
Tending to grief is the essence of the wounded healer. Providing a sanctuary and safe
passage for its unfolding – in the body, the psyche, and the nervous system – requires that
we fall to the ground, at times, and weep.

Weep for the shattering, for the dying of an old dream, for the entirety of the unlived life. It
was just never going to turn out the way we thought. It’s too shimmering, too majestic for all
that. It is these tears that form the portal to connection.

Grief is not something we “get over” by way of stages and techniques, but an eternal and
faithful partner we spin with as the cycles unfold, purifying us by way of lamentation.

We live in a world that has lost contact with the holy yellowing of the soul. But to marginalize
or pathologize the experience of grief is to work against nature. The earth grieves by way of
her seasons, the rotting of leaves, and by way of the ache in her raindrop. Each evening as
the sun yields to the stars we can know and commune with that longing.

There is no endpoint to this turning of the light, no final state of resolution where we land in
some untouchable place, free from our embodied vulnerability, our somatic aliveness, and
from the possibility of more burning.

Rather, we find ourselves in the procedure the alchemists called the rotatio, the holy
spinning of vast cycles of rupture and repair that touch and open the human person.

The soul is endless and the visitors of grief may companion us for a lifetime. But the
forgotten, brokenhearted orphans of psyche and soma come not to harm, but to reveal. And
to open a doorway into mercy and wholeness.

Grief is not so much a process that we “make it through” and come out the other side fully
intact, but a non-linear, purifying midwife of the unknown. It moves not by way of a straight
line, but by a shattering, involving circle and spiral.
Matt Licata



“Guest House” by Rumi

This being human is a guest house
Every morning a new arrival.
A joy, a depression, a meanness,
some momentary awareness
comes as an unexpected visitor.
Welcome and entertain them all!
Even if they are a crowd of sorrows,
who violently sweep your house empty of its furniture,
still treat each guest honorably.
He may be clearing you out for some new delight.
The dark thought, the sham, the malice,
meet them at the door laughing,
and invite them in.
Be grateful for whoever comes,
because each has been sent as a guide from beyond.



In a Dark Time*

Do not rush to make meaning.
When you smile and say what purpose
this all serves, you deny grief
a room inside you,
you turn from thousands who cross
into the Great Night alone,
from mourners aching to press
one last time against the warm
flesh of their beloved,
from the wailing that echoes
in the empty room.
When you proclaim who caused this,
I say pause, rest in the dark silence
first before you contort your words
to fill the hollowed out cave,
remember the soil will one day
receive you back too.
Sit where sense has vanished,
control has slipped away,
with futures unravelled,
where every drink tastes bitter
despite our thirst.
When you wish to give a name
to that which haunts us,
you refuse to sit
with the woman who walks
the hospital hallway, hears
the beeping stop again and again,
with the man perched on a bridge
over the rushing river.
Do not let your handful of light
sting the eyes of those
who have bathed in darkness.

---Christine Valters Paintner



Love After Love

The time will come

when, with elation

you will greet yourself arriving

at your own door, in your own mirror

and each will smile at the other's welcome,

and say, sit here. Eat.

You will love again the stranger who was your self.

Give wine. Give bread. Give back your heart

to itself, to the stranger who has loved you

all your life, whom you ignored

for another, who knows you by heart.

Take down the love letters from the bookshelf,

the photographs, the desperate notes,

peel your own image from the mirror.

Sit. Feast on your life.

“Derek Wolcott”

https://allpoetry.com/Love-After-Love


The Uses of Sorrow | Mary Oliver

(In my sleep I dreamed this poem)

Someone I loved once gave me

a box full of darkness.

It took me years to understand

that this, too, was a gift.

The Way It Is

There’s a thread you follow. It goes among
things that change. But it doesn’t change.
People wonder about what you are pursuing.
You have to explain about the thread.
But it is hard for others to see.
While you hold it you can’t get lost.
Tragedies happen; people get hurt
or die; and you suffer and get old.
Nothing you do can stop time’s unfolding.
You don’t ever let go of the thread.

By William Stafford, from The Way It Is, 1998



May We Be Released
By: Carrie Newcomer

May you bless the place you live,
And bless the spot you fell,
And let go of hidden stories,
Too dangerous to tell.
Let there be no stones to throw,
And someone to watch your back,
And some prayers be never be answered,
For the things we think we lack.

May we be released,
May we held dear,
May we listen to the wisdom,
That we didn’t want to hear.
May we be released,
May we.

May you leave and walk away,
Kick the dust and shout unfair,
May we finally stop to think,
Of the blame that we both share.
When you stand in gale force winds,
And home is just passing thought,
When the truth catches your eye,
May you have the grace to stop.

May we be released,
May we held dear,
May we listen to the wisdom,
That we didn’t want to hear.
May we be released,
May we.

May you get fed up and finish,
Old obsessions past their prime,
May you find the silent center,
And leave all undone behind,
May there be bread and honey,



May somebody love your flaws,
Give a stranger your umbrella
And love a grateful dog.

May we be released,
May we held dear,
May we listen to the wisdom,
That we didn’t want to hear.
May we be released,
May we.

May we finally see
May we finally hear,
All the perfect lies,
That kept us here.
And the skills we learned,
Just to keep us whole.
Be thanked for what they were,
And finally let go.

May the unseen world be present,
Invoked into your life,
May you have the strength to question,
The things you thought were right.
May you sense the light around,
The very old and very young,
May you go ahead and quit,
What you should never have begun.

May we be released,
May we held dear,
May we listen to the wisdom,
That we didn’t want to hear.
May we be released,
May we.



Trauma is any unhealed wound - physical, emotional, spiritual.  Trauma is also a
gateway to spiritual growth and individuation.

Shame is lies someone told you about yourself.

“Grieving is feeling the pain.  Grieving is seeing just how much it hurts you.
Grieving is rocking the ache to sleep inside you, not ripping your guts to shreds to
make it go away.  Grieving is saying the pain is what it is, not numbing it or
dissociating it or inflicting it on others. Grieving is the soul burning ouch of
acceptance that what is lost is lost, what is gone is gone and only the pain may
remain, but I am alive.” Carolyn Spring

Resilience is learned optimism - the strength and ability to create meaning and
direction in our lives.

Four principles of Resiliency:
1. Learned optimism
2. Our thoughts create feelings and behavior (Viktor Frankl)
3. The importance of unconditional positive self regard. Believing we can be

loved without masks or roles. (Carl Rogers)
4. The worst experiences can be our best teachers. Healing, fulfilment, freedom

come from choosing our response to what life brings us and our making
meaning and purpose from all we experience - in particular - suffering. (Edith
Eger)

ULTIMATELY resiliency requires hope, which is the awareness that suffering is
temporary and the curiosity to discover what happens next.  This allows us to live
in the present moment.

Resiliency requires:
1. Being a realist.  Be willing to see, eyes wide open, and to do something.
2. Making meaning.  Be willing to grow in faith and trust.
3. Being radically creative. Be willing to be curious and think outside the box.
4. Mindfulness.  Be willing to be aware of the world around and within you.
5. Social support.  Be willing to connect even if it is with just one person.
6. Humor.  Be willing to have a sense of the absurd.



“Grief requires witnessing” David Kessler

“The purpose of life is to be defeated by greater and greater things.” Rilke

“After despair the one thing left is possibility” Rollo May

“We are all just walking each other home.  Love is what heals, is every step.”
Ram Das


