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Introduction


Going through grief and mourning is a profound human experience. It is highly individual, but also communal. As we do not live for ourselves and alone, we do not mourn for ourselves and isolated, but together in many different systems of families, friends and strangers. Everybody experiences his/her grief differently and expresses her/his mourning in different ways. Some understand it as a path they have to go down, some as different stages they have to go through. Some see mourning as a list of tasks that have to be worked through; some just see an overwhelming single task in front of them that with time becomes less overwhelming. Grief and mourning can be understood in different ways. It can be seen as a psychological problem that needs therapeutical help. It can be also understood as a human problem, that best is addressed with the methods of self-help. Or it can be understood as a spiritual experience that needs guidance and/or counselling.


The following model can be understood as both self-help and a proposal for counselling. The story, the explanations and the guiding questions can be read to understand one’s own grief and mourning better. It can also help to gain an understanding of the grief and mourning of others, which might be so totally different from our own. In this sense it can be understood as a method of self-help. It also could be used in a one-to-one counselling situation or a counselling group. Here it could serve as a method to facilitate communication about grief and mourning, hopefully leading to a deeper understanding.


The story was purposely not designed in a particular religious or Christian framework. It is not an attempt to explain life and death spiritually. It is an attempt to help people to understand their own grief and the experience of grief of others.


The narrative can be read and used by itself, without the need of further theoretical explanations. For many people, especially when this model is used in a group, this might be enough. People connect to the different places and buildings in the narrative intuitively and fill those places with their own experiences and meaning. Others might want to reflect on the different situations in a more theoretical way. The second part of this book offers some reflections on the different places. This might be helpful for some but can be especially important for those leading this model in a group setting.


The questions after each part of the narrative are an invitation to start to think about those places. Some of them might help; some might not be important at a specific moment at all. They can be used for personal reflection or starting points for a conversation.





Living in the Village of grief


THE DREAM


After many weeks I finally could sleep again and woke up in a dream. I found myself in a deep forest, surrounded by darkness. Tall trees stood around me, blocking out the sky and sun. I did not know, if it was day or night, I was caught in the grey of dusk or dawn. There was no path, no way around me, no way to go, but I started to walk, wandering aimlessly in the forest of my grief and loss. I was alone, had no place to go, no reason to walk. My bare feet felt the stones and the rough ground, every step hurt. My hands, my face, my body felt the thorns and the hard twigs and the burning leaves. No part of my self was whole, everything hurt. So I walked for a long, endless time, in loss and grief, in sorrow and loneliness.


Then the forest thinned, and I stepped out into open space. Soft grass led me down towards a little village of small houses nestled in a valley around a central square. Slowly I walked towards the houses. I could see the light in the windows, smell the smoke from the chimneys, could feel the peace. As I approached, I saw people coming towards me, smiling, greeting me.

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
LIVING IN THE
VILLAGE OF GRIEF

Axel Schwaigert, Mary Smail





