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I was asked, “Where do you meet grief?”  I often meet grief at home, alone, at night, but this doesn't make me happy, I want to meet grief in a comfortable place,  with a close friend, or a small group who are willing to allow me to process it. Grief comes out as loneliness.  


Grief is the recognition that I have failed to keep life on an expected plane.  Grief is that thing there with me that drives me to change in some ways, to not go back to that way of life that took me down this path of great loss. 


At times grief moves me against my will, in directions that I don't want to go.


But often, it is the agent of my writing. Today grief is a part of me, a motivator to write. It is a deep, dark well that provides the ink for my pen. It is an active emotion that colors my life and my lifestyle.


Grief also seems to be a spirit.  A person is a person but, they are also all the things they mean to me. Perhaps grief is what's left behind by them. Physically they are gone, and cant be replaced, but the memory of them, the places we went and the things we did, that, is now represented in grief. 


Therefore, grief is very real and tangible yet it is still a spirit, maybe it is even their spirit. 


The diminished existence of my loss leaves me unstable all of a sudden. Grief seems to come in and fill the crags of my life that have been left vacant by the absence of those lost, for it seems to be everywhere they were before. 


And for me, after all this time and all this loss, grief has almost become my way of life.

