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…Grief melts away

Like snow in May

As if there were no such cold thing.

Who would have thought my shrivel’d heart

Could have recovered greenness?...

from George Herbert, ‘The Flower’




We read to know that we’re not alone

C.S. Lewis in William Nicholson,
Shadowlands


CONTENTS

Preface

Olive Kitteridge on being bereaved

Gilgamesh: The earliest story of grief

D.H. Lawrence: ‘Be careful, then, and be gentle about death’

Sir Walter Scott: Statues of snow

Meeting misfortune: Constantine Cavafy

The Buddha and the mustard seed

A mother’s loss: Alice Thomas Ellis

Virgil: The tears of things

Wilfred Owen: ‘Futility’

Julian Barnes: The defeat of death by style

Elizabeth Bishop: ‘One Art’

‘Death is no more’: Leo Tolstoy

Elegy to a wife: Henry King

A Stoic death: Seneca

A father’s grief in Beowulf

Stop all the clocks

Shakespearean mourning

Maggie O’Farrell: Dealing with clothes

Martial: An epigram

Somerset Maugham: Last words

Going beyond grief: Michel de Montaigne

The Horses of Achilles

T.S. Eliot: ‘Little Gidding’

Edna St Vincent Millay: ‘Time does not bring relief’

Rilke’s dark interval

Rousseau: The fear of mortality

Ben Jonson: ‘On My First Son’

Tennyson: In Memoriam

Domesticating grief: Emily Dickinson

Alan Turing: The counter-intuitive reality of ‘aliveness’

Spiritualism: Beyond the veil

Henry Vaughan: ‘They are all gone into the world of light’

From Verses on the Death of Dr. Swift, by Jonathan Swift

Douglas Dunn: The ‘grief before the grief’

Nick Cave: A paradoxical effect

Wittgenstein: Tractatus Logico-Philosophicus

Wordsworth: That thought’s return

Joan Didion and the sadness of dolphins

The open tomb: Christina Rossetti

Grief as background music: A.E. Housman

A world without sky: Meghan O’Rourke

Mary Elizabeth Frye: ‘Do not stand at my grave and weep’

James Fenton: ‘What would the dead want from us’

From Tom Stoppard’s Rosencrantz and Guildenstern are dead

Goethe: Conversations with Eckermann

Thom Gunn: The Man with Night Sweats

Thomas Hardy: Waiting in unhope

Ecclesiastes ix, 4–6

Virginia Woolf: Final letter to her husband, Leonard, 18 March 1941

From Adonais, Shelley’s Elegy on the death of John Keats

C.S. Lewis: A Grief Observed

Dorothy Parker: ‘But Not Forgotten’

Albert Einstein: Finding peace and serenity

Venerable Bede: From the Ecclesiastical History of England

W.E. Henley: Death, ‘the ruffian on the stair’

John Donne: ‘A bracelet of bright hair about the bone’

Joyce Grenfell: ‘If I Should Go’

Kathryn Schultz: Celebrating impermanence



[image: illustration]

HOW TO USE THIS EBOOK
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Look out for linked text (which is in blue) throughout the ebook that you can select to help you navigate between related recipes.


PREFACE

In late winter my much-loved sister Prue, younger brother Stephen and I made up a bedraggled and irritable convoy, with the shared intention of scattering our Mother’s ashes in Golders Green crematorium gardens. Easy-going Stephen lugged the surprisingly heavy metal urn whose bottom – whenever the wrong lever was touched – kept opening prematurely, so that occasional traces of Mother spewed out onto our path behind us. It felt as strange and disrespectful to leave this trail behind us as it did to try to scoop it up by hand. We finally found the site dedicated to our father’s ashes, and then proceeded to our stepfather’s. Our aim was to divide Mother’s remains equally between her first and second husbands, and Prue had brought a silver fork she had cavalierly collected from my kitchen to mash soil and ash together, a duty she now carried out. The fork did not suffer unduly.

A few weeks after this touching and comical interlude Stephen was diagnosed with a stage four cancer described in medical textbooks with the sinister adjective ‘occult’, meaning secretive. He died that August. Prue was diagnosed not long after. She died on 2 January 2013. If you include our young collie bitch, Sky, that made four rapid deaths in as many years. I was in my sixties and should not have been surprised. But I felt nonetheless unprepared.

How do you ‘prepare’ for bereavement? Christian faith once helped. So (perhaps) did the codes of dress and behaviour with which our Victorian ancestors ritualised and thus recognised different stages of mourning. Nothing much prepares us nowadays. Many theoretical books and articles about grief and mourning are published each year, but no ‘theory’ helps the bereaved much, precisely because grief so strips us naked and profoundly wounds us; and theory, like belief, can in such circumstances seem an insulting irrelevance. Nothing pre-cooked helps. No quick fix, no one-shot deal. No solution, and little comfort. Elizabeth Gilbert has pointed out that grief is a force of energy that cannot be controlled or predicted. ‘Grief does not obey your plans, or your wishes. Grief will do whatever it wants to you, whenever it wants to. In that regard, Grief has a lot in common with Love.’1

About the possible violence entailed in grieving, a recent US radio programme was eloquent. This American Life chooses a weekly theme on which to hang different stories. In May 2021 they broadcast a programme wittily entitled ‘Good Grief’. The first of its powerful narratives foregrounds Rob Delaney, an American comedian, actor, writer, and activist. Delaney in 2018 witnessed the death at home of his two-year-old-son Henry from a brain tumour; he records the experience of bereavement as ferocious and capricious.

Delaney couldn’t believe that his baby had died, his experience of grief resembling psychosis. He forgot the PIN for his bank card and failed to recognise someone with whom he worked all the time. He felt physical pain, fatigue and confusion. And he punched himself in the nose and bloodied himself. ‘I remember, I think the day my son died or the day after, I hit myself in the face. I don’t know why I did it, but I gave myself a bloody nose.’

He had learned some skills from years of sobriety, which – when the intense storms of sadness and anger and confusion came up – helped him not to look away from the pain, try to manage them or push them away, ‘but rather let them move through me as they needed to do… So I do try to be kind of brutal when I talk about it. And I feel like the worse of a picture I can paint, then the better friend I’ve been to you. It’s going to be a real nightmare for a good long while. And you’re going to cry, and you’ll probably puke sometimes.’ Delaney might well understand Olive Kitteridge’s riposte, learning of a friend’s recent bereavement: ‘Then you’re in hell.’2

For many of us, some resources nonetheless remain. One is the shared experiences of others. The testimony of survivors is available and helpful. ‘We read to know that we’re not alone,’ as the character of C.S. Lewis says in Shadowlands, William Nicholson’s play deriving from his book A Grief Observed. Writing can sometimes speak directly to us, be a comfort, a source of inspiration and strength; even, sometimes, of comedy. It is true that ‘being well read doesn’t help when someone who matters dies’.3 However, if grief can feel like an obliteration of identity (about which more, later), reading can re-constitute some sense of community. And there is a bewildering abundance of possible material. Charles Causley’s biting poem – not included here – ‘Ten Types of Hospital Visitor’ satirises the incompetent and aggravating onlookers who manifest either as vampires, know-alls, relentlessly cheerful or perhaps as needing the sick and the dying to reassure them. Unskilled in any case at simply sharing space. Both C. S. Lewis and Julian Barnes record their Causley-like anger at the ineptitude of survivors. They condemn those who attempt trite condolence; but at the same time they also censure those who avoid all or any uncomfortable mention of the dead. It seems that mourning and anger are related. Both are symptoms of powerlessness. No accident that the word ‘grief’ is related to ‘grievance.’

The epitome of well-meaning inadequacy is surely Henry Scott-Holland’s poem ‘Death is Nothing At All’ – often recited at funerals, with its saccharine cant about the dead person having simply gone into the next room. Scott-Holland, a priest at St Paul’s Cathedral, read this poem as part of his sermon on the death of Edward VII in 1910. It ends: ‘All is well./Nothing is hurt; nothing is lost./One brief moment and all will be as it was before./How we shall laugh at the trouble of parting when we meet again!’ Perhaps this can comfort those of Christian faith. His poem may seem to others nonsensical, a consoling or insulting bromide.

A second resource is Buddhism in its earliest form. Here no false consolation is offered, no promise of future reunion in the Sweet By-and-By. When asked how the cosmos started, how it will end, and whether there is life-after-death, the Buddha preserved a noble silence and passed on. Buddhism has few if any outlandish or superstitious beliefs – no Virgin Birth, no Resurrection of the Body and no God either – to sign up to as entry requirements.4 No affiliation is necessary, and there is nothing to join. Buddhism nonetheless characterises human life as having three non-negotiable Marks: Suffering, Impermanence and Egolessness (i.e. nothing lasts, because nothing has a fixed or permanent identity). And suffering in Buddhism is not something by which I am unfairly singled out or victimised, but impersonal and universal, defining life itself – not gloomily, just factually. The underlying thinking of this anthology is Buddhist. We are said to be the sole species that knows it must die; and yet we are also the species that finds death unimaginable and accordingly conjures myths to protect us and pretend death isn’t real and that there might be ‘bananas in heaven’.5 Death and dying, it has been said, insult us.

Depression is one common reaction to apprehending the Three Marks; while the so-called ‘Genuine Heart of Sadness’ is its exact opposite. These two at first hearing sound so similar that ‘feeling sad’ and ‘feeling depressed’ are phrases carelessly used as if interchangeable. But they are opposite states. Depression means repression. It entails closing off, shutting down, cocooning the bereaved from impermanence, loss and change. The ‘Genuine Heart of Sadness’, by contrast, is an open-hearted surrender to the contingency of life. From this point of view, grief is the background music of life itself.

If certain Buddhists have understood this polarisation, they are scarcely alone. Here Rabbi Nachman (1772-1810) comes to mind. This great 18th-century Hassidic Rabbi from Ukraine taught on the difference between broken-heartedness and depression and the difficulty of distinguishing one from the other. ‘Having a broken heart and being depressed are two quite different things… Depression is rooted in the unholy “other side” and God hates it. But being broken-hearted and contrite over one’s sins and shortcomings is very dear and precious to God… It would be very good to be broken-hearted all day. But this could easily throw most people into gloom and depression. You should therefore set aside some time each day for heartbreak. Seclude yourself with God for a given time and break your heart with regret …. Then be happy for the rest of the day.’

Perhaps William Blake evokes the Genuine Heart of Sadness in these well-known, beautiful and simple lines from the ‘Auguries of Innocence’:


Joy and woe are woven fine,

A clothing for the soul divine,

Under every grief and pine,

Runs a joy with silken twine.

It is right it should be so,

We were made for joy and woe,

And when this we rightly know,

Through the world we safely go.





_______________________

1 Eat, Pray, Love, 2006. Among pre-cooked accounts, Freud’s famous 1917 essay ‘Mourning and Melancholia’ might be included. This essay distinguishes the hard psychological work necessary for mourning, from melancholia, which Freud deems pathological, resembling depression.

2 Elizabeth Strout, Olive Kitteridge (2008) p 318.

3 Edmund de Waal, Guardian 21 May 2018.

4 The Buddhist belief in reincarnation – arguably deriving from Hinduism where it supports and justifies the caste system – might be thought one bizarre entry requirement.

5 See Yuval Harari’s 2014 TED talk with that title.


OLIVE KITTERIDGE ON BEING BEREAVED

Olive Kitteridge first appears in the Pulitzer-prize-winning book of that name written by Elizabeth Strout in 2008. The book comprises 13 masterly, interconnected short stories, of which the last is ‘River’. It is in this story that Olive meets the man who will be her second husband, Jack Kennison. She is bereaved, and so is he. She finds this out after watching him cry.


‘My wife died in December,’ he said.

Olive watched the river. ‘Then you’re in hell,’ she said.

‘Then I’m in hell.’



This exchange surprises Jack. Olive is a strange woman. A seventh-grade maths teacher, whose pharmacist husband died in a home, she has no brakes, no filter, and says what she thinks without minding how hurtful she might be. Blunt, erratic, bad-tempered, she has been called one of the great, difficult women of American literature. She’s prone to ‘stormy moods’, as well as ‘sudden, deep laughter’, but she harbours a sense of compassion, even for strangers. She is one of those rare characters who seem to take on a life independent of the story framing them – like Falstaff.

Though Olive has trouble expressing love, she is gifted with the ability to speak truth regardless of etiquette, comfort and context. In an earlier story (‘Incoming Tide’), she climbs into the car of Kevin, an ex-pupil of hers whom she has not met for years, who is set on committing suicide, and somehow re-attaches him to life. Exactly how she achieves this is mysterious, but the reader notes that she is willing to share her understanding of the suicides both of her father, and of Kevin’s mother. Communication happens at some deeper than conventional level.

Something similar happens with the exchange with Jack: through being willing to express the unsayable, she arouses his interest and before long he will find himself in an unexpected courtship with her. Olive Kitteridge’s audacious acknowledgement of how deep the suffering entailed in grief can be, and how dark the journey is, is groundbreaking. Both for Jack and somehow also for the reader. And yet Olive Kitteridge is also an essentially comic character, one who – again, like Falstaff – has great resilience and keeps on surviving scrapes and conflicts. Survival and comedy belong together. And thus both comedy and survival have a proper place in any study of grief, that emotion experienced by survivors.


GILGAMESH: THE EARLIEST STORY OF GRIEF

Literature itself starts with a story about death and grief. The Epic of Gilgamesh, which originated four thousand years ago, features in its second half a King so terrified by death and by dying that he seeks to understand – then withstand and overcome – his own mortality.

Some 20,000 tablets in cuneiform script of this oldest surviving great literary text were discovered near Mosul around 1853 and sent to the British Museum, where they languished for sixteen years awaiting translation. Alarm and excitement followed: this story turned out to include a great flood and told of a man who builds an ark, and of a bird – exactly as in Genesis, a dove and a raven feature – released to search for dry land. The Epic was written long before the Bible: and such foreshadowings of the Biblical Flood were found sensational.

Over the past 150 years many more tablets in the ancient Akkadian and Sumerian languages have come to light, fashioned over two millennia. Scholars reckon that we still have only two-thirds of the whole so that, as with a living being, our understanding of the epic keeps changing. New tablets are still coming to light today.

Originally celebrating the glory of an epic hero and King, the epic was almost certainly recast around 1000 BC as a meditation upon the facts of life, and particularly on death. Celebration gave way to lament. It starts with Gilgamesh, a heroic yet bad King of Uruk, abusing his power, a tyrant who exercises droit de seigneur on young brides and preoccupies the young with martial exercises, taking them away from their fathers so that his City can’t function as it should and an outcry follows. He is superhuman, half-divine, and therefore has no counsellor or adviser to educate him. The poem criticises Gilgamesh, speaking truth to power.

In response the Mother Goddess creates a wild man from clay to match Gilgamesh and absorb his energies. Enkidu is hirsute, lives on all fours among herds of gazelle, visits their water-holes, eats grass with them and resembles an animal. In order to civilise him, a cultic Temple prostitute of high status is sent out to entrap and seduce Enkidu. Their coitus takes seven days and six nights, an act causing him to discover intelligence and wisdom, to be less of an animal and to connect with humans. He goes to the City, meets and challenges Gilgamesh to a duel, they fight, the result is a draw, after which they become intimate friends. They have supreme physical beauty and complement one another in their energy and aggression. Gilgamesh has found a mighty peer, a travelling companion, a fellow-adventurer. Deep love between them develops. Their adventures include killing a monstrous Guardian, fending off the advances of an amorous goddess and slaughtering the Bull of Heaven.

Through dreams Enkidu discovers that he is mortal and soon lies on his deathbed, weakening day by day. He cries more than once, ‘My friend, fixed is my destiny, people go to their doom before their
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