
The Five Stages of Grief

Denial

 “Well, maybe you’ll pull through. Stranger things have happened!” 

class or at work, I was sitting in a rocking chair next to his bed attempting 
to catch up on homework, listening to him talk, or watching a low budget 

husband. This is about the time that the reality set in. He was going to die, and 

might want. 
 “Grandpa, there’s only one thing in this house that I want.” 
 “Mad Bluebird?” 

 “Sure. No one else will want that ugly thing.” 
 Mad Bluebird is the best picture. It was bought by my grandmother 



is really no other way to describe this bluebird except that he looks, well, mad. 

a moment captured where a harmless bluebird is pissed. No one else thought 

downright hilarious. That night I brought Mad Bluebird into my house, but I 

Anger

 “I’d like to put him in the dumpster.”

please don’t pass it up.”

Bargaining

ested in converting me. I spent most Sundays at church with him, not because 

 “Grandpa, are you scared to die?”



 “Now, don’t get me wrong. I loved your grandmother very much. 
There is not a day that goes by that I don’t think about her. And I’ve said 
many times that I would give anything to see my son that was taken away 

Do you think you’ll see your Savior when you die?”
 “I’m still not really sure what will happen when I die, Grandpa.”

 “Sure.”

would see me again someday. I would like to know that you would raise a 

 It really was something to think about. I was presented with an oppor

though I had been somewhat wrong about my relationship with my grand

think I wasn’t a good person?

I couldn’t make the decision to believe right then. I could have taken the easi

the very least, made him admit that I had a good head on my shoulders. 

Depression

and trust that what is supposed to happen will happen. Our time spent together 
became grim. Our conversations were dark, rarely talking about anything 



quiet, and I usually had to lean in close to hear his barely whispering words. 

when he is actually gone? This isn’t healthy. You go to class, you go to school, 
and then you sit next to his bed. You need a break.”
 “No. I need to be there. He needs me to be there. One day, he’ll be 

Acceptance

anymore. I couldn’t watch his body deteriorate. At that point he hadn’t eaten 

let him know it. I went into his bedroom, and I sat down in the rocking chair 

alive. He hadn’t woken up in almost two days, but I hoped he could still hear 
me anyway. 

 Within three hours he was gone. When I got home that night, I didn’t 

bird?”

   *  *  *



ed he was too tired to keep going to the moment when he took his last breath, 




