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The work of the mature person is to carry grief in one hand and gratitude in the other and be
stretched large by them.Noted psychotherapist Francis Weller provides an essential guide for
navigating the deep waters of sorrow and loss in this lyrical yet practical handbook for mastering
the art of grieving. Describing how Western patterns of amnesia and anesthesia affect our
capacity to cope with personal and collective sorrows, Weller reveals the new vitality we may
encounter when we welcome, rather than fear, the pain of loss. Through moving personal
stories, poetry, and insightful reflections he leads us into the central energy of sorrow, and to the
profound healing and heightened communion with each other and our planet that reside
alongside it.The Wild Edge of Sorrow explains that grief has always been communal and
illustrates how we need the healing touch of others, an atmosphere of compassion, and the
comfort of ritual in order to fully metabolize our grief. Weller describes how we often hide our
pain from the world, wrapping it in a secret mantle of shame. This causes sorrow to linger
unexpressed in our bodies, weighing us down and pulling us into the territory of depression and
death. We have come to fear grief and feel too alone to face an encounter with the powerful
energies of sorrow. Those who work with people in grief, who have experienced the loss of a
loved one, who mourn the ongoing destruction of our planet, or who suffer the accumulated
traumas of a lifetime will appreciate the discussion of obstacles to successful grief work such as
privatized pain, lack of communal rituals, a pervasive feeling of fear, and a culturally restrictive
range of emotion. Weller highlights the intimate bond between grief and gratitude, sorrow and
intimacy. In addition to showing us that the greatest gifts are often hidden in the things we avoid,
he offers powerful tools and rituals and a list of resources to help us transform grief into a force
that allows us to live and love more fully.

“In The Wild Edge of Sorrow Francis Weller offers his readers a breath-taking and dramatic
journey of inner discovery into personal pain resolution, planetary healing, and soul
development. It is an essential publication—one that offers precious guidance and insight for
those who are strong enough, as well as mature enough, to probe and challenge the
darkness.”—Spirituality Today “The Wild Edge of Sorrow marries uncommon compassion with
clear-eyed discernment in its invitation to the reader to become a soul activist in a soul-
devouring culture. It is a comprehensive manual for conscious grieving and opening to the
unprecedented joy and passion that result from embracing our sorrow.”—Carolyn Baker, PhD,
author of Love in the Age of Ecological Apocalypse and Collapsing Consciously “The Wild Edge
of Sorrow is extraordinary, and explores the ongoing pain of separation from community and
nature that we all feel. Reading Weller’s book, I've realized that we have a lot of unprocessed
grief to share. This book will be a gift to many.”—Charles Eisenstein, author of The More



Beautiful World Our Hearts Know is Possible“Weller guides us into the difficult geography of
sorrow and helps us find our way back to our souls. He brings much-needed medicine to a
culture that relies upon distraction and anesthesia to cope with the daily losses that surround
us.”—Malidoma Somé, author of The Healing Wisdom of Africa: Finding Life Purpose Through
Nature, Ritual, and Community “This book rings a shivering bell of hope: that, when lifted by
ritual and fellowship, the moist ground of grief actually contains a treasury of gifts that are our
ancestral birthright. A delightful wisdom shines through every page of The Wild Edge of
Sorrow.”—Martin Shaw, author of A Branch From The Lightning Tree“This book is not only a map
to navigate some of the most tender and difficult regions of the psyche, but a work of literary
art.”—Kim Rosen, author ofSaved by a Poem: The Transformative Power of Words“Quite
possibly the best guidebook ever crafted on the art of grieving, this volume is also a brilliant and
poetic handbook for becoming fully human, more exquisitely alive, and more able to contribute
to cultural change. The Wild Edge of Sorrow invites us into the very heart of sorrow, profound
healing, and a deepened communion with each other and Earth.”—Bill Plotkin, author ofWild
Mind: A Field Guide to the Human Psycheand Soulcraft: Crossing into the Mysteries of Nature
and Psyche "This book is a work of beauty: beauty in its language, its poetic sensibility, in its
deep insights into the nature of loss and its effect on the human soul. Weller's book is, finally,
a healing balm. It shows how our tears may be the redemptive waters we have needed for so
long."—Roger Housden, author ofTen Poems to Say Goodbye"Francis Weller’s book, The Wild
Edge of Sorrow is so deeply honest, insightful, and hopeful. His style of writing and speaking is
poetic, and yet one feels as though they are in conversation with a neighbor. Should you
purchase the book, read it with a pen by your side. You’ll want to underline and remember the
rich prose on every page."—Marianna Cacciatore, author ofBeing There for Someone in
Grief"The warmth of Weller’s voice and his beautiful language, will speak directly to your soul, in
a way your soul has longed to feel embraced. His words will open your heart to receive your own
most tender and vulnerable feelings as a gift to be cherished as they may bring forth a new
depth of connection to the soul of the world." —Dr. Risa Kaparo, author ofAwakening Somatic
IntelligenceAbout the AuthorFRANCIS WELLER, MFT, is a psychotherapist, writer, and soul
activist. A master of synthesizing diverse streams of thought from psychology, anthropology,
mythology, alchemy, indigenous cultures, and poetic traditions, he has introduced the healing
work of ritual to thousands of people. The core of his work is creating pathways to reclaiming our
indigenous soul, what psychologist Carl Jung called the "unforgotten wisdom" that resides in the
heart of the psyche. To further his work, he founded and currently directs WisdomBridge, an
organization offering educational programs that seek to integrate the wisdom from traditional
cultures with the insights and knowledge gathered from western cultures. --This text refers to the
paperback edition.

http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/aadzl/The-Wild-Edge-of-Sorrow-Rituals-of-Renewal-and-the-Sacred-Work-of-Grief


The Wild Edge of SorrowThe Wild Edge of SorrowRituals of Renewal and the Sacred Work of
GriefFRANCIS WELLERForeword by MICHAEL LERNERNorth Atlantic BooksBerkeley,
CaliforniaCopyright © 2015 by Francis Weller. All rights reserved. No portion of this book, except
for brief review, may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by
any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without the written
permission of the publisher. For information contact North Atlantic Books.Published byNorth
Atlantic BooksBerkeley, CaliforniaCover photo © Boyan Dimitrov/Shutterstock.comCover design
by Suzanne AlbertsonPermissions begin on page 183The Wild Edge of Sorrow: Rituals of
Renewal and the Sacred Work of Grief is sponsored and published by the Society for the Study
of Native Arts and Sciences (dba North Atlantic Books), an educational nonprofit based in
Berkeley, California, that collaborates with partners to develop cross-cultural perspectives,
nurture holistic views of art, science, the humanities, and healing, and seed personal and global
transformation by publishing work on the relationship of body, spirit, and nature.North Atlantic
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Title.BJ1487.W46 2015155.9’37—dc232015002333For Joy Parker, dear friend, gifted guide of
language, woman of lace.And for my grandson, Luca. May you know a future brimming with
beauty.Sorrow is part of the earth’s great cycles, flowing into the night like cool air sinking down
a river course. To feel sorrow is to float on the pulse of the earth, the surge from living to dying,
from coming into being to ceasing to exist. Maybe this is why the earth has the power over time
to wash sorrow into a deeper pool, cold and shadowed. And maybe this is why, even though
sorrow never disappears, it can make a deeper connection to the currents of life and so connect,
somehow, to sources of wonder and solace.—KATHLEEN DEAN
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keen insight and devotion to the practice of soul-work. You taught me how to sit with others in a
soulful way. I am forever grateful. I miss you all.To Andrew Harvey and Carolyn Baker, for
bringing my work to the attention of Doug Reil and Tim McKee at North Atlantic Books. To
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Jensen, Robert Bly, Kathleen Dean Moore, David Abram, and all the others who have shown me
the ways to live a life of meaning.To the poets of all time whose words speak the truths of the
soul. You have kept the imagination alive during a time when we most need it.To indigenous
cultures everywhere and your fierce protection of your ways and your lands. You help us
remember what it means to be human.To the Russian River Watershed, whose beauty and
abundance fills me every day. Thank you, thank you, thank you.To my son, Christopher. You are
a constant source of surprise. May you continue to bring your beauty into the world.To Victor,
who holds so many. May you carry on your grandfather’s heart.And finally, my gratitude to my
wife, Judith, for your steadfast support of this work and my soul. Through you I entered a world
that sings.CONTENTSForewordPrefaceOne: An Apprenticeship with SorrowTwo: To and from
the Soul’s HallThree: The Five Gates of GriefFour: Stories of Sorrow: Rituals of RenewalFive:
Silence and Solitude: The House of Our AlonenessSix: Pushing through Solid RockSeven:
Drinking the Tears of the WorldEight: Entering the Healing Ground: The Sacred Work of
GriefNine: Becoming AncestorsResourcesSome Thoughts on PracticeThe Generous Heart: The
Gift of Self-CompassionA Loving Kindness MeditationFreedom and Choice: Working with the
ComplexRituals for You and Your CommunityResources for Working with
GriefNotesPermissionsIndexAbout the AuthorFOREWORDMichael Lerner is president and
founder of Commonweal in Bolinas, California. Founded in 1976, Commonweal has programs in
health and healing, education and the arts, and the environment and justice. Lerner is cofounder
of the Commonweal Cancer Help Program, the Collaborative on Health and the Environment,
and The New School at Commonweal.“Survive love and loss,” the great French essayist Michel
Eyquem de Montaigne advised. His maxim for life compresses the essence of the human
dilemma into four words.Easier said than done, for loss is the other side of the coin of love. The
greater the love, the greater the loss. And yet different people respond to loss very differently.
When it comes to loss, there are hard-earned skills that can help you survive the unknown
terrain in which you find yourself. There are survival skills, there are maps, and there are
guides.Francis Weller is a well-travelled guide to the country of loss. He can teach you the
survival skills. He can show you the maps. He carries his knowing of sorrow in his bones. He
writes as someone who has been unmade in the way loss unmakes us.He is not afraid to tell us
so.I’m not sure how or when I began my apprenticeship with sorrow. I do know that it was my
gateway back into the breathing and animate world. It was through the dark waters of grief that I
came to touch my unlived life. . . . There is some strange intimacy between grief and aliveness,



some sacred exchange between what seems unbearable and what is most exquisitely alive.
Through this, I have come to have a lasting faith in grief.Weller coleads weeklong retreats with
me in the Commonweal Cancer Help Program. We sit together many evenings in these retreats
and hear stories of love and loss.We know that listening and honoring these stories makes a
difference. He also leads his own retreats on grief and loss. I know some of those who have
attended his retreats. I know from their accounts that these retreats too make a difference.The
Wild Edge of Sorrow: Rituals of Renewal and the Sacred Work of Grief brings together Weller’s
wisdom from decades of work with grief and loss.Every one of us must undertake an
apprenticeship with sorrow. We must learn the art and craft of grief, discover the profound ways it
ripens and deepens us. While grief is an intense emotion, it is also a skill we develop through a
prolonged walk with loss. Facing grief is hard work. . . . It takes outrageous courage to face
outrageous loss. This is precisely what we are being called to do.One of Weller’s most original
contributions is his delineation of the five “gates of grief.” This will be my focus in the following
few pages.The first gate he simply describes as everything we love, we will lose. The book is rich
in discerning quotations, and here he quotes a twelfth-century poem:‘Tis a fearful thingTo
loveWhat death can touch.To love, to hope, to dream,And oh, to lose.A thing for fools,
this,Love,But a holy thingTo love what death can touch.This first gate is known to us all. The
second gate surprises us: the places that have not known love. This is, to my mind, original and
important. Weller writes:These are the places within us that have been wrapped in shame and
banished to the farthest shores of our lives. . . . These neglected pieces of soul live in utter
despair. . . . The proper response to any loss is grief, but we cannot grieve for something that we
feel is outside the circle of worth.The third gate of grief is the sorrows of the world. This gate is
more familiar. In the Cancer Help Program, we ask on our entry form to list major losses before a
cancer diagnosis. A surprising number of people list grief at what is happening in the world as a
grief they have long lived with. And, indeed, grief at the suffering of the world has long been
known as a fundamental human dilemma. Suffering exists is the first noble truth of the Buddha.
How to face suffering is at the heart of the great religious and philosophical traditions.“The
cumulative grief of the world is overwhelming. . . . How can we possibly stay open to the endless
assaults on the biosphere?” Weller asks. He then quotes Naomi Nye’s beautiful lines:Before you
know kindness as the deepest thing inside,you must know sorrow as the other deepest
thing.You must wake up with sorrow.You must speak it till your voicecatches the thread of all
sorrowsand you see the size of the cloth.Weller’s fourth gate is what we expected and did not
receive.Again, this is, to me, an original observation. “Deep in our bones lies an old intuition that
we arrive here carrying a bundle of gifts to offer to the community. . . . In a sense, it is a form of
spiritual employment. . . . Hidden within the losses at this gate lies our diminished experience of
who we truly are.”Weller calls the fifth gate ancestral grief. “This is the grief we carry in our
bodies from sorrows experienced by our ancestors. . . . Tending this undigested grief of our
ancestors not only frees us to live our own lives but also eases ancestral suffering in the other
world.”These gates offer us a way of acknowledging the many ways sorrow enters our lives. In



this way, we are able to honor and heal the inevitable times of loss we each will face. Weller’s gift
lies in bringing soul and community to places that are often met with denial or fear. This helps
free us from facing our loss in isolation. The Cancer Help Program is founded on this deep truth:
we heal in community.Wherever you find yourself on the path of sorrow, Weller will be a worthy
companion. For the simple truth is that great loss is wasted if we do not use it, over time, to
discover what lies beyond great loss. For this, Weller quotes the great naturalist and essayist
Terry Tempest Williams:Grief dares us to love once more.PREFACEGrief and loss touch us all.
When we gather in community for a grief ritual, the many tributaries of sorrow flow into the room.
They swirl around us, touching everyone in the circle. We listen as the faces of loss are named:
the death of a partner, a child, a marriage; the suicide of a parent or sibling; cancer and its
rapacious consumption of life; a home lost through foreclosure; broken childhoods filled with
alcoholism, violence, and neglect; the lingering scars of those who fought in wars; chronic
illnesses that depress and debilitate; lives lost to addiction; and a prevailing sorrow for our
struggling world. As we come to the end of the sharing, there is a dawning recognition that this is
our shared sorrow, the communal cup from which we all drink. It is ours to hold and to gradually
empty. We do this together as we enter the healing ground.For most of our time as a species, the
primary association with grief has come through the death of someone we loved. Every culture
has crafted rituals to attend to the wild mystery of death and the rainfall of sorrow that
accompanies the disappearance of the beloved. Today, however, the sources of loss are
multiple, and the complexity of addressing this tangled web of grief can, at times, feel
overwhelming. These losses tumble into our lives continually. We sense the presence of loss
from places both personal and communal, intimate and shared. What I have come to see is that
much of the grief we carry is not personal; it doesn’t arise from our histories or experiences.
Rather, it circulates around us, coming to us from a wider expanse, arriving on unseen currents
that touch our souls. These Gates of Grief reveal the interpenetrating reality of our time: we are
not isolated cells partitioned off from other cells; we have semipermeable membranes that make
possible an ongoing exchange with the great body of life. We register in our psyches,
consciously or not, the fact of our shared sorrows. Learning to welcome, hold, and metabolize
these sorrows is the work of a lifetime and the focus of this book.Sorrow helps us remember
something long intuited by indigenous people across the planet: our lives are intricately
comingled with one another, with animals, plants, watersheds, and soil. For the last several
centuries, we have envisioned a split between our inner lives and the surrounding world. Psyche,
however, is not confined to the deep interior of our lives; it overlaps with the wider world and
perhaps, in these times, is most evident in the sorrows and suffering of the earth itself.1 Our
personal experiences of loss and suffering are now bound inextricably with dying coral reefs,
melting polar caps, the silencing of languages, the collapse of democracy, and the fading of
civilization. The personal and the planetary are inseparable, as is our healing. Loss binds us
together in a potent alchemy, confirming the heart’s intimacy with all things. Losing someone or
something we love brings us into the shelter of our mutual grief. Grief and love are sisters, woven



together from the beginning. Their kinship reminds us that there is no love that does not contain
loss and no loss that is not a reminder of the love we carry for what we once held close. Alone
and together, death and loss affect us all.Much has changed since I began leading grief rituals in
1997. At that time, people often expressed a reluctance to gather and share their grief. I had to
gently convince people of the value of coming together in a village setting to tend our sorrows.
Today, however, the great rips and tears in the fabric of culture, the cascading crisis of ecological
breakdowns, and the loss of our certainty in the continuation of life itself have begun to break
through our collective denial. The accumulation of losses are pressing on our psyches and
demanding that we engage the multiple sorrows that are enfolding our world and our lives. This
crack in our denial is one of the most hopeful signs I see for our planet. We are beginning to take
in the wider expanse of loss that is happening in our culture and our ecosystems. In addition to
our personal wounds and losses, we are hearing the earth itself calling for our attention and
affection, our care and action. Her sorrows are being felt in our bodies; we sense them in our
minds and glimpse them in our dreams. The interweaving of personal and planetary losses has
left many of us feeling uncertain, anxious, and ultimately heartbroken.Our broken hearts have
the potential to open us to a wider sense of identity, one capable of seeing through the partitions
that have segregated self from world. Through grief, we are initiated into a more inclusive
conversation between our singular lives and the soul of the world. We are coming to understand
that there is no isolated self stranded in the cosmos; we are participants in an entwined and
entangled net of connections with a continuous exchange of light, air, gravity, thought, color, and
sound, all coalescing in the elegant dance that is our shared life. It is the broken heart that can
let slip into its core the shimmer of a salmon gliding just under the surface of the water, the
startling arc of the swift, the wonder of Mozart, and the sheer beauty of sunrise.We live, however,
in a grief-phobic and death-denying society. Consequently, grief and death have been relegated
to what psychologist Carl Jung called the shadow. The shadow is the repository of all the
repressed and denied aspects of our lives. We send into the shadow the parts of ourselves that
we deem unacceptable to ourselves or to others, hoping to disown them. Doing this, we feel we
may be spared the discomfort of having to face what has been declared unwelcome. Cultures
also send aspects of psychic life into the shadow. Our refusal to acknowledge grief and death
has twisted us into a culture riddled with death. One of Jung’s more chilling observations was
that whatever we put into the shadow doesn’t sit there passively waiting to be reclaimed and
redeemed; it regresses and becomes more primitive. Consequently, death rattles through our
streets daily, in school shootings, suicides, murders, overdoses, gang violence, or through the
sanctioned sacrifice of war dead. Needless to say, many of us limp through our lives, carrying
the scars of our death-dealing society. Unfortunately, the fingers of death extend far beyond the
streets of our cities. Hillsides are stripped of trees, leaving homeless the countless others who
once dwelled within canopies, along creek beds, and in the underbrush. Mountains are
destroyed for coal or copper. Oceans are mined and emptied of fish. Creatures who dwell
underground in direct conversation with the living earth through their teeth, claws, and bellies



are bulldozed away for malls or subdivisions. Death pervades our culture, becoming a presence
we cannot contain or ultimately honor. We export our machinery of death to other lands through
armadas of weapons, chemicals that poison watersheds, and in our support of tyrannical
governments. Many more are caught in the rapacious appetites of corporate profiteers as they
loot and plunder indigenous lands for oil and precious commodities, all with our tacit agreement
and our denial intact.Bringing grief and death out of the shadow is our spiritual responsibility, our
sacred duty. By so doing, we may be able to feel our desire for life once again and remember
who we are, where we belong, and what is sacred.I wrote this book for a number of reasons,
most notably, to restore soul to grief work and grief to soul work. I feel grief has been colonized
by the clinical world, taken hostage by diagnoses and pharmaceutical regimes. For the most
part, grief is not a problem to be solved, not a condition to be medicated, but a deep encounter
with an essential experience of being human. Grief becomes problematic when the conditions
needed to help us work with grief are absent. For example, when we are forced to carry our
sorrow in isolation, or when the time needed to fully metabolize the nutrients of a particular loss
is denied, and we are pressured to return to “normal” too soon. We are told to “get on with it” and
“get over it.” The lack of courtesy and compassion surrounding grief is astonishing, reflecting an
underlying fear and mistrust of this basic human experience. We must restore the healing
ground of grief. We must find the courage, once again, to walk its wild edge.Grief is always, in
some way, accompanying us. There are times when the presence of sorrow is acute: a partner
dies, a home turns to ash in a fire, a marriage dissolves and we find ourselves alone. These
seasons in our lives are intense and require a prolonged time to honor what the soul needs, to
fully digest the grief. Sorrow is a sustained note in the song of being alive. To be human is to
know loss in its many forms. This should not be seen as a depressing truth. Acknowledging this
reality enables us to find our way into the grace that lies hidden in sorrow. We are most alive at
the threshold between loss and revelation; every loss ultimately opens the way for a new
encounter.In turn, by restoring grief to soul work, we are freed from our one-dimensional
obsession with emotional progress. This “psychological moralism” places enormous pressure on
us to always be improving, feeling good, and rising above our problems.2 Happiness has
become the new mecca, and anything short of that often leaves us feeling that we have done
something wrong or failed to live up to the acknowledged standard. This forces sorrow, pain,
fear, weakness, and vulnerability into the underworld, where they fester and mutate into
contorted expressions of themselves, often coated in a mantle of shame. People in my practice
routinely apologize for their tears or for feeling sad.I am an advocate for a soul psychology that
senses vitality in every emotion, whatever life offers to us in the moment. We will have times of
being happy, which is cause for celebration. We will, however, also have times of sorrow and
loneliness. Moods will come upon us and events will occur that evoke anger and outrage in us. In
fact, archetypal psychologist James Hillman once noted that being outraged is a sure sign that
our soul is awake. Each of these emotions and experiences has vitality in it, and that is our work:
to be alive and to be a good host to whoever arrives at the door of our house. Happiness, then,



becomes a reflection of our ability to hold complexity and contradiction, to stay fluid and accept
whatever arises, even sorrow.I also wrote this book to address the two primary sins of Western
civilization: amnesia and anesthesia—we forget and we go numb. These two sins account for an
amazing range of sorrows. When we are lost in what author Daniel Quinn calls The Great
Forgetting, we slip into a mode of being that neglects the wider bonds of our belonging. We
forget that we are all tangled together in this nest of life, that the air we breathe is shared, as is
our water and soil, and that everything is bound together in a seamless web of life. When we
forget, we are able to do untold damage to our watersheds, to one another, and to the entire
earth.Modern technological society has forgotten what it feels like to be embedded in a living
culture, one rich with stories and traditions, rituals and patterns of instruction that help us
become true human beings. We live in a society with little regard for matters of soul. As a
consequence, we need books and workshops on grief, on relationships and sexuality, on play
and creativity. These are symptoms of a great loss. We have forgotten the commons of the soul—
the primary satisfactions that sustained and nourished the community and the individual for tens
of thousands of years.3 We have substituted a strange, frenzied obsession with “earning a
living”—one of the most obscene phrases in our world—for the vital and fragrant life of the soul.
We have sadly turned the ritual of life into the routine of existence. This forgetting has reduced
the arc of our experience down to its tiniest hub. The wider reach of our beings has faded, and
the subtle and nuanced gravity of contact with the world has been diminished. This is
heartbreaking!Austrian philosopher Ludwig Wittgenstein wrote, “What we cannot speak about,
we pass over in silence.”4 We have forgotten the primary language of grief. As a consequence,
the terrain of sorrow has become unfamiliar and estranged, leaving us confused, frightened, and
lost when grief comes near. The haunting silence that Wittgenstein speaks of lingers as a fog
over our lives, placing large areas of experience outside of our reach. When our grief cannot be
spoken, it falls into the shadow and re-arises in us as symptoms. So many of us are depressed,
anxious, and lonely. We struggle with addictions and find ourselves moving at a breathless pace,
trying to keep up with the machinery of culture.Our strategies of anesthesia are equally
astonishing. Entire industries have emerged to keep the senses dulled and distracted. Our need
to be anesthetized is rooted in our smoldering dissatisfaction with the meager existence we have
been offered by this society, itself a profound source of grief. We suffer from what the poet
William Blake called “divine discontent.” Our soul knows we are designed for a bigger, more
sensuous, and more imaginative life. But we can go for days, weeks, months, a lifetime with only
marginal encounters with beauty and the wild, only rarely sharing an intimate moment with a
friend. We collude in the numbing as well, slipping into the void through alcohol, drugs,
shopping, television, and work, anything to help us ward off the feelings of emptiness that come
crashing at our door.We were not meant to live shallow lives, pocked by meaningless routines
and the secondary satisfactions of happy hour. We are the inheritors of an amazing lineage,
rippling with memories of life lived intimately with bison and gazelle, raven and the night sky. We
are designed to encounter this life with amazement and wonder, not resignation and endurance.



This is at the very heart of our grief and sorrow. The dream of full-throated living, woven into our
very being, has often been forgotten and neglected, replaced by a societal fiction of productivity
and material gain. No wonder we seek distractions. Every sorrow we carry extends from the
absence of what we require to stay engaged in this “one wild and precious life.”5 And every
sorrow is made more difficult to metabolize by that absence. Grief work offers us a trail leading
back to the vitality that is our birthright. When we fully honor our many losses, our lives become
more fully able to embody the wild joy that aches to leap from our hearts into the shimmering
world.Lastly, this book is a prayer, a plea on behalf of our beloved earth. I write to speak to the
deepening sense of loss we are feeling as the life systems of our planet show continuing signs
of strain and decline. This pain is intense and almost unendurable. I write for the sake of our
communities and for the salmon, ospreys, monarch butterflies, grizzlies, and for the generations
to come. This book, then, is an act of remembrance through which our eternal connection to
animals and plants, rivers and hills, trees and clouds can be reawakened. It is a gesture of
protest, calling us back to a life of connection and intimacy, of feeling and wonder. It is an
invitation to feed the fires of our aliveness and coax us back to life. All this comes to us through
the providence of grief.Every one of us must undertake an apprenticeship with sorrow. We must
learn the art and craft of grief, discover the profound ways it ripens and deepens us. While grief
is an intense emotion, it is also a skill we develop through a prolonged walk with loss. Facing
grief is hard work. It takes “the outrageous courage of the bodhi heart,” as Pema Chödrön calls
it.6 It takes outrageous courage to face outrageous loss. This is precisely what we are being
called to do. Any loss, whether deeply personal or one of those that swirl around us in the wider
world, calls us to full-heartedness, for that is the meaning of courage. To honor our grief, to grant
it space and time in our frantic world, is to fulfill a covenant with soul—to welcome all that is,
thereby granting room for our most authentic life.There is a good deal of evidence that supports
our need to work with the difficult emotion of grief, which inevitably finds its way into our lives. An
apprenticeship with sorrow offers us the chance to build our capacity to stay present when the
intense feelings of grief arise. Through meaningful rituals, a community of friends, some time in
benevolent solitude, and effective practices that help us stretch into our bigger selves, we are
offered the opportunity to develop a living relationship with loss. We can recover a faith in grief
that recognizes that grief is not here to take us hostage, but instead to reshape us in some
fundamental way, to help us become our mature selves, capable of living in the creative tension
between grief and gratitude. In so doing, our hearts are ripened and made available for the great
work of loving our lives and this astonishing world. It is an act of soul activism.Grief is essential
to finding and maintaining a feeling of emotional intimacy with life, with one another, and with our
own soul. May you find nourishment in these pages for your soul and for your commitment to
stay connected to the source of life.FRANCIS WELLERForestville, CaliforniaRussian River
WatershedOneAn Apprenticeship with SorrowGrief dares us to love once more.—TERRY
TEMPEST WILLIAMSThis is a book about grief, about its many moods and movements, shapes
and textures. It is about how sorrow carves riverbeds in our soul, deepening us as it flows in and



out of our lives. There is something familiar about the rising and falling of loss, how it takes us
below the surface of our lives and works on us in some alchemical way. We are remade in times
of grief, broken apart and reassembled. It is hard, painful, and unbidden work. No one goes in
search of loss; rather, it finds us and reminds us of the temporary gift we have been given, these
few sweet breaths we call life.I’m not sure how or when I began my apprenticeship with sorrow. I
do know that it was my gateway back into the breathing and animate world. It was through the
dark waters of grief that I came to touch my unlived life, by at last unleashing tears I had never
shed for the losses in my world. Grief led me back into a world that was vivid and radiant. There
is some strange intimacy between grief and aliveness, some sacred exchange between what
seems unbearable and what is most exquisitely alive. Through this, I have come to have a lasting
faith in grief.This book is also about restoring the Soul of the World.7 Bringing soul back to the
world means perceiving the world through a deepened imagination, one that is capable of
experiencing our intimacy with the surrounding world of finches and dragonflies, creeks and
woodlands, neighborhoods and friends. Everything possesses soul. It is our myopia, our one-
dimensional attention to things “human,” that leads us to see the world as an object, something
to be controlled, manipulated, and consumed. The earth is a revelation, offering itself to us daily
in an astonishing array of beauty and suffering. What is required of us is living with a level of
openness and vulnerability to the joys and sorrows of the world. Taking in the beauty of the land
as well as the great rips and tears in her skin requires a psyche attuned to the living world and
one engaged in the ongoing conversation with all things. Soul returns to the world when we
attend to the rhythms of nature, when we nourish our friendships with time and attention and in
our daily participation with repairing the world. How well we do that will determine the fate of our
communities and the planet.For more than thirty years I have worked with individuals in my
practice as a psychotherapist and in workshop settings. The one emotion that has touched
everyone is grief. It may be the grief we finally allow ourselves to feel for the life we did not
choose. It may be our sorrow for losses that happened early in our life, losses that we were
unprepared to grieve. It may be for relationships that fell apart, friendships that have vanished,
times of violation and abandonment, or for the suffering we feel for our ravished earth.When the
Deepwater Horizon rig exploded and began spilling oil in the spring of 2010, we were confronted
with a grief we could barely comprehend. The daily images of oil-soaked pelicans, turtles,
dolphins, and other sea creatures crashed into our awareness in ways we could not deny. For
months we watched as the oil gushed from the leak five thousand feet below the surface into the
waters of the Gulf of Mexico, onto the white, sandy beaches, and into the bayous—and we
shared a common sorrow, a grief that washed into our souls. There was a feeling that something
had been irrevocably changed by this event. The scientists reported that the spill effects might
linger for years, perhaps changing the life of the Gulf forever. We looked on in shock and
disbelief. Our hearts were broken.I often woke in the middle of the night during that time, sensing
the dying creatures and weeping for them. It was not something over there that was happening. It
was here in my body, in my heart. It was as if a part of me was being devastated by the oil,



suffocated and poisoned by the toxins as they spewed into the water. Whatever physical
distance there was between me and the Gulf, it made no difference. I experienced it immediately
in my soul, and I know this was true for many others as well.It wasn’t long after the capping of the
well on July 15 that our attention slowly drifted away from the Gulf. We were assured that
everything was returning to normal and that the waters were fine and we would soon be able to
eat the shrimp and fish again. We slowly slipped back into denial, away from the frightening truth
that the oil was still there, plumes of oil deep beneath the surface, affecting the entire food chain,
from plankton to whales. Television and radio coverage quickly dried up. Except for those living
near the disaster—the animals, birds, sea life, and humans—our capacity for distraction soon
outweighed our capacity for attention and grief. I was reminded of a line from the German poet
Rilke, “I don’t have much knowledge yet in grief, so this massive darkness makes me small.”8 He
wrote that line in 1904. Our knowledge of grief has not grown much since then, and
consequently, this darkness makes us small.How do we learn to carry our grief and not collapse
or turn away in denial? How do we come to see grief as vital and necessary and not something
only to be endured? To achieve this shift requires a re-visioning of grief, not as an event in our
lives—a period of mourning—but as an ongoing conversation that accompanies us throughout
life. Grief and loss are with us continually, shaping our walk through life, and in some real way,
determining how fully we engage our lives. This shift in perspective invites us into a prolonged
period of learning the ways and styles of grief. In essence, we are asked to take up an
apprenticeship with sorrow.An apprenticeship with sorrow leads us to the heart of loss. Soul
invites us repeatedly to take up this endeavor and be reshaped by its multiple demands. An
apprenticeship with sorrow requires a hands-on encounter in which we are invited to work with
the materials of grief, its leaden weight, and the particular demands of melancholy. We can feel it
already, just in these few sentences, that this apprenticeship leads us below ground, into the
hallway of shadows and forgotten ancestors. Here we find the scattered shards of unattended
grief, the pieces of unwept loss, and the shavings of old wounds swept into the corner.An
apprenticeship with sorrow invites us to learn the rites of grief and to practice a reverence of
approach, as Irish poet/philosopher John O’Donohue suggests. He writes, “What you encounter,
recognize or discover depends to a large degree on the quality of your approach. . . . When we
approach with reverence, great things decide to approach us.”9 How we approach our sorrows
profoundly affects what comes to us in return. We often hold grief at a distance, hoping to avoid
our entanglement with this challenging emotion. This leads to our feeling detached,
disconnected, and cold. At other times, there is no space between us and the grief we are
feeling. We are then swept up in the tidal surge of sorrow and often feel as though we are
drowning. An approach of reverence offers us the chance to learn a more skillful pattern of
relating with grief. When we come to our grief with reverence, we find ourselves in right
relationship with sorrow, neither too far away nor too close. We have entered into an ongoing
conversation with this difficult, holy visitor. Learning we can be with our grief, holding it softly and
warmly, is the first task in our apprenticeship.Approaching sorrow, however, requires enormous



psychic strength. For us to tolerate the rigors of engaging the images, emotions, memories, and
dreams that arise in times of grief, we need to fortify our interior ground. This is done through
developing a practice that we sustain over time. Any form will do—writing, drawing, meditation,
prayer, dance, or something else—as long as we continue to show up and maintain our effort. A
practice offers ballast, something to help us hold steady in difficult times. This deepens our
capacity to hold the vulnerable emotions surrounding loss without being overwhelmed by them.
Grief work is not passive: it implies an ongoing practice of deepening, attending and listening. It
is an act of devotion, rooted in love and compassion. (See the resources at the end of this book
for more on developing the practice of compassion.)One of the most essential skills we need to
develop in our apprenticeship is our ability to stay present in our adult selves when grief arises. I
have often witnessed, both in my private practice and in workshop settings, individuals
regressing into a child-like state when feelings of grief emerge. They suddenly feel panicked,
overwhelmed, hopeless, alone, and ashamed. They slide into another mode of being when
sorrow comes near, one in which their perspectives, feelings, and behavior radically change. It is
important to help them restore a connection with their adult selves or they risk slipping farther
into their dissociated state and possibly getting lost there for a prolonged time.The child-like
state is what Jung called a complex. Complexes are fragmentary bundles of concentrated
emotional energy formed when we were confronted with an experience too intense for us to
successfully digest. In these moments, the psyche splinters off the difficult material and creates
an autonomous, semi-contained bundle to hold the highly charged material. It is stunning and
fortunate that the psyche is able to do this. In these volatile times, we are spared the full weight
of the encounter and allowed to retain some measure of control. We only have to think of anyone
confronted with the overwhelming violence of war zones, a tornado ripping through a community,
destroying everything in its path, or the devastation of rape or molestation. Complexes form as a
consequence of trauma and are a major part of the experience in post-traumatic stress disorder.
Our psyches dissociate, splitting off the offending material from consciousness for the time
being.For many of us, our experiences of loss were not adequately contained by those around
us. We were not offered an adequate level of what trauma therapists call attunement to the
emotional states that enveloped us. Attunement is a particular quality of attention, wedded with
affection, offered by someone we love and trust. This deep attention is what enables us to make
painful experiences tolerable. We feel held and comforted, reassured and safe. The failure to
provide a safe and nurturing space in times of loss and grief can precipitate the formation of a
complex. When the outer containment field of the parent or community is missing or too porous,
the psyche will split off the overwhelming emotions, temporarily sparing us from direct exposure.
The story, however, does not end there. Complexes return again and again and seem to carry
the intention of being reabsorbed back into consciousness. When the complex appears, we are
taken out of the present moment and situated back into our histories at the point of the trauma.
What had been severed for the sake of our preservation must now be rejoined for the sake of our
healing. In other words, the emotional material that was absorbed into the complex must



ultimately be faced and reconciled. Until we do, the complex will “interfere with the intentions of
the will and disturb the conscious performance.”10 Jung’s words help us see the necessity of
confronting our circumstances and doing the hard, painful work of reconciling the complex. (See
the resources at the end of this book for more on working with the complex.)Establishing a
relationship with grief, developing practices that keep us steady in times of distress, and staying
present in our adult selves are among the central tasks in our apprenticeship with sorrow. This is
the hard work of maturation. In the traditional language of apprenticeship, this would be called
achieving mastery. In the language of soul, this is the work of becoming an elder. An elder is able
to touch grief deftly and is able to craft sorrow into something nourishing for the community.
Teacher and grief specialist Stephen Jenkinson says, “Hold your sorrow to a degree of
eloquence, whereby everyone around you will be fed by your efforts to do so.”11 Becoming
skillful at digesting our grief makes us a source of reassurance and stability for the wider
community.Every mature culture has guided its people in this apprenticeship with grief.
Underlying this education is an acknowledgment of our spiritual indebtedness to the cosmos for
all we are given to sustain us day to day. These cultures honor this truth and have based their
ritual life and teachings around it. Gestures of humility and purification such as sweat lodges and
initiation rites acknowledged that we live in a sacramental cosmos and that life feeds on life. We
cannot escape this truth, and the appropriate response to it is a ripened melancholy combined
with rituals of gratitude. The Mayan people say we all carry a deep spiritual debt for what we are
given, which we can never fully repay. They say it is important that we do our best to honor this
debt with our eloquence and displays of ritual beauty. Our culture has, by and large, failed to
honor this debt, and the results are precisely what we see—a world rapidly being emptied by a
never-ending hunger for more.Grief work is soul work. It requires courage to face the world as it
is and not turn away, to not burrow into a hole of comfort and anes-thetization. Grief deepens our
connection with soul, taking us into territories of vulnerability, exposing the truth of our need for
others in times of loss and suffering. I have been moved on many occasions when someone
risked revealing what was present in his or her heart—raw, naked expression of sorrow.Grief
also reveals the undeniable reality of our bond with the world. Whatever fiction we carry that
allows us to feel separate and insulated, the overwhelming suffering we feel during events such
as the Gulf Coast oil spill and the World Trade Center tragedy—or any violation to our local
community or the land we love—reminds us of our intimate connections. It is grief that offers us a
way to respond to situations such as these. It is grief that moves us in the direction of contact,
toward the helping hands and embrace of others. We need grief in order to heal these traumas
and make sense of a world turned upside down. Remembering the wisdom of grief allows us to
cultivate faith in a deeper pulse within the soul. It is the via negativa, the road through the depths
that leads to what mythologist Michael Meade calls dark wisdom.12 Through this we are able to
lean in to the world and trust the deeper currents that move through all things.“Where there is
sorrow,” wrote Oscar Wilde, “there is holy ground.” This book is a meditation on the sacred
ground of grief and the ways it enables us to walk in this world with its realities of loss and death,



how it shakes us and breaks us open to depths of soul we could not imagine. Grief offers a wild
alchemy that transmutes suffering into fertile ground. We are made real and tangible by the
experience of sorrow; as it adds substance and weight to our world. Beyond the crazed hunger
in our culture to be exceptional, loss and sorrow wear away whatever masks we attempt to
present to the world. Like the massive stone carvings in the jungles of Central America that now
lie broken on the forest floor, the monuments we erect to our own importance collapse. We are
stripped of excess and revealed as human in our times of grief. Grief ripens us, pulls up from the
depths of our souls what is most authentic in our beings. In truth, without some familiarity with
sorrow, we do not mature as men and women. It is the broken heart, the part that knows sorrow,
that is capable of genuine love. The heart familiar with loss is able to recognize “a still deeper
grief . . . a sadness at the very heart of things”13 that binds us with the world. Without this
awareness and willingness to be shaped by life, we remain caught in the adolescent strategies
of avoidance and heroic striving.I am an advocate for grief. I see the many ways it gifts us. While
it is difficult to embrace grief and be moved by its muscular demands, without it we would not
know the heartening quality of compassion, could not experience the full breadth of love, the
surprise of joy, we could not celebrate the sheer beauty of the world. Grief fosters each of these
capabilities, deepening them by bringing gravity to the moment. Grief is the dark color that adds
depth to the canvas, providing contrast and texture. Without these tones, our lives would be flat
and uninteresting. This necessary encounter, in turn, enables these vital qualities to hold us in
times of loss and sorrow.I am not suggesting that we live a life preoccupied with sorrow. I am
saying that our refusal to welcome the sorrows that come to us, our inability to move through
these experiences with true presence and conscious awareness, condemns us to a life
shadowed by grief. Welcoming everything that comes to us is the challenge. This is the secret to
being fully alive.I see this work as soul activism, a form of deep resistance to the disconnected
way in which our society has conditioned us to live. Grief is subversive, undermining our
society’s quiet agreement that we will behave and be in control of our emotions. It is an act of
protest that declares our refusal to live numb and small. There is something feral about grief,
something essentially outside the ordained and sanctioned behaviors of our culture. Because of
that, grief is necessary to the vitality of the soul. Contrary to our fears, grief is suffused with life
force. It is riddled with energy, an acknowledgment of the erotic coupling with another soul,
whether human, animal, plant, or ecosystem. It is not a state of deadness or emotional flatness.
Grief is alive, wild, untamed; it cannot be domesticated. It resists the demands to remain passive
and still. We move in jangled, unsettled, and riotous ways when grief takes hold of us. It is truly
an emotion that rises from soul.What has become clear to me is the powerful role grief plays in
enabling us to face what is taking place in our lives, our communities, our ecologies, families,
and culture. Through our ability to acknowledge the layers of loss, we can truly discover our
capacity to respond, to protect, and to restore what has been damaged. Grief registers the
sorrows that befall everything that matters deeply to our souls. Our hearts are kept flexible, fluid,
and open to the world through this closeness with loss.TwoTo and from the Soul’s HallEmbrace



your grief, for there your soul will grow.—CARL JUNGWe are gathered in a room, about thirty of
us. We have come together to work the ground of grief. For two and a half days we have been
together, turning over our sorrows like compost. The stories we have shared are moving and
powerful, often bringing the entire circle to tears. There are stories of loss, death, abuse,
worthlessness, and rage. We have been guided to these depths through a writing practice taught
by my friend Kim Scanlon. And now we are ready. It is time for the grief ritual. For the last few
hours we have been preparing the space, creating a grief shrine full of photos of ancestors,
beloved friends who have died, images of species and cultures that have disappeared—the
cumulative losses of the world—in a space made beautiful by boughs of fir, colorful cloths, and
flowers. Everyone knows it is time to start, and there is tension in the air as we circle.It begins
quickly. Almost as soon as the invocation is complete and the drumming and singing have
begun, a few of the participants rush the shrine. Their grief is brimming, pouring over the lip of
the cup. We are now in the full flow of the ritual. Gradually the shrine fills with men and women in
various postures. Some are standing, gesturing strongly toward the shrine, shouting their
protests for the things that have happened in their lives. Others kneel with their heads in their
hands, bodies shaking and heaving as the grief ripples through them. A few are on their bellies,
unable to hold themselves up any longer; their sorrow hits them in wave after wave. It is beautiful.
There are few things as genuine as a person grieving. There are no questions to ask, no
wondering what someone is feeling. It is self-evident. We are revealing the heartache we carry,
the sorrows we have shouldered for decades. We are in the tumult of releasing our tears. This is
a holy night, and we go on for hours.No one is alone at the shrine. Every person pouring grief
from their warehouse of sorrows is being attended by another. This is not a time to go it alone.
Attendants are there to witness and to provide whatever support is needed. Sometimes this
means simply holding space for their deep work. Sometimes it means placing a hand on the
person so he can feel that he is not alone. For others, the attendant becomes the lap into which
the grieving person can crawl to weep her most bitter tears. This display of compassion is an
essential piece in our ability to truly lay down our sorrows.As we slowly come to the end of the
ritual, there is a mixture of elation and exhaustion in the air. This form of soul maintenance is
hard work, but it is necessary to keep us available to life. As we close, the participants are
moving and swaying to the song we have been singing for hours. Their tears have washed them
clean, and their faces are shining. The room is lighter. The participants’ bodies are giddy with joy
—a wild alchemy of sorrow and joy, played out once again, as it always has been, in the
container of sacred ritual.And now we move around the circle and embrace one another,
thankful for where we traveled and for the work we have done. It is time for cookies and fruit, for
water and rest. For the time being, we are released from the weight of grief, but we know full well
that tomorrow, when we return to our daily lives, we will begin to gather more. That is the way of
things. Knowing, however, that we will come together again in a year—or perhaps sooner, as the
need arises—reassures the psyche that we will not have to carry this burden alone for
long.When we gather on weekends to work with grief, we often begin by saying that we are



entering into a sudden village.14 These rituals frequently bring together people from great
distances, and yet slowly, over the time we share, the feeling of being in a village takes on a
shape that is more than a longing; it becomes something tangible. These gatherings offer some
of the constituent elements of a living community. The space is created for deep listening,
respectful attention, and a container strong enough to receive our most painful and sorrowful
revelations. In a very real way, we are able to generate a vessel capable of holding our joined
hearts suffering. This space enables all of us to risk sharing the wild edge of sorrow.In Bouncing
Back, psychotherapist and neuroscience expert Linda Graham reveals how “bonding and
belonging nourish resilience.” She relates how our sense of connection affects our ability to
regulate our internal states during crisis and stress. She writes, “The process of being seen,
understood, and accepted by an attuned, empathic other engenders a sense of genuine self-
acceptance, a feeling that we are profoundly okay. We feel safe enough, strong enough, sure
enough to venture courageously into the world and develop the competencies we need to deal
with life’s challenges.”15 A sense of belonging offers us much-needed medicine in these times,
which are marked by feelings of anonymity and isolation. In fact, belonging protects the heart
from much of life’s unavoidable challenges.One amazing example of this truth on a communal
level comes from a longitudinal study of the town of Roseto, Pennsylvania, an Italian American
mining community. Researchers were curious why the rate of heart disease in this town was
markedly lower than it was in the surrounding communities. They studied smoking rates,
exercise patterns, dietary practices, the availability of medical services, and genetic factors—all
to no avail. None of these could account for the difference. The study examined death
certificates between 1935 and 1985. For the first thirty years, there was a marked difference
between Roseto and the surrounding communities. In the 1960s, however, as cultural ferment
swept the country, long-established patterns within the small community also began to change.
Rather than living in multigenerational homes where sharing life and meals, rituals and traditions
was the norm, people opted for single-family dwellings on the outskirts of town, and the young
men and women left to find excitement in the bigger cities. As the bonds of connection frayed, so
too did the protective effects for the heart. Disease rates rose and actually became higher than
those of neighboring communities. The only thing that originally protected these people from
heart disease was belonging. Now referred to as the “Roseto Effect,” we begin to understand the
phrase brokenhearted more thoroughly. Linda Graham relates how the hormone oxytocin, often
called the “love hormone,” is released when we are touched and held or when we engage with
someone who cares. Genuine community heals body and soul.
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Jenny Melford, “Please read this book and heed its call. I am a bereaved Mom, having tragically
and unexpectedly lost my 23 month old son Hunter about 4 years ago. I have read A LOT of
books on grief, dying, sorrow and loss, and The Wild Edge of Sorrow is among the best of the
best. Weller's language is poetic, and his offering is really quite unique. He touches on all the
many ways we all carry grief, with most of our grief and sorrow deemed unacceptable or
unworthy by our society...and the ramifications of these dismissals....and why we need to
change....In Chapter 2 he references a retreat he held where there was a grief shrine and ritual, I
was touched so deeply at my core by the description I wept and wept, for I had always hoped
something like this existed - a place and a community where I could express my broken heart,
wailing and weeping with wild abandon from that place inside that is drowning in sadness, but
nonetheless remains mostly muffled....This man is doing amazing work! We need to honor our
grief, every single one of us. Please read this book and heed its call.”

Karin Chen, “Blew my heart wide open.. Two years after losing my mum, six years after losing
my little brother, nine years after losing the older of my two younger brothers, from a million mini
losses & traumas to the big and very present one in my life (my marriage), this book found it's
way into my hands. And into my heart.I've been studying it. Digesting it. Living it. Honoring it,
since I've opened it, a few weeks ago. It is s soul medicine, life changing, heart opening book.
Francis Weller has written a masterpiece on the sacred work of grief. As he points out, we live in
a grief-phobic, death-fearing society.But I have news for you that you already know: Only a
broken heart is capable of great love. He addresses not only our individual grief and sadness,
but our communal and ancestral pain. As we live in these painful times, I found deep comfort in
his words. It's full of gem after gem articulated with haunting beauty.A few cases in point -1.
"There is some strange intimacy between grief and aliveness, some sacred exchange between
what seems unbearable and what is most exquisitely alive."2. "Grief and love are sisters, woven
together from the beginning. Their kinship reminds us that there is no love that does not contain
loss and no loss that is not a reminder of the love we carry for what we once held close."3. "Grief
is subversive, undermining the quiet agreement to behave and be in control of our emotions. It is
an act of protest that declares our refusal to live numb and small. There is something feral about
grief, something essentially outside the ordained and sanctioned behaviors of our culture.
Because of that, grief is necessary to the vitality of the soul. Contrary to our fears, grief is
suffused with life-force.... It is not a state of deadness or emotional flatness. Grief is alive, wild,
untamed and cannot be domesticated. It resists the demands to remain passive and still. We
move in jangled, unsettled, and riotous ways when grief takes hold of us. It is truly an emotion
that rises from the soul."And my absolute favorite: “Those who undertake the full journey into
their grief come back carrying medicine for the world.”Hell yes!"Grief dares us to love once
more."— Terry Tempest Williams”



cwpaso, “Read it and share it.. This book validated my belief that the "depression" I have
struggled to overcome for more than forty years is not a condition, but a symptom of profound,
unexpressed grief. The book was written with a gentle, compassionate voice. I appreciated the
author's use of poetry as an aid to soothing the tender places that often cannot be reached
through prose. An important book for our detached, coldhearted Western culture.”

Mary Friedel-hunt, “Touches your soul. Francis Weller's new book leaves me even more
speechless than his first (Entering the Healing Ground). This book is truly a meditation book that
reaches deep into my soul and often leaves me in tears. It is a gift to all who read it and those
who do read it will see themselves in every page and in each poetic sentenceIt is clear to me
that Francis Weller is playing an essential role in the larger healing of our planet. How grateful I
am for his acceptance of this gift and role. In addition to the meditative and poetic writing, it just
makes so much sense. As a people we have allowed fear and denial and our "need" to fit in and
be like everyone else.. to fog our vision. This book lifts that fog and educates as it leads the
reader to see themselves (their joy and grief) so much more clearly.I can't recommend this book
enough to every person. As a bereavement counselor and a bereaved woman who recently lost
my husband, I have read more books and articles on grief than I can count. This easily stands
out as the very best.”

Lightflower Studios, “Beautiful book, deep and true. I love this book. It softened my grief and
opened my heart. I was most deeply affected by the chapter on eco-grief, which helped me
move through and be present to my true feelings. Which makes me stronger, more authentic and
open-hearted.I suffered from complex grief for many years. This book also addresses that and
brought even more comfort and healing.It is wise and healthy to make space to grieve our losses
in community. People of European heritage may have trouble doing that. Suppressing grief only
makes it more painful and toxic.Highly recommend! I feel this is a book I'll read again, and refer
to when grief arises. Great for anyone facilitating grief groups.”

WildAtHeart, “PLEASE JUST BUY THIS BOOK, ITS ESSENTIAL. I have just sobbed and rocked
and prayed my way through the first chapter of this book.If anyone is feeling anxious, or sad, or
lost or depressed or uncertain about what to do in the face of what is happening in the world
right now, buy this book to wake up and grieve for what is happening, and for all that we have
lost over the last 2000 years of patriarchy, the oppression, exploitation, loss of soul,
warmongering towards other people, nature and the earth and her resources.We need first to
grieve and feel in order to reconnect and heal.Love to all”

luckycat, “Sacred and important , life changing work. I lost my partner over three years ago and
began my journey into grief. Little did i know that i would collapse and be “cracked open” time
and time again. I became vulnerable in a way i never knew before and full of intense emotions.



Having read only the opening chapter of this beautiful , poetically written , soulful book on grief, I
recognize and honour my ability to feel loss , life and be a part of the interconnected ness of all
life. Francis Weller allows us to begin a meaningful conversation with this part of ourselves,
which is often denied or reproached. In bringing loving attention to our grief, he lets us become
aware of how we are more fully alive when we embrace what had meaning for us and is now lost.
He gives us a modern language, the five gateways and permission to navigate into our souls ,
passing through loss of everything we love, the places that have not known love, the sorrows of
the world, what we expected and did not receive and our ancestral grief. Make a pot of tea, sit
and rejoice that someone has spoken out about loss , love and life . I shall make it a part of my
daily devotionals.”

Rachel, “Ready to journey with your grief and become more soulful?. This book moved me very
deeply, and left me with a richer perspective on loss and grief. It’s an amazing and beautifully
written book. I wept a lot; the kind of tears that clear more space inside your heart. I’ve since
recommended it to many others.”

JackieS, “A stunning book. Poetic, profound - speaks very .... A stunning book. Poetic, profound -
speaks very deeply to my soul. I've read it twice already and find myself underlining huge
chunks. I'm recommending it to everyone I know. A must-read for anyone who seeks to live life
deeply, and is curious about what it means to be fully alive, conscious and connected in these
times.”

Joanna Groves, “Stunning, profound book that reaches deep within. Reading this was a gentle
cleansing journey through my psyche & soul. Beautifully written that connects deep AND offers a
cognitive appreciation of grief & loss. I've been left with a richer appreciation of my connection to
others and the earth, and a deeper understanding of the cost of disconnection.”

The book by Francis Weller has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 762 people have provided feedback.
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