
	

	

	

	
	

	 	
	

The UnWELCOME Journey  
The Landscape of Grief

Crystal Anzalone MS, LMHP, LPC, NCC 
 

There is a paradox in the concept of understanding grief. When 
the waves of grief are overpowering we may wonder if we 
will drown in the despair of our own sorrow. Having 
experienced profound loss, these words are written with 
empathic understanding; not with the idea that understanding 
the grieving process will diminish your pain. Rather, these 
words are offered as a beam of hope – beckoning from the 
lighthouse in the distance, illuminating the seascape as you 
seek to anchor your soul.  
 
Many people resist the pain of grief believing that if they do 
not think about it, it will go away. Other times people feel 
pressured to get over it. Counterintuitively, we can sabotage 
our own healing by the resistance. We have to let ourselves 
feel the pain of grief to move through it. The lyrics of Tina 
Dico in Count to Ten speaks profound paradox with two lines:  
 

Sometimes the fastest way to get there is to go slow 
And sometimes if you wanna hold on you got to let go 

 
Dico’s lyric’s support what the grief experts tell us, we have 
to let our self feel the grief. We are in a get over it and move on 
society. We expect instant healing. Yet, the way through it, is 
just to feel it, just allow yourself to feel it. Just be with the grief. 
Have a friend witness your grief as “grief must be witnessed.”1  
 
David Kessler spoke about the differences in the way we in 
America handle grieving as opposed to a village in Africa. 
When someone dies in the village, that night everyone has to 
move something very obvious in their home or their lawn. 
The purpose is to support the family in such a way that when 
they wake up the next morning and go out in the village and 
see “everything has changed.” That is how they witness the loss 
of each other. In America we go about our business as though 
nothing has changed. The villagers represented the change to 
the one grieving, that someone really witnesses their loss.  
 
When the timing is right, perhaps you will be ready for 
someone to walk with you as a companion in your healing. It 
can sometimes be helpful to seek out a grief group specific to 

your loss. Most likely, the best support will come through 
someone who has walked the path of loss before you. When 
the landscape has changed it is disorienting and it takes time 
to readjust to the loss. 
 
The following is written by someone currently working 
through their own grieving process. Perhaps his experience 
will offer you a way to navigate through the landscape of 
loss. He begins with a quote: 
 
“It is possible to be a solitary in one's mind while living in a crowd, 
and it is possible for one who is a solitary to live in the crowd of his 
own thoughts.” --Amma Syncletica 
 
Few in western society would consider grief a healthy part of 
life for we spend an enormous amount of energy trying to 
avoid it. We accept that it occurs, we are sympathetic to the 
interruption it brings to life, but we do not allow it to linger; 
we do not honor it. Often there is an active effort in our 
families, communities, and corporations to pass us through 
the darkness so that we may reengage again in the function 
we once held. This attempt to quell our grief is an 
unconscious movement which serves them more than us, for 
grief is inextricably uncomfortable to gaze upon. 
 
Our culture holds grief as a leprosy in modern society; the 
head of Medusa. It must be slain before it becomes a 
contagion. Grief brings depression and depression renders us 
useless. Perhaps this is true when we do not honor grief. 
Perhaps our culture creates the very truth it holds by denying 
the power our grief holds toward the further efflorescence of 
life. 
 
Parker Palmer explains, “At the most basic and crudest level, this 
culture defines depression as something shameful.” For some take 
the reductionistic approach that depression is meaningless, 
when in truth it is very meaningful. “There is to me a mystery as 
to how people survive that deep darkness.” Parker continues, “I 
found myself a more compassionate person. I think when you suffer, 
if you hold it in the right way—in an open heart—you become much 
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more empathetic toward the suffering of other people.” Holding 
grief in the right way is to honor the work it is achieving in 
you. It is a despotic, dominating experience to honor grief, for 
we must endure the primal loathing no modern society can 
render obsolete. We must feel its oceanic depth and only after 
we touch bottom and witness the great leviathan of our own 
soul, may we reach the surface again.  
 
If we do not honor it, then grief becomes a mere latency of 
life, robbing time from our future potential, yet if we choose 
to honor it, we come to realize that it is the quintessential 
potential of our future. Grief is one of life’s epic enigmas 
never intended to be absolved.  
 
How we hold to the dry bones of normalcy with a white 
knuckled grip of pain reveals to us our need for certainty. We 
act without realizing that what we have experienced, no 
matter how dreadful, has birthed a new normal. Grief is the 
liminal stage delivering us into the turbulent transformation 
between light and shadow; what was and what now is. It is 
the twilight of our soul ascension in the belly of the whale.  
 
We are encouraged to move through our pain rapidly because 
Western society does not know the healing arts of advocating 
the restorative process of grief. When I lost my son, my home, 
and my marriage (in that order), I was abandoned to the 
isolation of a crowd. I relocated to a large metropolitan area 
and it illuminated for the first time how someone can be 
surrounded by people and feel completely alone. The world 
swirled around me and life continued its dance but my 
kinetic momentum had ceased.  
 
I was living amid dimensions, in the invisible liminal realm 
between where I had come and where I was going. The first 
words that spoke to me in this invisible place came from the 
poet David Whyte, “This is the temple of my adult aloneness and I 
belong to that aloneness as I belong to my life. There is no house like 
the house of belonging.” Whyte spoke of awakening to the 
ambiguity of the day and taking refuge in the moment. It was 
his celebration of “belonging” even if that belonging was his 
own “temple of … adult aloneness.” It was the place “where I 
want to love all the things it has taken me so long to learn to love.” 
It was my new beginning as I understood that I was now free 
to live in a new way, love in a new way, create in a new 
way… I was entering into my “house of contentment where I 
wish to live forever in the eternity of my own fleeting and 
momentary happiness.” Whyte’s words were good enough for 
today, tomorrow would have to wait.  
 
In time, what was once familiar became the cherished memoir 
of my history, and what was foreign and unexplored became 
the residence of a new intimacy with life. Pain is a benchmark 
experience which connects us with the human community in 
a deeper and richer way, for which of us have not 
experienced pain? 
 
My quest for the house of my own belonging has been an ebb 
and flow of painful moments which have diminished in their 
intensity as each moment is given audience in authentic 
articulation. with each of these occasions, the more I make 
conscious the more I can process the unconscious pain. To 
truly honor the memory of my son, the home we built, the 
marriage I dedicated half my life to, I must process my pain 
consciously and unconsciously. When I can achieve this, I can 

speak of my son without emotional imbalance, I can speak of 
my home without regret, and I can hold love and respect for 
my former wife as I speak to and of her. 
 

“One of the tenets and hallmarks of real healing from a grief or a 
loss is that you actually start to come out and play again. You start 
to make yourself visible again in the world. You start to reach out to 
others. You’re not caught in this necessary, initial, hermetic 
enclosure where you’re finding shelter because you’ve been hurt in 
such a powerful way.” David Whyte has gone before me in the 
journey. He too, has experienced the invisible liminal space 
between the past and future. As I emerge, I have begun to 
come out and play again. I have very few who know my heart 
in its clandestine glow, that illumination of soul that is only 
witnessed by those who take presence with you, but there is 
an abundance in a few. They are my playmates; they saw me 
even before I emerged from the invisible sacred space of my 
threshold of grief. They awaited my emergence. Just as they 
mourned with me, they celebrated my inelegant emergence 
back into life -- The awkward and graceless first steps of a 
new existence. I have been witnessed in my pain, death, and 
birth into a new creation. Their witness of me has embalmed 
my spirit in healing salve. 
 
When I first heard Whyte’s suggestion that vulnerability was 
our gateway to the enhanced perception of the invisible 
support that surrounds us, I didn’t understand. To become 
vulnerable in the tenderness of my pain was a grave risk. As I 
sobered to my grief, I eventually came to understand, slowly, 
reluctantly, how profoundly important it was to allow my 
pain to be witnessed in the depth of its Cimmerian identity. It 
was in that movement that I gained the acute awareness of 
those who had been carrying me all along; those precious 
ones who had held compassion in their gaze and actions. 
While the grief was not theirs, they bore it with me, for “when 
one thing dies all things die together, and must live again in a 
different way.” They remained with me on my quest and 
learned to live with me in a different way in my new life. 
 
Those that made the journey with me recalibrated my 
awareness to what is precious inside. For “what is precious 
inside us does not care to be known by the mind in ways that 
diminish its presence.” 
 
If there is any insight I could offer that might be universal to 
us all, it would be to accept the loss as soon as you are 
consciously capable to do so. That was the hardest part for 
me. We don’t know what lies above the crest of acceptance, 
but my experience illuminated for me that it was less abstruse 
than what lay behind me. It was the portal of the world I gave 
myself to and to which I desire to return. 
 
“There is one world only, the one to which we gave ourselves 
utterly, and to which one day we are blessed to return.” 
 
 
What a heartfelt journey we have been honored to witness. Words 
cannot capture the essence of one’s experience. It is our desire to hold 
space with you as you experience your life and its losses. Please let us 
know how we might assist you in all phases of your journey. To 
initiate your EAP benefits call 402-598-8511. 
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