. Many find comfort in this idea — that the dead can be welcomed, 

fed in some symbolic way, and that the relationship continues even if the form has changed. 

A REFLECTION 

Cultural rituals of remembrance — annual visits, anniversaries, particular meals, candles 

— are not childish. They are the structures by which loss is metabolised over years rather 

than days. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What ritual of remembrance, however small, might serve you? A walk on a date? A meal 

once cooked? A candle on a shelf? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 

 



 

DAY 18  ·  WAITING 

Hachiko at the Station 

In Tokyo, in the 1920s, a dog named Hachiko walked each evening to Shibuya station to 

meet his owner, a professor, returning from work. One day the professor died at the 

university and never came home. Hachiko returned to the station every evening for nine 

years, waiting. The whole city came to know him. There is now a statue. The story is, on its 

face, unbearable. But it is also a quiet honouring of a kind of love that does not consult logic. 

Many grieving people feel like Hachiko: still walking to the station, still waiting, even when 

the mind knows the train will not arrive. 

A REFLECTION 

The unconscious takes far longer than the conscious mind to accept a loss. The body still 

expects, still listens, still turns toward the door. This is not a malfunction. It is grief at 

work. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

Where are you still walking to the station? Be gentle with yourself about this; it is part of 

love, not failure. 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 19  ·  THE BOWL THAT HOLDS 

The Bowl That Held Her Tears 

An old grandmother kept on her kitchen shelf a small clay bowl. "This," she would tell 

visitors, "is for the tears." It was empty, of course. But she said it had held the tears of her 

mother, and her mother's mother, and countless women before. "When the grief is too 

much," she said, "I take down the bowl. I cry into it, in a manner of speaking. Then I put it 

back on the shelf. The bowl is older than my grief. It has seen many. It can hold this, too." 

Some objects, real or imagined, become vessels for what we cannot otherwise carry alone. 

A REFLECTION 

Symbolic containers — a bowl, a journal, a particular tree, a particular room — can hold 

what the body cannot. Many traditions have honoured this. Find your own. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What is your bowl? What container, real or imagined, holds your grief on the days it 

overflows? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 

 



 

DAY 20  ·  BUILT AND RELEASED 

The Sand Mandala 

Tibetan Buddhist monks spend weeks creating sand mandalas — vast, intricate circles of 

coloured sand, designed grain by grain. When the mandala is finished, it is admired briefly. 

Then, deliberately, the monks sweep it away. The sand is poured into a river. The point is not 

nihilism. The point is to feel, in the body, that everything beautiful is impermanent — and to 

find, on the other side of that feeling, a quieter kind of peace. Grief has often felt to me like 

sweeping away a mandala that took a lifetime to make. The teaching of the monks is not that 

the sweeping is good. It is that even after the sweeping, the river continues to carry it. 

A REFLECTION 

The fact that a relationship had to end does not unmake it. The grain-by-grain making was 

real. The grief is the proof. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What mandala, in your life, has been swept? What was made, that the sweeping cannot 

undo? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 

 



 

DAY 21  ·  LANGUAGE FOR LONGING 

The Welsh Word "Hiraeth" 

The Welsh have a word with no exact English translation: hiraeth. It means a longing for a 

home that cannot be returned to — or perhaps was never quite real to begin with. A 

homesickness for a place, a person, a time, that exists now only in memory. Grieving people 

often live in hiraeth. They long not just for the lost loved one but for the version of 

themselves that existed alongside them. The word does not heal the longing. But it gives it 

dignity. It says: you are not alone in feeling this. There is a name for it. Many before you 

have known it. 

A REFLECTION 

Sometimes giving an emotion its proper name is itself a small relief. The word does not 

solve anything. It just makes you a little less alone in feeling what you feel. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What name would you give your particular grief? Not a generic word — your own. 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 

 



 

DAY 22  ·  THE ANSWER FROM THE WHIRLWIND 

Job's Voice from the Whirlwind 

Job, the great suffering figure of the Hebrew Bible, demands an explanation. He has lost his 

children, his wealth, his health. He cries out to God for an answer. When God finally speaks, 

the answer is not what Job expected. It is not an explanation. It is a series of questions: 

Where were you when I laid the foundations of the earth? Have you commanded the 

morning? Can you bind the chains of Pleiades? Job is not given a reason. He is given a 

vastness. And, strangely, he is comforted. Sometimes the deepest grief is met not with an 

answer but with the experience of a world far larger than our suffering. 

A REFLECTION 

Some losses do not have a meaning that can be told in words. What grieving people 

sometimes find, instead, is a sense of vastness — a glimpse of how much is, that quiets, 

briefly, the howl of why. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

Have you experienced any moment of vastness — in nature, in art, in a ritual — that briefly 

held your grief? Where might you find one again? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 23  ·  WHAT WE CARRY 

Aeneas Carrying His Father 

In Virgil's Aeneid, the city of Troy is burning. The hero Aeneas escapes carrying his elderly 

father Anchises on his back, and leading his small son Iulus by the hand. He cannot save his 

city. He cannot save his wife, who is lost in the smoke. He can only carry what he can carry, 

and walk forward into a future he does not yet understand. Many grieving people are doing 

exactly this. They are carrying what they can — the dead's memory, the children left behind, 

the obligations that cannot wait. This is not weakness. It is what survival looks like in the 

days after the fire. 

A REFLECTION 

In acute grief, ambition shrinks to its proper scale: carry the essentials, walk, breathe. 

Anything more is not yet asked of you. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What are you carrying right now, from the fire? Just those things. Nothing else is required. 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 

 



 

DAY 24  ·  THE GIVEAWAY 

The Lakota Giveaway 

Among the Lakota people, after a death, there is sometimes a ceremony called wopila — a 

giveaway. The grieving family, rather than being given gifts, gives them. Beloved possessions 

of the deceased, blankets, food, are distributed to those who have helped, and to those in 

need. The grief is honoured by being shared outward as generosity. The community is bound 

more tightly. The deceased is honoured in being the occasion of so much giving. This is the 

opposite of grasping. The hands open. The grief flows out as care for others. 

A REFLECTION 

Some grievers find that giving away what belonged to the deceased — at the right time, not 

too soon — turns possession into a kind of living memorial. The objects continue, in other 

hands. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

Is there anything that once belonged to your loved one that, if given to the right person, 

might continue their kindness in the world? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 

 



 

DAY 25  ·  WORDLESS HELP 

The Friend Who Brought Soup 

After a great loss, a woman discovered something. The friends who said the wisest things 

often did the least. The friends who showed up at her door with a pot of soup, who took her 

dog for a walk without asking, who sat on her couch and watched television in silence with 

her — these were the ones who got her through. "I do not remember a single word of 

comfort," she said later. "I remember the soup. I remember someone folding my laundry. I 

remember a hand on my back." Comfort, in deep grief, is most often a verb, not a noun. 

A REFLECTION 

If you are grieving, accept the practical help. If you are helping someone who grieves, 

bring soup. Mow the lawn. Sit. The right words, on average, do less than the right actions. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What practical help could you ask for, or accept, this week? What action by another would 

actually help? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 

 



 

DAY 26  ·  THE LONG VALLEY 

The Long Valley 

An old grief writer once described mourning as walking through a long valley. "I had thought 

it was a tunnel," he wrote, "with a definite ending — that I would emerge, eventually, into the 

same world I had left. It was not a tunnel. It was a valley. The world I came out into was not 

the same world. I was not the same. The valley simply was, and it took the time it took. I 

learned, eventually, that this had always been so for everyone who had walked it." Some 

griefs cannot be fixed. They can only be walked. 

A REFLECTION 

Grief in its early acute form often passes within a year or two. But the changed self, the 

altered world, is permanent. This is not a failure of healing. It is what healing actually 

looks like. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

How are you not the same person who entered this valley? What about the change is 

honest, even if painful? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 

 



 

DAY 27  ·  REGROWTH 

The Tree That Grows From the Stump 

Walk into any old forest and you will see them: ancient stumps with new trees rising from 

them — sometimes a single trunk, sometimes a circle of slender new trees called a "fairy 

ring," all genetically identical, all springing from the roots of the parent tree. The old tree has 

died. The roots remain. From the roots, life continues. Many grieving people find, 

eventually, that this is what happens: the form they loved is gone, but something — a 

kindness, a habit, a quiet inheritance — continues to grow from the same roots, in them and 

in others. 

A REFLECTION 

The dead live on in the qualities they cultivated in those they loved. This is not a metaphor. 

It is observable, in the gestures, the phrasings, the values that survive the body. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What is growing in you, from the roots of what you have lost? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 

 



 

DAY 28  ·  THE TIDE OF MEMORY 

The Returning Wave 

An older widow once explained her grief like this: "In the first year, the wave never went out. 

I was drowning all the time. In the second year, the tide began to recede. I would have hours 

when I could breathe. Then a smell, a song, a date on the calendar — and the wave would 

come back, full force. I thought something was wrong with me. A wise friend said, no. The 

waves are smaller now, and the gaps between them are longer. That is what healing looks 

like. Not the absence of waves. The longer beach in between." 

A REFLECTION 

Grief comes in waves indefinitely. Anniversaries, songs, scents, certain weather. This is not 

regression. It is the normal long arc of a deep loss. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What triggers the wave for you? Knowing them in advance is sometimes a small comfort. 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

_________________________________________________________ 

_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 29  ·  CARRYING FORWARD 

The Inheritance of a Voice 

A man whose father had died many years earlier noticed, in middle age, that he was speaking 

in his father's voice. Not always, but in certain phrases, certain patient corrections to his own 

children, certain ways of standing at the kitchen counter. He had thought, in those first years 

of grief, that he had lost his father utterly. He had not. He had inherited him, and was now 

passing him on. This is, perhaps, what continuing bonds look like over decades. Not a 

presence beside us. A presence within us, occasionally lent forward, into the next generation. 

A REFLECTION 

Grief eventually transforms, for many people, into a kind of carrying — the deceased 

becomes part of who we are, and through us, part of those we love. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

Whose voice, gestures, or kindness do you carry forward from someone you have loved 

and lost? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 

 



 

DAY 30  ·  THE LIGHT REMAINING 

The Last Lamp 

After a beloved grandfather died, a young woman wrote: "He was the lamp at the centre of 

every room. Now the lamp is gone, and the rooms feel dim. But I have noticed, slowly, that I 

am beginning to glow a little. I picked it up from him without knowing. Many of us did. Each 

of us is now a small lamp where he was a big one. The room is not what it was. But it is not 

dark, either. The light has only spread." Grief, eventually, sometimes shows us this. The light 

is not lost. It is redistributed. It is now, in part, ours to carry. 

A REFLECTION 

Many grieving people find, after some years, that they have become carriers of qualities 

they once received from the lost. The light continues — not in the old form, but in those who 

loved them. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What light have you inherited? How are you, perhaps without realising it, beginning to 

carry it for someone else? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 

 



 

 

You finished. 

If you have arrived here, you have done something quietly remarkable. 

Thirty days of attention is no small thing. 

Whatever shape your reading took — every day, some days, only the first page and the last — 

you returned to yourself with a pen in hand. That is the practice. That is the whole point. 

Begin again, if you would like. Or carry one story with you into the next chapter. Or rest. 

Whatever you choose, you are not alone in it. 

 


