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Grieving a Suicide:  
A Meditation

From Dorothy McRae-McMahon’s  
Rituals for life, love and loss, 2003, pp.  
130-133; used with permission.

A suicide is no ordinary death. No matter how we try to understand it, 
rightly or wrongly it usually tends to stand as a comment on those who are 
left behind. It is normally more shocking than most deaths and often comes 
in a terrible form. After the funeral, people often still feel as though there is 
unfinished business, especially if the funeral makes little mention of the fact 
that it was a suicide. This meditation is an attempt to take a person through a 
more honest and creative reflection on the death.
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An honest and painful grieving

How could you do it to us? 
To face your death is so hard and now we have to try to face the harsh truth  
that you chose to die.

Even as I say that, I feel guilty because obviously you must have felt so dreadful  
that you chose to die rather than live.

Who am I to criticise your death when I couldn’t do enough to stop it happening?

And yet I can’t help feeling a dreadful mixture of confusion, hurt, anger,  
grief, guilt and pain.

I almost don’t know what to feel except helpless and awful.

I start on one feeling and before I have dealt with it another is there.

I wish I knew exactly why you died.

I struggle with that and sometimes I think I know, but I am never quite sure.

I always think there must be something more that I should have known and  
then you would have been saved from death.

I go on thinking about it and feel as though when someone kills themself there must be 
someone to blame.

After all, it’s not the way things ought to be—most of us try to live as long as we can.

But then I don’t know who to blame.

One minute I want to blame you and then I want to blame myself, or everyone else, indeed 
anyone else.

If I am tempted to blame you it is because I wish, how I wish, you had never killed yourself.

I wish you had been able to call for help or receive more help when it mattered.

I wish you had been able to share more of what was happening to you,to tell us how near 
you were to deciding to die.

I wish you had just waited longer to see if things would improve.

It seems too awful to feel angry with you, but sometimes I do.

I feel punished by your dying and I am not always sure that I deserve to be punished.   

I feel as though you didn’t give us all a proper chance to respond to you and that most  
of us were doing all we could anyway. 

Dying is so very final.

It makes us feel as though we have killed you. 

Is that what you wanted?

Maybe that is not what you wanted.

Please, please, I wish you had not acted with such finality.

I feel it wasn’t fair to those who loved you, even inadequately.  
Maybe you were punishing us—the final punishment, because we can  
never make amends or try harder to meet your needs.
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It certainly feels like punishment because it makes me keep wondering  
what I should have done better.

Could I have done better?

Can we ever say we could not have done better? 

That is the pain of it.

All of us can always do better.

And what would have made the difference?

My mind goes round and round trying to answer that one. 

The trouble is that sometimes I think I know what would have made the difference.

And then I lie here blaming myself for not having done that. 

Then I think of another answer and blame myself for not having done that.

It could go on forever.

The pain of it, the dreadful anxiety of it, the endless circling of it.

I don’t really blame you for this all the time. 

Often I think I can see why you did what you did and I come close to understanding.

Then I simply grieve for you, the pain that you must have suffered, the despairing  
days and nights . . .

I feel your terrible lonely need, need that nobody could or would meet. 

There is something so tragically alone about killing yourself 

and that haunts me as I think of you in that empty space of death.

I keep hoping that in the end you did find someone or something  
that stayed with you in that  moment, even some comforting memory  
of your life or sense of peace in your decision.

I wait for peace myself, a peace which tells me that I did my best, that we all did  
our best and that sometimes even our best can not be enough, that we are all human

and there is a limit to what we can offer each other.

May be one day we will each be at peace together and know more than we know now . . .


