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HIDDEN PRECIOUS
GIFT OF GRIEF

Shaeen Svanede

There is a quiet misunderstanding about grief.

We often think of it as something to be overcome, softened or left behind as quickly as possible.
We speak of healing as though the goal were one day to no longer feel the ache.
Yet grief asks something entirely different of us.

The misconception lies in believing that grief is a wound to be erased, when in truth it is a treasure
we must learn to carry.

When someone we love passes from this world, something changes forever. We miss the familiar
voice, the comforting presence, the conversations that ended too soon, the hand we can no longer
reach.

At first, the absence feels overwhelming, as though part of our inner landscape has disappeared.
Time moves on, as it always does. The sharp edges slowly soften. The memory of their voice begins
to fade, as do the echoes of their footsteps. And then, quietly, something else begins to emerge.

Grief is never born of absence alone.
It is born of love.

Every tear is evidence that another soul once found a home within our hearts. Every moment of
longing bears witness to a relationship that changed us forever. We grieve only because something
beautiful once existed.

This is why grief carries something precious.
Hidden beneath sorrow lies gratitude.

Gratitude for every shared laugh, every meaningful conversation, every act of kindness, every
ordinary moment that quietly became extraordinary simply because it was shared with someone we
loved.

These memories do not disappear. They become part of us.
Like water finding its way into the roots of a tree, they nourish us from within. What begins as

sorrow slowly transforms into a loving memory until, one day, it is no longer we who carry the
memory - the memory begins to carry us.
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	The people we have loved continue to shape the way we see the world. Their compassion becomes our compassion. Their courage quietly strengthens our own. Their wisdom appears unexpectedly in our thoughts, sometimes spoken in our own voice before we realise where it first began.
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