
 
 
 

 
 

Dealing with Anger 
by Joanetta Hendel 

 
Irritations...the world is out to get me. Friends, family, no one can do anything right. 
Trivialities I could always let go of now loom large. Those who offend receive my wrath. 
Anger smolders near the surface waiting to erupt at the slightest provocation. My 
sensibilities are damaged, my mind is one enormous bruise, exposed to the world and 
injured by the slightest touch. 
 
Friends have not forgotten me. They continue to reach out, though their efforts are 
often met with displeasure and contempt. It's just me against the world. This anger 
consumes all. It's the focal point of my existence. 
 
I wish someone would notice my loved one's absence and ask about him. I'm incensed 
when his life and death are ignored. But when it does happen, I don't know how to 
reply. My moods are so sullen, I often surprise myself in my reaction to others. 
 
We've had a special picture made, and I search to find just the perfect frame. I've 
brought the picture, holding it up to this frame and that. Such a kindly clerk, she meant 
no harm. 
 
"Oh, he isn't with you." 
 
I want to destroy her and could have. It was on the tip of my tongue: "No, he's not with 
me. He's dead!" But I think better of it and simply reply, "No." What is it about human 
beings that make us want to lash out and hurt others when we are hurt? 
 
Well-meaning comforters remind me that I am lucky to have other children, I should be 
grateful to have something left. But this death is an irreplaceable loss. Why don't these 
people know that? 
 
"It's meant to be ..." 
 
"God's will ..." 
 
"He's better off ..." 
 
"You've been chosen as a shining example for others ...." 
 
Deliver me from people who have all the answers! 
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Doctors are high on my list of enemies. I'm not speaking to any of them. Jeff, a medical 
student and personal friend, can see both sides. But today he looks like a doctor. 
Suppressed rage and hatred toward the medical community are vented, and he is my 
target. My accusations are totally out of order and very unfair. Jeff will allow me my 
anger and my pain, but friends are hard to come by these days. I must not abuse the 
ones I have. 
 
Socially, we're at a disadvantage. We can present to the world only what we are, be that 
good or bad. There is no finesse for presenting an image that is not real, to show 
ourselves in any better light. The social games that are played on all levels seem 
ridiculous to me now and totally beyond my emotional capabilities. Small talk is tedious 
and the trivialities that make the world turn seem all but absurd. I can only participate in 
open, honest relationships and will accept nothing less in return. 
 
Others are ready to see me move on. But for me, the pain is still acute, the enormity of 
my loss is only now becoming totally apparent.  While my need for understanding is 
increasing with each passing day, the resources of most of my friends to help is nearly 
exhausted. Friendships based on my former life may or may not fill current needs on 
both sides. Tragedy strips human beings of the protective covering they use to hide 
from their own inner fears and insecurities. 
 
The attitudes of others seem not so much determined by how much they care, but 
rather by their own personal attitude toward life and death. For some, my situation is 
far too great a threat to their own personal equilibrium. They can choose to escape from 
my pain, but that choice does not exist for me. 
 
I am becoming more and more selective in seeking out sounding boards, those to listen, 
those who can understand. Grief has become too complicated, too confusing to share 
with anyone who has not been personally touched by crisis. No other perspective can 
bring any source of strength. As old friendships are put on hold for "someday," 
miraculously new support people surface to fill the void. 
 
I've never had a stronger sense of being watched over and cared for by God Himself. 
Invariably when the road is too rocky, the right person is sent to show me the way. 
Those who can no longer help in the emotional sense must still be praying for me, 
because aside from a weak, "Help me," I've little to say to God. 
 
The religious questions hang heavy, but though I keep my distance, God and I have a 
healthy respect for each other. If anything, my spiritual conviction has multiplied, and I 
feel His presence in the most unsuspecting ways. I've not questioned God's existence, 
but rather His good judgment and His love for me. 
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Prayer is still the ultimate stumbling block. Hundreds of prayers were offered for 
Benjamin’ healing. There are those who will argue that Ben was healed in the most 
perfect of healings. I cannot disagree, yet this concept is not compatible with my 
expectations. I wanted him healthy and alive. "Ask and you shall receive." Why didn't it 
work? 
 
Prayers, once food for the soul, now feel strange to me. Each time a prayerful thought  
occurs, my mind is triggered. Why weren't my prayers answered?! Why? Why? Why? 
 
Between my family and me, the mood is abrasive. Small quirks are magnified out of 
proportion, little irritations we'd learned to tolerate in each other years ago now come 
back to haunt us. The old insecurities, those helpless childhood feelings, come to the 
surface to get in the way of mature interaction. That helpless out-of-control feeling 
permeates all. 
 
Grief represents for us a series of surprises. The fabric of each day is punctuated by 
hostility and outrage. We hurt and we fight back. Our pain manifests itself in anger! 
 

Originally printed in Bereavement Magazine, October 1988. 
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