In the Beginning…
Your child has died. As a newly
bereaved parent you have
experienced the most devastating life-changing event.
Your whole world has been
shattered and you are in a new
world now. You will be relearning
how to survive when at times you won't even want to
survive. The only hope I can give you is that we in
The Compassionate Friends have survived and we
are here to help you. It won't be easy but keep in
mind, if you hadn't love so much you wouldn't hurt so
Much now.
"How long will it last?" is probably the first question
we hear from ones like you new to grief. It is a very
important question to us at the beginning.
Professionals have managed to place timetables
based on their studies and you will hear "two years"
quoted, but those of us who have been the road a
number of years will tell you that you will not "get
over" the death of your children in two years. You
probably never will "get over" his or her death, but
you will learn to live with the fact of it and rejoin life
and lead a normal life again; it will just be different
From before.
There is no timetable on grief. Some work through
the process sooner than others but for us who are
bereaved because our child died, grief is no longer
and more devastating than grief from any other
death in our lives. We operate on our individual
table; we cannot judge our progress or lack of it by
anyone else.
Grief is a process, a moving through. Sometimes we
go forward, but sometimes backward, and
sometimes we get "stuck" for a while, but keep in
mind it is a process and eventually you will move
through it. Within this process there are "stages".
We're told those stages are shock, denial, anger,
bargaining, and acceptance. They don't necessarily
come in that order.
Most of us do experience shock and denial or
disbelief first. We can't believe it has happened!
There must be a mistake! This happens to other
people...not us! That shock is so tremendous that it
affects us physically as well as psychologically. It is
marked by a lowering of blood pressure, coldness of
the skin, rapid heartbeat and an acute sense of
terror. That shock insulates us and allows us to go
through our duties and do things at this time that we
never could have done otherwise. I praise that shock

because it keeps us from dying too. That shock
allows some of us to carry on with grace and skill
during the days surrounding the death and the
funeral. That same shock knocks some of us into
merciful oblivion and we don't remember a thing
during that time. We are all individuals and we react
differently during grief, but there are common
reactions we all share. This is why you will find very
quickly that the only one who really understands
what you are going through is another bereaved
parent.
Anger, another stage, may come at any time. It is
very natural, normal reaction; don't be afraid or
ashamed of it. Know it is okay, you won't always feel
this way, there is nothing wrong with you for feeling
this way - most of us feel some anger toward
something, someone, even at God, even the child in
some instances. You have been hurt beyond your
wildest imaginings. I have described my own anger
as rage. Society frowns on anger so don't expect
always to be treated kindly when you display it, but
remember you have a right to be angry. Anger is
often unfocused and we sometimes take it out on
innocent people. Medical personnel are often the first
to receive this anger and funeral directors are next in
line. Later that anger can attack anyone who crosses
our paths. It is good to recognize anger and try to
focus it, learn to use it as a tool. Take up social
issues, find healthy outlets for it. It is important to do
something physical about anger. Hard work and
sports are ways, and we've heard many stories of
chopping wood, breaking dishes at garage sales and
breaking them when we need an outlet. Scream in
the shower, in your speed boat or closed up in your
car, but get it out. Anger turned inwards becomes
depression.
With the death of our child everything we ever
believed in is shattered. In my own case I had to
struggle for a long time to even figure out what I did
believe in; I was so confused. Our egos, our beliefs
in ourselves, were badly shaken because, as
parents, we truly believed we could protect our child
from anything. We were careful, good parents, and
now our child is dead. WE HAVE FAILED TO KEEP
OUR CHILD ALIVE and our ego tells us we are a
failure! This devastates us; we can no longer believe
in ourselves; we feel that obviously we are incapable
of doing anything right. We have no self-confidence,
no longer any self-esteem: These are all natural,
normal responses to the horror of your child's death.
Given time and care these feelings will pass. We will
achieve a balance in our personal life again.
Remind yourself to be patient, to be kind to yourself
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