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Her absence is like the sky, spread over everything…. Grief is like a long valley, a winding valley where
any bend may reveal a totally new landscape…. An odd by-product of my loss is that I’m aware of
being an embarrassment to everyone I meet. At work, at the club, in the street, I see people, as they
approach me, trying to make up their minds whether they’ll ‘say something about it’ or not. I hate it if
they do, and if they don’t. Some funk it altogether…. Perhaps the bereaved ought to be isolated in
special settlements like lepers.

We were promised sufferings. They were part of the program. We were even told, ‘Blessed are they
that mourn,’ and I accept it. I’ve got nothing that I hadn’t bargained for. Of course it is different when
the thing happens to oneself, not to others, and in reality, not imagination….

God has not been trying an experiment on my faith or love in order to find out their quality. He knew it
already. It was I who didn’t. In this trial He makes us occupy the dock, the witness box, and the bench
all at once. He always knew that my temple was a house of cards. His only way of making me realize
the fact was to knock it down….

No one ever told me that grief felt so like fear. I am not afraid, but the sensation is like being afraid.
The same fluttering in the stomach, the same restlessness, the yawning. I keep on swallowing.

At other times it feels like being mildly drunk, or concussed. There is a sort of invisible blanket
between the world and me. I find it hard to take in what anyone says. Or perhaps, hard to want to take
it in. It is so uninteresting. Yet I want the others to be about me. I dread the moments when the house is
empty. If only they would talk to one another and not to me….

Grief … gives life a permanently provisional feeling. It doesn’t seem worth starting anything. I can’t
settle down. I yawn, I fidget, I smoke too much. Up till this I always had too little time. Now there is
nothing but time. Almost pure time, empty successiveness….



Not that I am (I think) in much danger of ceasing to believe in God. The real danger is of coming to
believe such dreadful things about Him. The conclusion I dread is not ‘So there’s no God after all,’
but ‘So this is what God’s really like. Deceive yourself no longer’.

Getting over it so soon? But the words are ambiguous. To say the patient is getting over it after an
operation for appendicitis is one thing; after he’s had his leg off is quite another. After that operation
either the wounded stump heals or the man dies. If it heals, the fierce, continuous pain will stop.
Presently he’ll get back his strength and be able to stump about on his wooden leg. He has ‘got over
it.’ But he will probably have recurrent pains in the stump all his life, and perhaps pretty bad ones; and
he will always be a one-legged man. There will be hardly any moment when he forgets it. Bathing,
dressing, sitting down and getting up again, even lying in bed, will all be different. His whole way of
life will be changed. All sorts of pleasures and activities that he once took for granted will have to be
simply written off. Duties too. At present I am learning to get about on crutches. Perhaps I shall
presently be given a wooden leg. But I shall never be a biped again.

I need Christ, not something that resembles Him.
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