






















Our deepest sympathy, Loss of relationship, 
memories, future lives…your partner, your child. All 

the things they would have achieved… Separation 
of what gives meaning in your life . Our deepest 

sympathy at this time of loss… Our thoughts are with 
you… Mother, father, lover, brother, sister, uncle, 

friend, son , daughter, auntie, Loss of relationship, 
Memories Future lives…your partner, your child… All 

the things they would have achieved… Separation 
of what gives meaning in your life . Our deepest 
sympathy at this time of loss… thoughts are with 
you… Mother, father, lover, brother, sister, uncle, 

friend, son , daughter, auntie… Loss of relationship, 
Memories, future lives…your partner, your child… 

All the things they would have achieved… Separation 
of what gives meaning in your life . Our deepest 

sympathy at this time… loss of relationship, 
memories, future lives… your partner, your child. All 

the things they would have achieved… 





Grief 

Permission to experience and be what needs to be.

Grief gives me permission to be forgetful… 

gives me permission not to be the expert.

Grief is a personal thing, 

depends on different factors in life…

permeates everything.

The reaction to the loss…

sadness, anger, disbelief, denial, acceptance.

Stages of grief… not one after the other.

They jump all over the place

they overlap, don’t necessarily follow an order.



Grief is a ticking time bomb…never sure when it ’s 
going to explode. Grief is falling down a well … 
never sure when you’ll hit the bottom. Grief is 
a desert… hot and dry, no relief no soft spots, no 
easy going. A deep hurt, a buried treasure . A lost 
security blanket. Going crazy, can’t think, can’t 
feel ... a cardboard cutout. Grief is a ticking time 
bomb…never sure when it ’s going to explode. Grief 
is falling down a well … never sure when you’ll hit 
the bottom. Grief is a ticking time bomb. Never sure 
when it ’s going to explode. Grief is a desert… hot 
and dry, no relief, no soft spots, no easy going. Grief 
is a ticking time bomb… never sure when it ’s going 
to explode. Grief is a desert, hot and dry… no relief 
no soft spots, no easy going. A deep hurt, a buried 
treasure . A lost security blanket. Going crazy, can’t 
think, can’t feel ... a cardboard cutout. Grief is 
falling down a well … never sure when you’ll hit 



































 

 


