
Remget/formember, the 12th of Jalember 
(a manual for grieving) 
 
 
who/why 
 
My mum handed me a red packet (the kind you get at weddings and new year as a child) 
containing a passport photo each of my mama and gonggong and a crisp new note that 
they’d held for 24 hours after death. One for each child and grandchild. 
To keep in my wallet. 
To bring prosperity. 
 
A long-engaged, casually frustrated colleague always used to say her wedding date was the 
12th of Jalember. I think they got there in the end though. 
 
One of my teachers told me she’d lost a friend, when she was not much older than me, and 
the friend used to drive a particular (not unusual) colour and make of car and whenever she 
saw one even still now it always made her cry. 
I can’t remember that teacher’s name. But thank you it honestly helped. 
 
Less than two years later, my bag was stolen from a theatre bar on press night: laptop, 
phone, keys, books, wallet – weirdly my glasses were left behind (short-sighted thief with an 
empathetic streak?) – and the only thing I couldn’t replace was that red packet. 
 
 
what/how 
 
Take your wins where you find them. I could never comprehend my dad’s job, or explain it – 
at least not in a single word. Fielding “and what does your dad do” gets a lot quicker once it 
becomes “he’s dead” (there are still questions you can’t answer but they tend not to be 
asked) 
 
Don’t obsess over the milestones – the only ones that’ll really trip you are the ones you 
didn’t see coming. The first time you celebrate their birthday without them is a breeze 
compared to the first time you forget it. Pick yourself up, keep walking. 
 
what if you 
write their name in your breath on the window and walk off before it’s faded 
what if you 
spend time and care making their favourite food and serve it to some people you love 
without telling them why you chose it. 
 
what if you 
Take ten minutes alone to listen to that song and let yourself wonder why they liked it so 
much 
what if you 
Ask their advice on a big decision and grin cheekily while you don’t take it. 



 
what if you 
take the massive piss out of them 
what if you  
forgive them 
what if you 
blame them when it really was their fault and don’t demand an explanation cos you’re not 
getting one are you 
 
There is nothing you can do about it now. 
There is nothing you can’t do now. 
There are words that will taste bad in your mouth for a while. It’ll pass without you noticing. 
 
Eventually you stop feeling so much of the gone, and around that time you start noticing the 
nevers. Never saw, never knew, never went, never met. 
I don’t have a point here, it’s just an observation. 
 
Maybe my point is, you’re not alone in this. 
 
This person is more than the summation of what you can find about them on google. 
It’s okay for no one else to know things you know. It’s okay to want to tell everyone. 
Sometimes you might feel like they never existed beyond the contents of those search 
results. 
That’s okay too. 
 
A square of lilac, ever so slightly iridescent. 
 
The quaver in a voice that rhymes “book” and “nuke” 
 
Bad signal and cyclical congratulations. 
 
An insistent warm patting intended as two-way reassurance. 
 
That push into temporary serenity. 
 
It’s fine. 
It’s everything. 
It’s forever. 
It’s temporary. 
It’s yours. 
 
How lovely to miss moments with that one person in all history of all humanity who made 
that moment one to miss. 
 
What if they’re the living and we’re something else. 
I dunno. 
 



Sometimes they come with you, sometimes the only way to see them is to return to a time, 
place, or version of yourself that you don’t want to revisit. 
You don’t know me and I have no authority to say this, but if for whatever reason you can’t 
face making that journey, I honestly think they won’t mind. 
 
Everything evolves. 
 
 
when/where 
 
You can enjoy – and I mean really enjoy – imagining their responses to current events. 
You can maintain (despite views to the contrary) that they’d have agreed entirely with you 
on this and that. 
 
You can take care of the others who miss them too. 
You can ask those others to take care of you. 
You can take something unimportant that once passed through their life and keep it 
somewhere – still, permanently – or at least for a time 
 
You can talk about them in the present tense to a stranger then move on. 
You can smile and say “thanks” when someone says they’d be proud of you. 
 
You can render them in painstaking realism 
You can chase them forever. 
You can distort or semi-obscure. 
You can emboss, sprinkle or splatter with them. 
You can get paid for it or keep them in a drawer. 
You can make up your own rules and break them any time you like. 
 
Make a shrine. 
Don’t need it to last forever. 
 
Whether with or without conflict, wear them. 
 
It doesn’t end. 
 
 
Make your own 
Take whatever’s to hand 
Record whatever feels noteworthy 
Cut out the bits you don’t want in 
Compile as desired 
Share what you want to 


