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Annie Broadbent is a clinical volunteer at St Christopher’s Hospice. She has also trained as a volunteer for ‘The Candle Project’ – a child bereavement service run by the hospice, and has given talks on supporting the bereaved. She is currently training as a psychotherapist at the Psychosynthesis and Education Trust. In her spare time she writes a blog (www.anniebroadbent.com) about coping with grief and her experiences at the hospice. Annie also writes a monthly online article for Psychologies magazine on the taboos surrounding death and grief. This is her first book.


‘Annie offers a compassionate and caring approach to supporting someone through grief, developed through her own experience and the use of expert advice. She emphasises the need for an individual approach in order to face, and manage, the complexities of grief and grieving following a bereavement, yet offers a comprehensive and empathic approach to helping people through the grieving process. She encourages us to face our own fears, such as “upsetting someone more”, and to be more aware of grief’s complexities and longevity. The book is particularly helpful in suggesting how we can use all our senses to help answer the questions of what is the problem, where is the pain and what can we do to help?’
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Introduction




At present, death and mourning are treated with much the same prudery as sexual impulses were a century ago.


Geoffrey Gorer, anthropologist,


Death, Grief, and Mourning





I was twenty-five when my mum died. I knew she was going to die. She had had cancer for most of my life. Astonishingly, one of the things I found hardest about grief was the way in which people around me responded to it. It seems that death and grief have become today’s taboo. Despite the fact that death is the only certainty in life, we’re all terrified of it – and I don’t just mean terrified of it happening to us, but terrified of seeing it, talking about it, hearing about it.


Likewise, talking about grief causes anxiety in people. And yet, again, it is guaranteed that every single person on this planet is going to experience it in some way or other. Joy, hope, passion – some might, sadly, never experience these, but we will all lose someone or something one day, be it a job, a pet, a loved one. And yet, unlike love or anger, with which we feel confident empathising, we push grief to one side, and hope that someone else will deal with it instead. Even when I told people I was writing a book about grief I noticed them look away or shuffle their feet awkwardly. Few asked why I might be writing such a book, and the conversation was immediately shut down.


This has got to change. In order to support the bereaved, we need to get to grips with death. In my experience, seeing family and friends paralysed by the fear of their own mortality and my grief meant that at times I felt more frustrated and upset about their awkwardness around me than I was about my own loss. You would be right to wonder if occasionally this was actually displaced anger about the death of my mum, and hindsight has taught me that indeed, some of my outbursts back then were more a result of trauma. But people’s awkwardness and their consequent absence was real. And it bothered me.


My hope is that the more we talk about death and grief, and the more people share their experiences of what does and doesn’t work for them, the less awkward we will all feel about the whole death thing. Then we can build up our capacity to support those who are in mourning.


My way of getting a handle on death and grief was to get right on in there and make it an intimate part of my life. It seemed clear to me after Mum died that the only way to make sense of this terrible thing was to give it meaning somehow. And so I embraced my grief and became a walking, talking, writing bereaved person. I now volunteer at a hospice, helping out in the gym or café and visiting home patients in their final months. I support a child bereavement group and have spoken at ‘Death Salons’ (social events that bring together independent thinkers who are passionate about subverting death denial), giving tips on how to support other bereaved people and sharing my experience of grief. I’m also training to be a psychotherapist and, of course, I chose to write this book. Talk about ‘identifying’.


My personal experience of bereavement, my professional training and my voluntary work have combined to form something of a personal journey, along which I have worked – and continue to work – through my grief, helping me through the lengthy process of overcoming my own fear of death.


This book tells not only my story, but those of fifteen other people who have experienced grief. These people very generously agreed to be interviewed by me and for their story to be shared in order that they may help others. While these stories may well provide solace to anyone in mourning, the book is very much intended as a guide for friends of the bereaved: it is support for the supporters.


Death and Grief: Different Approaches


Following his wife’s death, C. S. Lewis wrote in A Grief Observed, ‘Perhaps the bereaved ought to be isolated in special settlements like lepers.’ I know what he meant. It’s the pretending that’s so frustrating – pretending not to know or notice. I wanted to put a sign outside my house saying, ‘Annie’s mother has just died; don’t ignore this piece of information when you step inside.’


The Victorians got it right by wearing black armbands. ‘But don’t the bereaved want to be treated like normal people?’ you might ask. Well, yes – to a certain extent they do. But that doesn’t mean they don’t want their new reality to be acknowledged. And the great thing about an armband is that it serves as a warning; it gives the non-bereaved a moment to prepare, so that they approach the person with care and don’t automatically respond with the averted gaze and awkward foot shuffle that so often follow on hearing a person explain that someone they love has just died.


Preparation is important, I think. If possible, the non-bereaved need time – even if all that is possible is the briefest moment – to process the information before engaging with the mourner. If you hear about the death directly from the bereaved, then allow yourself to be affected, breathe in the news, take a moment, and then respond from a place of honesty and openness. If you hear about the death indirectly, take advantage of that opportunity to prepare, consider the bereaved, what they’re like and how they specifically might be handling the news, before getting in touch. We can never rid grief of its inherent sadness and pain and so, of course, we must allow space for these emotions in the non-bereaved, too. In being prepared, the non-bereaved person has time to silently acknowledge their own emotions without compromising their capacity for support.


In some places, people appear to be much more at ease with death. In Ireland, for example, family and friends of the deceased gather by the body and stay up all night, socialising and remembering. Not much room for hiding, then. In fact, in June 2012 a Grief Awareness Day was launched in Limerick in Ireland, at which a day of talks was organised to empower local people to become actively involved in supporting a community response to loss and grief. Imagine if this was to be emulated elsewhere – if every community in the UK, for example, could find ways to come together and support those of its members who are in mourning.


In Mexico there is a ‘Day of the Dead’ festival. Every year on this day people celebrate and remember the lives of all their relatives who have died. It’s a time for families to get together, share food and recall the good times they enjoyed with their departed loved ones: this often involves playing and dancing to the deceased’s favourite music and dressing up as skeletons. While the emphasis is on those who have died, it’s the bereaved who are doing the partying, talking and remembering; this, no doubt, has a great knock-on effect on how Mexican society will respond to people who are grieving, reinforcing the fact that grief is not something to fear. Graciela Sanchez, founder of Mexicolore (a UK-based independent teaching team providing specialist educational services on Mexico) says: ‘It’s amazingly powerful to gather together and remember the lives of the deceased. The celebratory dimension of the tradition means people are better equipped to support each other and it makes it easier for people to talk about. It’s a great way of connecting people in grief with those who are not.’ Put simply, death and grief do not have to be morbid.


I once asked a friend to join me in volunteering at a hospice over Christmas. She looked askance at me, before declining and saying, ‘But everyone there is dying,’ without even asking any more about it. It’s a sad assumption that a person who is dying is someone to be feared and that it will be less enjoyable spending time with them than with someone who isn’t. Frankly, I’ve found that those who are facing death often have a much better sense of humour than those who live life as though they are immortal. When I leave the hospice after a morning helping at the gym, I walk out bouncing with life and a feeling of softness that I don’t experience in the same way any other day of the week.


Death is also something of a taboo in the States. Whereas before the civil war, most families would tend to the dead in their own homes, the law in some states now dictates that you have to hire a funeral home to care for your deceased. With the growing trend of big professional funeral homes in America, families don’t realise that they can still look after their relative’s body at home. So unless the funeral directors tell them it is their choice, most families unwillingly let their deceased loved ones be taken away and kept in funeral homes. If the dead are taken away like this, regardless of the preferences of the bereaved, the impact on them and the way they process their grief can be significant. This emphasis on the ‘professional death’ is just another way in which society adds to the taboo.


Of course, death is scary. As certain as it is, it is also an unknown; it is at once physical and yet invisible; and it is entirely out of our control. Indeed, psychologically speaking, death – or rather, our mortality – is the biggest evoker of existential crises in individuals. Dr Irvin Yalom, renowned American existential psychiatrist centred his writings on the four ‘givens’ of the human condition: isolation, meaninglessness, freedom and mortality. In other words, the scariest things about the nature of our lives are the fact that we’re alone, that we are meant to have a purpose, that we’re tied down by responsibilities and that we’re all going to die. Of these four, death is the most frightening, so, understandably, people often choose to deny it. But just as the existentialists would say, taking action to overcome this fear is possible and very worthwhile. In doing so, we can live our lives with more depth, meaning and freedom than ever before.


Modern language with all its euphemisms and abbreviations is really very accommodating – encouraging, even – of a societal avoidance of death. This, in turn, creates a wedge between those who experience immediate loss and those who are on the periphery; as Iris Murdoch once wrote: ‘The bereaved cannot communicate with the unbereaved.’ Yet, as true as this is, it need not remain so – not if we don’t want them to. This book is all about communication. It explores how the bereaved communicate their needs, and how people respond to them.


It’s not just language that makes integrating death as an accepted part of life a challenge. In modern society death has almost become unnatural. Everything is geared towards youth. Employers can be ageist, and we’ve enlisted Botox, plastic surgery and anti-ageing creams and serums ( … the list goes on) in our fight against the inevitable. And with every new cure for disease and preventative procedure we believe we are that little bit more indestructible – that we should live for ever. Death doesn’t really fit into this kind of world.


Changing the Status Quo


Nevertheless, it seems that a relationship is beginning to evolve in favour of a greater understanding and acceptance of death. In 2009, photographer Walter Schels and his partner, journalist Beate Lakotta, curated an exhibition of photographs at the Wellcome Collection (‘Life Before Death’), featuring hospice patients in the moments before and after their death. By looking death in the face, quite literally, touching it, watching it, capturing it, they claim to have been able to overcome their own fear of the dead and of being dead. If we could all do this, then surely we would also be better placed to comfort those who are left behind after someone has died.


In fact, this confrontation can be a wonderful, sociable thing. Take the recent Death Café movement as an example. Who would have thought that someone could make a social franchise out of talking about death? But Jon Underwood has done just that. London-based Underwood started Death Café in 2011, based on the ideas of Swiss sociologist and anthropologist Bernard Crettaz. Jon believed the best thing that he could do to help make this a better planet was to put an end to ‘death denial’. Now, all over the world, strangers meet up in homes and cafés to talk about death and dying over coffee and cake. The rapid growth of Death Café is a clear reflection of the increasing number of people who want to participate in a dialogue around death. Something is in the air. It’s time for death to take centre stage.


And what better way to facilitate this, than through the most powerful uniting phenomenon: the internet. Social media have provided a new and very different stage for us human beings to act out the drama of our lives – and deaths. People are now tweeting from their deathbeds; like the terminally ill Dr Kate Granger, who asked her Twitter followers for the best hash-tag for her dying moment. Suggestions included #onedieseveryminute, #deathbedlive and #finalcountdown. Not only this, but people can now create secret messages to be sent out posthumously via social networks. Dead Social, an organisation that calls itself a ‘digital legacy tool’, exists so that people can create a series of secret messages that are only released once they have died.


The response to these new online avenues suggests that there is a new hunger in humanity to engage with death and dying and to bring them into our daily lives, rather than keeping them locked up in the basement of our psyches.


So I hope this book can be seen as a gentle invitation to build a different relationship with death and grief. Changing our way of feeling and thinking about death is an opportunity to change our way of feeling and thinking about life, to deepen our lives and live them without fear. This means this book is not just for middle-aged and elderly people beginning to think about their own deaths. This is a book for all human beings. Death and grief are not discriminatory. If we can all start participating in this dialogue, then I am convinced we will not only find more meaning to life, but we will also be far better placed to support those who are left behind when someone they love has died.


I am fully aware I am not the first or only person to suggest this. Many great writers, bloggers, journalists have spoken with much more experience and far more poetically about this before: Meghan O’Rourke, Rachel Cook, Dannie Abse and Julian Barnes to name just a few. But we’re still only at the beginning and, surely, the more the better? After all, we’re never going to not die.


No One Size Fits All


While grief is the natural response to loss, it is still a personal thing, and people do it differently, depending on their upbringing, culture, who they are grieving for, how the person died and many other factors. There is no ‘right’ way of grieving and I am not claiming that the stories featured here reflect the universal reality of a bereaved mind. But I do hope that they give some kind of insight into what is helpful for a bereaved person, as well as what is not – because it is important to remain aware that what one person craves (a hug, for example) may be anathema to another; and even that what someone feels they need one day, might upset them the next. This is something that will become apparent as you read through the various stories, and while it might, on one level, make the job of ‘the supporter’ seem that much more difficult, an understanding and awareness of these conflicts and inconsistencies, along with your knowledge of the person you are supporting, should, ultimately, be helpful.


There is also much to be learned from the stories themselves, aside from the practical advice dispensed by the contributors. The differences that emerge should, hopefully, embolden you and give you the courage to identify your own friend or loved one’s needs and to act accordingly. You may not always get it right, but don’t shy away from trying.


There are moments in my story and those of the other contributors, which might seem brutal and harsh. Indeed, it was rather strange rereading what I wrote over two years ago, as I am, of course, in a very different place now. But that’s not to say that what I was feeling then wasn’t real, and I have to honour the grieving me at that time. Some contributors are talking several years after their bereavement, but they have all reflected as far as possible on what they felt in the initial stages of grief.


This is a book filled with personal experiences which are designed to open up a conversation. Neither I nor any of the other contributors is giving advice with the expectation that people should have known what to do, and should now always get it right. This is just a chance to express what it was like in the hope that talking and asking about death and grief become a little easier, more acceptable and more of a ‘done thing’.


I have chosen to focus on two main themes – the lessons that we can learn from what people said to the bereaved and the actions they took in order to help them:


1. What can you say – and avoid saying?






Our voice resonates with life. Because this is so, it can touch the lives of others. The caring and compassion imbued in your voice finds passage to the listener’s soul, striking his or her heart and causing it to sing out; the human voice summons something profound from deep within, and can even compel a person into action.


Daisaku Ikeda, President of the Sokka Gakkai








Personally speaking, words have been my saviour. If I hadn’t found some solace in writing down and trying to articulate the mess of emotions that consumed me in the days, weeks and months after Mum died, I’m not sure I would have survived. Equally, some of the words – both written and spoken – from family and friends soothed me in ways that no amount of sleep, drink or food could. But words can be powerfully damaging too. This is what makes language so magical. My psychotherapy training has taught me a great deal about how we express ourselves most effectively, and the importance of learning to use words skilfully, with empathy and without expectation.


2. What helped – and what didn’t?






Inaction breeds doubt and fear. Action breeds confidence and courage. If you want to conquer fear, do not sit home and think about it. Go out and get busy.


Dale Carnegie, American writer and lecturer








Doubt and fear also breed inaction, and being faced with supporting someone at such a vulnerable and painful time in their life might, understandably, evoke such emotions. But, just as Carnegie says, action – no matter how small it might be – can be enormously positive, creating confidence and courage in both the bereaved and the supporter.


Being present and available to our friends and loved ones is crucial at the best of times. In times of crisis it can be difficult to find our role in the support ‘system’, especially if there are seemingly plenty of other people around. But there are all sorts of ways we can make our presence known, which in itself might be the only thing the bereaved person needs.


These forms of support provide a point of reference throughout the book and a link between each story.


[image: image]


Every contributor was interviewed by me. I found them by word of mouth, and they vary in age, gender and background. Names and other identifying particulars have been changed. The individuals have nothing in common, except for their experience of bereavement – each has suffered what I would consider an ‘immediate loss’ – that of a parent, child, sibling, partner or best friend.


We begin with my own story.




Chapter 1


Annie, whose mother died


‘She’s gone, chicken.’ Those were the words that told me my mum had died. It was 6.30 in the morning and two of my best friends were sleeping next to me.


The previous four days had been interminable, waiting for the inevitable, yet never really believing it would come. It was bizarrely warm and sunny for mid-October, so my dad, brother and I had just sat in the garden with whichever visitor was there, chain smoking and drinking endless cups of tea and coffee, as we waited for Mum to die. We would take turns going upstairs and moistening her mouth with the pink cotton buds – or lollipops, as Mum called them – talking to her and telling her what we were up to downstairs. She could barely talk or focus her eyes, but her spirit still sparkled. We observed helplessly as her body rapidly stopped functioning.


The night before she died, my brother Tommy, Dad and I went up to sit with her. She was feeling restless, so with great difficulty we helped sit her up – she was literally skin and bones, so the lightest touch was very painful. We told her that Dad had just cooked us spaghetti Bolognese and that it was actually rather good and she laughed and looked at him, mumbling, ‘Not as good as mine though’. We all laughed, then cried, amazed that this miraculous woman, who was to die in fewer than twenty-four hours, could still crack a joke. Indeed, the night nurse on duty told us that only an hour before she died she had been demanding ice cream.


When I finally heard the dreaded words that I had been trying so hard to prepare for I jumped out of bed and paced the room repeating, ‘Oh my God, oh my God’. My heart was pounding and my body would simply not stop moving. I remember time seemed to stop and I thought to myself, ‘This is that moment; we’re here. What am I feeling?’ But I didn’t really feel anything except the adrenaline pumping through me. It was like an out-of-body experience as I observed the first stages of grief.


My dad had been sleeping downstairs (my parents were no longer together and he had remarried) so I waited until he had got dressed and then we went into the bedroom together. I was terrified of looking at Mum, so I shielded my face with my hand. But I knew I had to look. Slowly, I let her face come into my line of vision. I was relieved she hadn’t lost all her colour yet. It just looked like she was in a very deep and peaceful sleep. I walked over to her and forced myself to hold Mum’s hand. Thankfully, it was still warm. I then let out a great wail.


The next few hours were like something out of a film. Everyone poured themselves something alcoholic and lit up cigarettes. Phones were ringing, lists were being written and I couldn’t stop moving. I paced the garden as I went through my phone book telling everyone. I had this overwhelming need to pass on this new piece of information – I wanted the whole world to know and, for the first time, I wasn’t afraid of telling people bad news. I felt that everyone needed to know that something extraordinary had happened – that a great human being who had played such a significant role in so many lives had just left the world. It was almost as though I wanted to hand out a slice of pain to everyone in a vain attempt at making it untrue, or more real, I’m not sure which – but I was certain that the less I had of it, the less of it I would have to carry.


People started arriving – cousins, aunties, uncles – and I welcomed it. I really wanted there to be life around me – hustle and bustle, activity, chatter, warmth. I guess it provided distraction. I didn’t want anyone to leave, and to this day I wish they had been around more. I’ve always wanted a bigger family, but never more so than that day.


Visitors took turns going upstairs to see Mum and say goodbye for the final time, but I was finding it increasingly difficult to go into her bedroom because I couldn’t bear to see her looking dead. I felt desperate to protect the last image I had of her alive.


When the undertakers arrived to take Mum away I panicked – partly because I didn’t want her to go, knowing she’d never come back; but also because that meant I would have to go back into her room to get the dress we had chosen together three days earlier.


Mum had woken up and told us she thought she was going to die very soon. In panic, I started reeling off questions as they came into my head – things that I thought I might want to ask her in later years like, ‘How will I know you’re looking over me?’ and ‘What shall I call my children?’, to which Mum replied they would tell me. Then we had set about choosing an outfit from her vast wardrobe for her funeral. We decided on a dress and shoes and she also told me what jewellery she wanted to wear and was happy to have cremated with her.


That first day after Mum died was extraordinarily special. All of my brother’s friends and mine were there and we sat in the garden talking and laughing – great roaring laughter. I would never have believed anyone if they’d told me of the smiles and love that I would experience that day. I have never felt so held.


Towards the end of the day I started to get the ‘waves’: great sweeping rushes of agony that paralyse you for a moment and wash off you as quickly as they arrive. But with each one, I had my friends around me, breathing through the pain with me, crying with me. Strangely, I sometimes long for that day. I long for the warmth that came from being so surrounded and being so close to Mum’s death. I long for that day when everyone was thinking about her.


If only every day could have been like that one. And for a while it wasn’t far off. Some of my friends practically moved in – in fact, one of them did – but inevitably, over time, people started drifting. It was at this point, though, that the waves often seemed to drown me for a little while longer.


What Does It Feel Like?


It’s a strange thing having time to prepare for loss. What on earth do you do with it? Constantly imagine life without the one who’s dying? That’s certainly what I tried to do. I was so aware of having this precious time that, sadly, many people do not get, that I wanted to use it wisely. I wanted to ensure that I would never look back and think, ‘If only … ’


The truth is, you can’t ever really prepare. Yes, you can get all the practicalities sorted, and discuss funeral preferences, all of which does, inevitably, make difficult decisions easier later on. But you don’t really ever believe the person will die; and you certainly don’t think it’s true that once they have died, you can never ever see them again. So one way or another, the regrets do seep in eventually.


For me, the most important person in my life was now dead so, of course, the whole universe also had to cease to exist as it was at that moment. At least that’s how Death Day felt to me: and everything did actually stop in my immediate world. Anything that resembled normality became unrecognisable. I couldn’t relate to anyone whose life was about anything other than the fact that Mum had died. I even struggled to understand why strangers weren’t coming over to me and saying how sad they were.


I am conscious of how odd this must sound, but I think it was really just a desperate attempt to find some meaning in what had just happened. It was about recognising that this wonderful woman wasn’t alive any more. I think it came from a place of protectiveness, of Mum and her life – much like I’d imagine a parent feels for a child. I desperately wanted the memory of her life to be cherished by everyone. Of course, it was also, in part, a profound need for people to help soothe the pain of my loss. But it was also about acknowledging the fact that her life had been cut short.


No one ever knows how they will react when they lose someone they love, even if they have the time to prepare. My brother got busy making Bloody Marys for everyone. At the time, I couldn’t imagine ever sleeping again. In fact, I feared going to sleep because I was so frightened of waking up and forgetting for one second what had happened and then having to experience the horror of my new reality all over again. My dad, a few days later, went round the house packing all her silver and jewellery and anything remotely valuable into a suitcase and drove it to his farm in Sussex to keep it all safe. In his state of shock, he just needed to do something immediately, and this was the first thing that came to mind.


A rather refreshing thing to come from the sense that life has paused was, for me, that you can only really live from moment to moment. I remember being very aware that I felt like I sometimes did when travelling, in that I could only function on instinct. I wasn’t capable of really thinking about things: I just either did them or didn’t. Sometimes I needed to be prompted to do things, like eating and sleeping, but in terms of what I did with the days that followed – going to the shops, watching a movie, which movie to watch – my senses were so heightened as to what was right and wrong for me that I was more decisive than I have ever been before or since.


That’s not to say that every decision you make in this state is right – especially big ones – but in terms of day-to-day living, I felt totally in control. On the morning of Mum’s funeral, I sent a text to my best friend asking her to pass on a message to everyone to not hug me. It was a totally visceral feeling – I knew I did not want to be flooded with hugs, that my personal breathing space should not be invaded that day.


Although my dad was wonderful when Mum died, it cannot be denied that had my parents been together things would have been very different for me. For a start, I most probably wouldn’t have relied so heavily on my friends. As things stood, I did need my friends and the people around me to adapt to my rhythm, as much as they could. Some weren’t working full-time and for them it was much easier to stop their normal routine, but even those who had to go to work every day made an effort to immerse themselves in the strange, but ultimately, rather lovely bubble of constant love and company that was created in my mum’s house over the days and weeks that followed.


What Can You Say – and Avoid Saying?


On the whole, I liked talking about it, although not everybody does. For me, it helped to unravel this bizarre experience that had been imposed on my life.


My grandfather was particularly great at being openly inquisitive as to what my brother and I might be feeling. We went to visit him a few months after Mum died, at around the point people had begun to drift, and he effectively interviewed us. It was wonderful. He asked things like, ‘What does it feel like to lose a mother so young?’ and ‘Was there a moment when you knew it was going to happen?’ and ‘What is your most prominent last image of her?’ Of course, we spent most of the ‘interview’ crying, but when we got in the car to drive home we both breathed a huge sigh of relief – it was as though someone had just told us that the door to speak about Mum and this huge event we’d just experienced was still very much open, and that there were people on the other side of it with open arms waiting and ready to listen.


However, I also know now that I often expressed my grief vocally to serve the people around me. And this wasn’t always such a positive thing. The control freak in me took it upon herself to ensure that everyone around me understood what I was feeling, so that they’d feel safe in my company – and also so they’d think I was dealing with it well. Explaining my grief to others meant I could pretend to myself that I was strong. I believed that if I talked about my feelings articulately and presented them neatly and accessibly, then people wouldn’t worry about me and I could avoid feeling the feelings that would cause me to break down. The consequence of this was that over a year later I had a mountain of repressed and unaddressed raw grief that I had to actually ‘feel’. That was ugly.


The safest bet with words is to be honest. If you don’t know what to say, then say just that: ‘I don’t know what to say – this is awful.’ It was the people who tried to make it OK that drove me mad, saying things like, ‘You’re being so strong.’ You’re allowed to not know how to deal with it, so don’t feel you have to pretend; you’ll probably find that as soon as you admit to being frightened of talking about it, you won’t feel so frightened.

OEBPS/images/9780349403151.jpg
We Need to

Talk about
Grief

How to be a friend to the
one who’s left behind

ANNIE BROADBENT





OEBPS/images/Art_sborn.jpg





