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Grief
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When Charlie Brown responded to some disap-
pointment with his characteristic “Good Grief!” he
was actually close to telling the truth we need to tell
ourselves.

Can grief be “good”? As a natural response to the
enormity of loss, I suppose it could be called good.
Yet, the expression Charlie was using identifies the
jarring jumble of emotions that spill out when we are
“at aloss for words” and “lost” in our sorrow. It doesn’t
make sense so we say things that make no sense.
“Good Grief!” is like saying “Happy Hell!” or even “God
be with you.”

When my mother was dying she said, “I'll love you
forever.” It cut into me like a knife. Love and death in
the same room, in the same breath. How was Ito go on
with that, to carry that with me as I lived, loved and
breathed? It was nearly 30 years ago and I haven’t
worked that one out. Again, no place to go with that
love.

Some say mom is waiting in heaven for me. There’s
nothing comforting about that. She’s not here, with
me, so she’s supposed to be somewhere I can’t reach
and still loving me? I wouldn’t want that for her and I
sure don’t want that for me. So, I'm left missing her,
grieving her loss, but still feeling our love. That’s all
there is, so I have to live with that. Doesn’t matter if I
don’t like that.
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Maybe that’s what the burden of grief means-car-
rying it, the memory, the love, the person you knew,
while working it out. How do we do that? Talk about
it; tell stories; think, feel and appreciate life and living.
Truthfully, I don’t think grief ever gets “worked out”
any more than life is ever “figured out.”

Faith helps many people. But I think it’s best to be
honest, completely realistic. Someone is gone for
good and that doesn’t feel good because it’s not. We
may have to live with loss but we never have to “make
it all better” by imagining a way out of grief.

Grief isn’'t something we “get over” or even “get
through,” in my opinion. It’s a part of being human,
something we have to carry, heavy or not.

When my grandmother was dying I sat by her bed-
side and read her the poetry she loved. It made her
smile. The morning she died, my dad came into my
room and opened the curtains to let the light in. He
said, “This is the day the Lord hath made; let us rejoice
and be glad in it.”

He found comfort in those words, though neither
he nor I felt any gladness at all.

Griefis funny that way, because it’s not at all funny.
It’s just natural.
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