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Praise for Normal Broken


“Normal Broken is the rare book about grief that tells the whole truth without empty platitudes and welcomes readers at any stage of grieving. Kelly Cervantes’s loving and often hilarious voice guides readers by drawing on her own experience of loss and offering the wisdom she learned while traveling through grief’s dark tunnel. The real gift of this book is that it offers hope and company for losses of all sizes and shapes, and I know I will return to it for years to come.”


—Christie Tate, author of New York Times bestselling GROUP and BFF


“Kelly Cervantes gently leads us through our own unique grief journey with compassion, empathy, and heart. Feeling broken together is what binds us in this human experience, and Normal Broken shows us beautifully how to do that for each other and ourselves.”


—Meredith Ethington, author of The Mother Load


“More than a poignant memoir, Normal Broken is a validating friend for anyone laden with grief. Whether we are in the acute, early days of loss or dreading yet another chronic milestone, this book offers support and solidarity without judgment or agenda. Informed by her hard-earned insights, Kelly Cervantes beautifully unburdens grievers with permissions we didn’t know we needed and subtly models a mini but mighty micro-measurement to help us inch toward healing.”


—Stephanie Sarazin, author of Soulbroken


“Stunning. Heartbreaking. Beautiful. Thank you, Kelly, for helping us heal.”


—Leslie Means, founder and owner of Her View From Home and author of Wall Street Journal bestselling God Made a Mother


“In Normal Broken, Kelly Cervantes chronicles a mother’s heart-wrenching journey of having, loving, and ultimately losing her firstborn daughter, Adelaide. While I’ve certainly experienced loss, I’ve never known the magnitude of grief that comes from experiencing child loss. My only concern going into this book was that I might struggle to relate, but ten minutes later, I’d opened a highlighter and yelled for the kids to pipe down. Normal Broken is so much more than a mother’s journey toward healing. It’s a survivor’s guide for the scariest, twistiest valley of the human experience—loss. Unafraid of her own grief (or a delightfully dark joke), Cervantes writes with the Band-Aid off and shows us the process of healing. Part breathtaking, part heartbreaking, and 100-percent full of hope, Normal Broken is here for the grief conversation with the much-needed voice of a friend.”


—Mary Katherine Backstrom, author of Crazy Joy and Holy Hot Mess


“Harrowingly transparent, Kelly Cervantes’s soul-baring Normal Broken is a dear companion for those who are suffering, a glimmer of hope when all seems lost, and a poignantly delivered reminder that even when mired in the chaos of grief, we are not alone. It is essential reading for those who are struggling to endure the unimaginable.”


—Daniel Lerner, coauthor of U Thrive
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For the broken.


In memory of Adelaide and all the bugs.









Introduction


Life is pain, Highness. Anyone who says differently is selling something.


—William Goldman


Grief sucks. It’s also weird. Basically, it sucks and it’s weird. It also happens to be an unavoidable part of life.


Did you know that there is a Grief Awareness Day? It’s August 30th, if you were curious. I remember discovering that and wondering who were the lucky prats that were so untouched by grief that they needed to have a day in order to be aware of it. If you are reading these opening lines, I can only assume that you do not fall into that category. I’m so sorry you’re not one of the lucky prats, but I am glad you’re here.


I came to write this book a bit begrudgingly. Not because I didn’t believe that it needed to be written, but because I knew how difficult it would be to write: let’s sit in all my worst emotions and memories, and analyze how they affected me and what I learned from them. Sounds like an anxiety attack waiting to happen, right? Thankfully, I’ve kept a blog since 2018 chronicling much of the major grief I’ve experienced, so I was able to reexamine the state of mind I had at the time. What I discovered surprised me.


In so many ways I still feel beleaguered and broken by my losses, but time’s persistent trudge forward has dragged me along, too. Returning to my blogs allowed me to see how far I’ve come. My once-fresh wounds have scabbed over, my endurance in daily life has strengthened, and I am no longer living life from moment to moment. Sure, sometimes I find myself picking at those scabs, gushing grief all over again, or I push myself too far and land back in a fetal position, tapped of physical and emotional energy. But I am healing.


That was a significant discovery, considering that early in my grief journey I wasn’t sure that I wanted to heal. My daughter Adelaide passed away in 2019, five days shy of her fourth birthday, but I had been grieving her long before she left us. In May 2016, the same week my husband landed the lead role of Hamilton in the brand-new Chicago production of the blockbuster musical, our daughter was diagnosed with epilepsy. She was only seven months old at the time and would be wracked by seizures for the rest of her brief life. They were years that my husband, Miguel, would compare to holding on to a rocket in one hand while dragging a parachute behind you with the other.


Several months before she passed, doctors determined that whatever was causing Adelaide’s seizures was neurodegenerative and there was nothing else that could be done to help her. By the time she died, I felt like a professional griever. It was a routine part of my day. I had grieved the milestones she missed, the words she never spoke, the smiles she forfeited, and the entire life I had dreamed for her—all before I ever grieved her physical loss. Not that any of this made her death any easier to process, though, admittedly, I had hoped it might (more on that later).


Then, only days after Adelaide died, my grief was compounded when we learned Miguel would take over as Hamilton on Broadway. This meant leaving our beloved Chicago community to return to New York City after three years away. What should have been amazing news (being Hamilton in Hamilton on Broadway!!!), I would instead view as taking us away from our supportive friends, who had known Adelaide better than anyone else. Five months later, in March 2020, just ten performances into Miguel’s Broadway run, the world was thrown into collective quarantine. At this point, I was fairly confident that I had been cast in some sort of cosmic shit show.


Not only did my grief become destructive, but I had absolutely zero interest in healing, perhaps because for much of Adelaide’s life my love for her got tangled up in the emotional pain I experienced at the hands of her medical condition. If I tried to heal, that would require me to let go of the pain and, by extension, I thought, my daughter. I hadn’t been able to physically keep Adelaide in our lives, so you better believe I had no intention of letting go of her emotionally, ergo the attachment to pain.


Yet everywhere I turned, I felt like healing thoughts, vibes, and prayers were being flung in my direction. It took time, intense reflection, and a heavy dose of anti-depressants for me to understand that healing was going to happen whether I wanted it to or not. Time heals, it just does. Ready or not, here it comes, and in its wake we are left with scars. Scars we are taught to hide away—which is probably why I equated healing with forgetting.


But our scars aren’t something to be embarrassed by or insecure about. They are reminders of battles fought—so why not accept and own the lines of the scar? What if instead of burying the scars under clothes and fake smiles, we displayed them with honor and remembrance? What if you could turn your jagged, tough skin into a work of art by designing a beautiful tattoo around it? That, to me, is healing: the reminders of the pain are still there, but the marks they leave behind and the person we become as a result pay homage to a life lived. After all, the only reason loss hurts so much is because we love so hard. There is no loss without love, and there is nothing more beautiful (or complicated) in this world than love. So, it stands to reason that we should be able to find beauty, and even create beauty, out of our losses.


Through writing and sharing my blog, Inchstones, I discovered—even during some of my darkest moments—that I was far from alone in my thoughts and experiences. I also discovered that I’m pretty good at putting those often-irrational feelings into words so that others could relate to and identify with them. I didn’t start writing the blog to help others. It was part of my own therapeutic journey, a way to process my life in eight-hundred-word weekly installments. But it did help others, and knowing that, in turn, helped me feel that maybe all this pain didn’t need to be in vain. Normal Broken was born out of this desire to lend a hand and help others find their own words. Even if that means simply sitting in the dark together, acknowledging our brokenness, and feeling broken together.


What you can expect from this book are honest pieces of my personal story and the candid realizations I made along the way that helped me survive and, yes, even heal. You probably won’t connect with everything here because we all grieve differently—and that’s okay! I would never presume to tell anyone how to grieve, but I do hope that you can pull nuggets from my trials and insights that can help make your own grief journey a little less treacherous. Or, at the very least, feel you are not navigating it alone.


Another thing you should know about this book is that, while it is segmented into chapters because that is how books work, that does not mean that I’ve discovered some magical order to healing. Grief is many things, but linear is not one of them. Just as what we are grieving varies, so does how we process it. Please feel free to take these chapters in whatever order you need as you navigate your grief. Let this book meet you where you are at whatever moment you happen to arrive there.


While I’m dismantling how books are read, let me also confess that self-help books have never been my jam. I’ve never dealt well with people telling me what to do—even as a child I insisted on learning by doing everything myself (“I do it! I do it!”). So, in this book you will not find boldfaced type with bullet-pointed advice, because I could never write a book that I wouldn’t read myself. I should also add that I am not a therapist, counselor, or social worker, and this book is not to be confused with psychiatric guidance. I am a typical woman who has experienced unimaginable loss and is still stumbling through my grief. Which, I hope, makes this book accessible and approachable. So, expect more of this helped me and less of research shows this is what healthy grieving should look like. These pages are not meant to be a guide. Instead, think of them as a companion to support you during a super-shitty time in your life.


However, I do have one kind of self-help-adjacent trick that I suggest trying: writing. By putting words to my most hollowing emotions and confusing thoughts, I have been able to blow away the oppressive grief fog more effectively than a high-powered fan in a Beyoncé music video. Look, I’m not going to tell you to drink less and exercise more because, well, duh. I’m also not about to bore you with statistics about how journaling benefits mood, memory, sleep, and self-confidence.1 But this writing thing? I’m pretty passionate about it.


There is so much power in putting our trials and triumphs into words—in naming what drives our conscious thoughts. Aside from a few dependable humans and one devoted canine, writing is the thing that is most responsible for my progress. But because I am well aware of how daunting a blank page can be, I have included writing prompts after each chapter where you can add your own thoughts, lists, or revelations. The prompts include questions and ideas that have swirled in my head over time and will hopefully jumpstart different trains of thought and streams of consciousness in you as you continue on your own journey. If this makes you cringe or roll your eyes, I feel you. But I really do recommend giving it a try, and if you hate it, no worries. Just pretend like those pages don’t even exist in the book and move on to the next. You’re not going to hurt my feelings. You do you.


Oh! One last thing I need you to know: grief should never be a competition. Mark Twain said, “Nothing that grieves us can be called little: by the eternal laws of proportion a child’s loss of a doll and a king’s loss of a crown are events of the same size.”2 Whether you are showing up today having lost a parent, spouse, friend, or child; whether you are grieving your previous life, a career, a version of yourself, or a future life you had envisioned; whether you are grieving someone who is deeply alive but so very far away—your grief is valid. If you find this concept challenging because you believe that your loss pales in comparison to others’, or, conversely, you are growing ever more annoyed with those who you perceive as suffering from less than you are, I recommend flipping ahead to Chapter 11: When Gratitude Is a Struggle, where we take on comparative and competitive grief. Our feelings are justified by our lived experiences and resulting perspective: one person’s toy is another person’s kingdom, and that principle must be honored without judging others or, perhaps more commonly, judging ourselves. We cannot expect to heal if we are concerned about how our grief fits into a fictitious hierarchy of our own design.


Alright then. With all that out of the way, let’s try to start suturing our wounds and creating works of art out of these hard-earned scars.
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When Getting Out of Bed Deserves a Medal


I told her once I wasn’t good at anything. She told me survival is a talent.


—Susanna Kaysen


No one told me how much time I would spend in bed the weeks, months, and years following Adelaide’s death. No one told me—or maybe I just wasn’t paying attention when they did—how exhausting grief is.


Yes, of course it’s emotionally exhausting, but it is also physically and mentally debilitating. Every cell of my body yearned to be horizontal and covered in cotton. It was an exacting feat to rise in the morning, and it required an equally strenuous effort to resist my bed’s siren song to return. I often fell victim to its haunting melody, filled with false promises of returning to the days when my daughter was alive. The days when I would lie beside her in her twin bed, snuggle into her neck, and savor the scent of her baby-soft skin. Back when I wondered if all this time I’d already spent grieving her would count as time served. I wasn’t a prisoner per se, but I had spent the better part of three years willingly chained to my medically complex daughter. I had grieved the first words never uttered, the first steps never taken, the first day of preschool never attended. There had been plenty of celebrations as well, but the grief was always there, tingeing our best moments together like a bad photo filter. Certainly, all those tears must count for something?


When I told my mental-health-therapist mother about my hope for time-served grief, she smiled gently and all too knowingly before telling me she didn’t think it worked that way. That I ought to expect a year or two of intense grief before I began to feel like some semblance of myself again.


A year?! Or two?!


What she didn’t tell me then, but would clue me in to a few months later, when the concept wasn’t quite so overwhelming, was that I would never truly feel like me again. I had been forever changed. I needed to constantly remind myself of that in those first few years. I wasn’t pushing forward to get back to who I was, but instead pushing forward to grow into the next version of myself.


Still, after Adelaide passed, and I connected with people who had lost a loved one suddenly as well as those who had known the end was coming, I concluded that my idea of time served could apply to those early days after her passing. My years of pre-grieving, if you will, allowed me to hit fast-forward on the shock and acceptance of our lost future in a way those stunned by loss could not and cannot.


Regardless, I am still left with a gaping void where my child used to be. I am still left with an unknown future because my entire existence revolved around her. I am still left with the guilt of acknowledging how much easier our life is now without her physical presence.


I am still left.


My “time served” didn’t lessen the pain or the length of my sentence. I just processed it all a little differently than those shocked by their loss. Not better, not worse, just different. We’ve all been left. The world moves on, creeping forward one excruciating day at a time with no concern for who’s taking part.


Making our way through grief can feel like we are swimming through syrup. It is thick, sticky, and gets on everything. Every action takes so much more additional effort. Then, when you look behind you, exhausted and fighting to stay above the surface, you realize you’ve barely moved from where you were.


And there are the times when no forward motion seems possible. You are stagnant, treading tar. The first time I felt this was a few months after Adelaide had passed. The meal train had concluded, the flowers had long since died and been thrown away, and, aside from the looks of pity in some people’s eyes when they greeted me, most everyone else had moved on. I was going to meetings, running errands, and generally doing life, but I felt directionless, purposeless.


When a friend, who had lost her father not too long before we said goodbye to Adelaide, asked where I was in the grieving process, I explained that I had moved past the debilitating phase where slothing is a legitimate activity, but I still felt off. Truer still was that I felt like my own skin was vacant. As if, out in the world, I was wearing a mask of my own face and wondering if anyone could tell. I felt empty. Like I’d taken up residence in some sort of grief limbo: going through the essential motions of life, committing to what was absolutely needed of me, but making no effort to go further. I mean, how did anyone actually expect me to function in this new normal without my daughter?


Then, a few months after speaking with my grieving friend, and after moving eight hundred miles away from all our friends who knew Adelaide best—in the middle of a pandemic—with the one-year anniversary of her death looming in front of me like an F5 tornado ready to destroy all my hard-fought healing, I found myself not just stuck, but actually regressing. I was lost and depressed. I felt broken. Not in a way that could be fixed with a spot of superglue, but irreparably shattered. I had reverted back to slothing.


With most activities and events still on hold and no dire purpose for me within our home, I found little reason to vacate the covers. There was more than one instance where I decided it would be easier if I wasn’t alive anymore. I didn’t wish for death exactly; I never made plans to carry it out. But my grief was heavier than the air in a crowded sauna, and if there had been a tragic accident that took my life, I would have gone in peace. I decided that Miguel and our then seven-year-old son, Jackson, would be okay without me, eventually. They already had each other to depend on, which was more than I could guarantee either of them had from me.


Rationally, I knew this feeling was probably normal, though a smidge alarming. I understood that it was important to give myself time to recalibrate; I got that this was all part of the process. But at the same time, I was also anxious to get on with it. It wasn’t super comfortable existing this way, so how long was this phase going to last? It had been months since my friend had asked me where I was in the grief process—when would I get to feel like me again? Or some new version of me? Was this the new version of me? Good lord, I hoped not!


These were all rhetorical questions, of course. No one could give me an answer, especially since the grieving process is different for everyone. But I wanted a finish line and a goal to meet. That was how I had functioned up to this point in my life, whether with sales quotas at my events job or executing treatment plans as Adelaide’s caregiver. Where was my checklist, and who was erasing the progress I had made? My life flipped upside down in a single second when Adelaide died. It only seemed fair that it would flip right side up again just as suddenly, no?


What’s that you say? Life’s not fair? Clearly.


Fair or not, life does tend to give us signs when we are heading in the right direction. Like mile markers or landmarks by which we can navigate. I was driving down the street in our new hometown when I saw a mural on the side of a building that said “SURVIVE.” Nothing else, just “SURVIVE” in bright, spray-painted graffiti letters. I clung to that word because grief is something we live with, not so unlike the way someone grappling with addiction lives with their disease. They will say that they’re in recovery, but rarely that they have recovered. Similarly, I will never consider myself as a “survivor” or having survived my loss. No, it is a constant effort to survive. Some days the effort is minimal; other days that tornado is barreling straight toward me. But even then, or perhaps especially then, I have to look past the wind-tossed cow flying in front of my windshield and focus on surviving.


But how do you maneuver around that cow and start making forward progress again, especially if your inner compass isn’t entirely sure which way forward even is? What I discovered is fairly simple compared to the complexities of grief: choose what feels right now. Don’t worry about the future, try not to dwell entirely on the past, and focus on the present and what needs to be done, or what you want to do, in this exact moment.


This means giving yourself permission to be productive when the mood strikes. Have the energy to start that home project that’s been on the list for months? Do it! Inspired to clean the bathroom? By all means. Up for a call with a friend? Reach out! My salve was organizing. I love when everything has a place, regardless of whether my children or husband are capable of acknowledging said thing’s place. There were dozens of other more pressing tasks on my list, but instead I switched out the seasonal clothes in my closet, cleaned out the junk drawer, and went through the bible-high stack of papers on the desk. Whatever it is that you feel like you can do, do it, and do it free from any corresponding guilt. Don’t worry about something else you should be doing. Don’t worry about if you’re grieving enough or too little or how others might perceive your activity. The important thing is to do when doing feels right.


But this also means relieving yourself of similar guilt when you need to crawl back into bed thirty minutes later. It means saying yes to a dinner invitation, but then when the day arrives and the thought of leaving your home has you reaching for your anti-anxiety meds, allowing yourself to cancel.


So lean into those moments of productivity. Because being productive feels good—it gets those endorphins flowing. A ball in motion stays in motion, and all that. But keep in mind that grief doesn’t always adhere to the laws of physics, and our balls can roll along quite merrily until they just stop—no signs, no warning, just no more motion. When that happens, give yourself a moment . . . or a nap. Give in to grief’s weirder manifestations. For me, that means listening to an audio recording of my daughter’s oxygen concentrator. Here is a machine that I’d loathed: big, bulky, noisy, and tethered to Adelaide for the better part of the last year of her life. Then, after she passed, I found no sound more comforting than its bubbling water, puffing air, buzzing motor, and rattling plastic where the casing was coming apart. Like a white noise machine, I fell asleep to it for weeks.


“What helps you sleep? Melatonin? Chamomile tea? A nice warm bath?” someone might have asked. Nope. The sweet, sweet, sounds of a worse-for-wear oxygen concentrator. I imagine it’s like someone else listening to mundane old voicemails about picking up more eggs.


Grief is weird. So very, very weird.


I remember people telling me to take it “a day at a time.” They clearly did not know how long a day actually was. By choosing whatever feels right now, you only need to take the first scootch forward. It’s a lesson I had learned early in my daughter’s care: focus on inchstones, not milestones. Especially in the early childhood years, people focus so much on your child meeting milestones. But when your child is disabled, those milestones may take longer to achieve or look very different from what you had expected. So, instead of focusing on the milestones of, say, walking, you focus on the inchstones it takes to get there: better head control, or lifting and lowering a foot while in a gait trainer.


For the first two years of Adelaide’s life, we lived inchstone to inchstone, noting each time she sat unassisted a few seconds longer than she had the week before or vocalized a new sound or reached more consistently for an object. My concerns were still there, but as long as we were making progress, albeit mind-numbingly slow progress, I stayed hopeful. However, when Adelaide began regressing and our worst nightmare—that her condition was neurodegenerative—was confirmed, my original conception of inchstones became cold comfort. It was then that inchstones took on a new meaning for me. Just because I could no longer see even a half-inchstone’s worth of progress in Adelaide’s development didn’t mean that I couldn’t personally live inchstone to inchstone.


This philosophy carried me through Adelaide’s last months and continues to guide me well after her passing. After all, milestones don’t stop in childhood; there are graduations and marriages, careers and families. Adelaide taught me how to celebrate my personal inchstones on the way to life’s milestones—and this same logic can apply to grief. Celebrate getting out of bed, getting dressed, doing laundry, or leaving the house. Celebrate meeting up with a friend, feeling emotionally stable, or making it through a day without a nap. By focusing on my inchstones, I was able to lighten the weight of life’s grander pressures.


It helped me to make a to-do list with the most basic of activities. Celebrating the act of crossing off “brush teeth” may seem like a low bar, but remember those weeks when you couldn’t remember the last time you had in fact brushed your teeth? This is progress! These are your inchstones! By breaking things down and acknowledging even the smallest bit of progress, we can get an endorphin boost to keep our little ball rolling along.


Allow yourself to celebrate surviving another day, whether that’s with a piece of dark chocolate you have stashed away from prying eyes or by listening to their favorite song for the thousandth time. Small goals will inevitably build upon each other, and rewarding yourself is an encouragement to keep going. The tar will loosen around your ankles, and you can move forward again.


While we’re giving our minds gold star stickers for everyday tasks, it’s also important not to neglect our bodies. In the intro, I promised I wasn’t going to tell you to work out more, and I swear that is not where this is headed. It’s just that it turns out that grief can take a physical toll on our bodies as well. I’m talking beyond the exhaustion and the weight gain or loss—there can be actual physical ramifications of grief. Dr. Marilyn Mendoza, a clinical instructor at Tulane University and private practice psychologist, found that grief can in fact affect all twelve of the body’s systems. (For those of you who also fared poorly in your high school human physiology class, those are the cardiovascular, digestive, endocrine, integumentary, immune, lymphatic, muscular, nervous, renal, reproductive, respiratory, and skeletal systems.) Yeah, you read that right. Grief is not just emotional, it can impact every part of our bodies.


“In fact,” Dr. Mendoza writes, “during the first four to six months after the loss of a loved one, people are more likely to experience some type of physical problem, with men being at greater risk than women.”3 Essentially, grief is something that we must physically survive. And while grief can pop up anywhere in our bodies, it most commonly affects our immune, digestive, cardiovascular, and nervous systems. Basically, there is a reason we use words like “gut-wrenching,” “heartbreaking,” “numb,” and “shattered” to describe how grief makes us feel: it can literally do each of these things.


Awesome. Wow.


Which brings me to the week before Adelaide died, when I was sleeping in her bed every night. Not because I needed to, necessarily; she was hooked up to machines that would alert us if anything happened, and we had nurses in our home most nights. But I desperately needed to spend every last moment with her that I could. By that point, we were basically waiting for her to die—it was gut-wrenching and heartbreaking and numbing and shattering. The only saving grace of those days was that she was still with us. Other than that, they were basically torture.


One of those horrible, awful, no-good mornings while waiting for her to die, I woke up in her bed, not able to open my eyes. No, I did not have pink eye, and I had not been crying so much that they swelled shut. It was an inflammatory response that would sporadically occur again and again over the following year, each time lasting several days before my eyes would return to some sort of normal—a little faster if I used some of Adelaide’s leftover steroids. Was taking my dead daughter’s prescription medications a responsible decision? Absolutely not. Did it help? Sure did.


As obvious as it may seem in hindsight, it took me months to realize this was all provoked by my grief and not some ill-timed skin care blunder or new sporadically occurring allergy. But knowing that I hadn’t somehow brought it on myself helped. More importantly, though, it pointed me in the right direction: toward a specialist who could do something about it.


Another fun fact: the physical effects from grief are more likely to exacerbate pre-existing conditions.4 For me, that was skin sensitivity and allergies. With the help of an allergist, I was finally able to get control of these reactions; however, even to this day, if I don’t take the right combination of medications, I can feel a burning itch on my eyelids. And I wasn’t able to find that correct combination before the inflammation response forever changed the shape of my eyes—one now opens a bit less than the other.


These enduring physical effects are just as legitimate and grief-induced as the emotional ones. They are not in our heads and they are not our fault. In fact, as heavy as grief can be, it makes perfect sense that our minds would need our bodies to share the load. Give yourself just as many gold stars for surviving grief’s physical effects as you do its emotional ones. And remember that when the world comes calling—your boss, a parent, your child, and they need an email reply, an errand, or breakfast—all you need to do is keep going. Keep surviving one inchstone at a time. Low-hanging fruit is the bar. On better days, we can reach for those higher branches—and one day, you will shock yourself by grasping them.


One day, maybe not today, but someday.


Okay, so I get into this in more detail in chapter five, but writing seriously helped me process my grief. Putting our wildest thoughts and most untenable emotions into words helps contain them. Like putting a leash on a stray dog. They are still a little wild, but you have more control, and in time can even lead them in a more positive direction. Truly, there is nothing that helped me more than writing. Still, the last thing I want these after-chapter prompts to feel like is book club fodder (though, if you want to use them that way, by all means do!). Also unlike a book club, no one is going to force you to participate. But should you decide to give it a try, allow your responses to be personal and vulnerable, maybe even a little uncomfortable—I promise I won’t share with anyone.


So, at the risk of feeling a little self-help-y: What are some of your weirder impulses that are driven by your grief? Are there ways your grief has affected you physically? What are the simple tasks you enjoy doing that can motivate you to escape the comfort of your bed?


If these prompts don’t connect with you, feel free to write about anything that does.
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“Normal Broken is the rare book about grief that tells the whole truth
without empty platitudes and welcomes readers at any stage of grieving.”

—CHRISTIE TATE, New York Times bestselling author of Group and BFF
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