
The five stages of grief.  
 
March 3 1973  
Next time you come for tea I’ll play  you ‘The Beatles’ so I can hear of your adventures down 
‘Abbey Road’ one last time. I think I’ll play Bowie too so we can carefully think through our ‘Life 
on Mars’ and I can tell you my million and one reasons as to why the idea is simply theoretical. 
Next time you tell me one of your painful dad jokes I’m going to laugh (not too much I refuse to 
boost your already growing ego.) I’m going to start an everlasting conversation on the European 
communities in hopes that this might convince you to stay just for one more minute. I hope if 
you were me you’d know me well enough to sit in silence. I hope you’d know not to start small 
talk to clutch onto the fragment of hope that maybe I’ll mention one of your specialist subjects. I 
hope I can remain this ignorant forever. Because although the aching acknowledgement that it 
is only that, ignorance remains a cloud over my mind,  pretending sometimes is better than 
knowing. And now is one of those times. Pretending you're here discussing anything and 
everything is more comforting than realising that I would be rolling my eyes at your boisterous 
care and strong opinions on everything under the sun. 
December 11 1973 
I hate space. It’s too open. Too bright. Too knowing. Space only leads to secrets and secrets 
only lead to hatred. I wish you didn’t have space. I wish I didn't either. Yet my secrets weigh me 
down into the pool that you dug and I am left to fill. My secrets push me further into the pool as 
I'm forced to learn to swim all over again. I keep telling myself that I’m a strong swimmer, 
stronger than most, but my legs refuse to move and I am paralysed with the idea of grief. You 
threw me into the deep end with no warning. And the all so familiar idea of living alone enrages 
me. You did this. You. You and your comforting cold eyes and your sickly pale skin. Your wave 
of darkness washes over me and the only thing that’s left is my cold damp feelings left to dry in 
the rain.  
January 1 1975  
When you next come for tea I’ll play ABBA. I’ll introduce you to ‘Dancing Queen’ and you’ll 
dance that horrendous dance, the one with your hands. I’ll roll my eyes nonchalauntly and tell 
you to enjoy the lyrics while you’re losing yourself to the rhythm of that established iconic dance. 
We can build the steps together and that way the pool of my emotions is merely optional and 
never mandatory. That way when you come and visit I won’t build up all these separate 
emotions and that way when the pool explodes I’ll escape just in the nic of time. I am sorry. For 
blaming you. You understand don’t you? The feelings I’m having. I’m sure you’d hate me asking 
you’d call it cliche i would too. But I hadn't been here. I hadn’t lost you back then. I was naive, 
you of all people know that. You proved it. I wish you hadn’t but that’s not your fault or mine, or 
anyones for that matter.  
April 19 1975 
Nothing stops you leaving. Not me. Not family. Not life. Not anything. Not even you. You 
couldn’t help it. I know, I understand. I just wish that something, some random turn of events 
painted the sea of black dresses and suits into an array of colours. I wish someone made one of 
your awful jokes to clear the deafening silence of mourning. I wonder what you’d have done had 
it been me. You couldn’t swim as it was. In that sense I’m so glad it’s how it is. But I know that 
given the opportunity I would change it all in a heartbeat. As selfish as that may seem I do wish I 



could be the one to watch over you instead of worrying that anything I might say could make 
you hate me. You were so pure and I worry sometimes I won't live up to your innocent minded 
expectation and I’m getting so tired while trying. Sinking was painful but finding myself drowning 
in open silence makes it so much worse. I find that maybe sinking silently to live at rock bottom 
could have been better than kicking up a fuss and trying to breathe underwater.  
January 19 1979 
Nothing’s worse than losing yourself. Losing me has been the most complex idea and the most 
excruciating mourning period. Leaving behind my past self was grief I could never have 
imagined. Leaving part of me behind on that day in 1973 was never planned and the slow 
realisation that I was being ripped from this peaceful familiarity into the abyss was dauntingly 
observing me. Evolving is one of the hardest concepts to grasp. Evolving and grief. When 
combined it’s almost mind numbing to endure both simultaneously. So when you come for tea 
tonight I want to see your youthful grin. Your warm eyes and your bright smile hiding no ulterior 
motive. When we discuss our life on Mars I won’t mention gravity or oxygen or any of that 
grownup stuff. Just Mars and our imagination. Next time you come for tea I’ll tell you about my 
trip to Penny Lane while you tell your thrilling tale of Abbey Road.  
Next time you come for tea you’ll roll your eyes at my dad jokes. You’ll tell me you’ve heard my 
Penny Lane story and you’ll tell me all about the reality of Mars.  
Next time I come for tea you’ll be older, different and more mature. You’ll make poor attempts to 
start the same old conversation but you’ll look delighted at even the shortest response. I 
suppose everyone really is predictable if you look deep enough. So I’ll save my newfound 
wisdom until the next time you come for tea. 


