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A content note: this zine mentions death and 

suicide without graphic description. 

 

 

 

 



I've been thinking about writing this zine for a few weeks now and it still does not

feel tangible in my mind. 

 

Reading back on the following pages I think what it ended up being is the

beginning of an exploration around loss and cyclical living from different, currently

still slightly disjointed angles. I wanted to write something more coherent and

workable, but I am glad that I at least wrote something.

 

Maybe it will become a series, who knows. 

 

Even though there isn't a conclusion or clear way forward I feel really relieved for

having made a start. Interestingly this process also made me decide to train as a

death doula, which I have been interested in for about a year. 

 

So far I have not often been able to openly talk about what loss and death and

winter have in common, what they feel like and how they are part of life. Writing

zines is really an excellent way of gathering some thoughts and sharing things that

are possibly too awkward or difficult to bring up face to face. 

 

While I honestly had great fun writing this I know it might be hard to read and could

bring up a lot of feelings depending on how you're currently doing and what your

relationship to death, loss and winter is. Therefore I wanted to send a gentle

reminder along - you can leave this for now if the time is not right. The beauty of

zines is that they wont go away (well, unless you loose them, but there is more

where this came from), so it can wait for you until the possibility of exploring it feels

possible and maybe even exciting. 

 

Take care. 

 

 



This is the first year I am feeling ready for winter, really ready. 

 

Come what may. 

 

I know this feeling may not last long and that it's only October. January and

February are usually the worst month for me. In that time the holidays are over, but

spring feels still so out of reach. 

 

When I was still employed I would often leave the house in darkness and return on

my way home through darkness. 

 

I just moved to Scotland and I can already tell how much shorter the days are than

they were 500 miles South in Brighton. When I go on my daily walks it feels like all

the plants and trees take their preparation for winter much more serious, and that I

should really do the same.

 

In a way it seems silly to mention small things that make winter beautiful. You can

find them on Pinterest and they mostly neglect to mention the real reason winter is

painful for many of us.

 

What seems to make a difference to me this year is not the increase of candles and

fairy lights and my beloved weighted blanket, but the meaning I assign to these

things and the ways other people have inspired me to relate to darkness. 

 

So I wanted to write about that. 

 

 

 

 



As we speak I am halfway through training as a grief celebrant, which is meant to

qualify me to facilitate funerals. I don't actually think I am ready for that kind of work

at all, but I am learning about grief and how to make space for it. 

 

In some kind of cosmic way that I did not expect it feels good. 

 

I read a book called The Wild Edge of Sorrow by Frances Weller this year that helped

me better understand our avoidance of difficult feelings/decay/winter as possible

symptoms of capitalism and the deep disconnection we are living with. 

 

Here is a quote from the book: 

 

“Grief is subversive, undermining the quiet agreement to behave and be in control

of our emotions. It is an act of protest that declares our refusal to live numb and

small. There is something feral about grief, something essentially outside the

ordained and sanctioned behaviors of our culture. Because of that, grief is necessary

to the vitality of the soul. Contrary to our fears, grief is suffused with life-force.... It is

not a state of deadness or emotional flatness. Grief is alive, wild, untamed and

cannot be domesticated. It resists the demands to remain passive and still. We move

in jangled, unsettled, and riotous ways when grief takes hold of us. It is truly an

emotion that rises from the soul.”

 

This feels true and it makes me want to explore how capitalism's central need for

constant and endless growth is mirrored by our desire for "endless summer". 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Even in times of abundance, joy, intimacy and pleasure we are aware that

something is not right, that other beings including the planet are struggling and that

we are facing a deeply uncertain future. 

 

It makes sense that it's hard to make space for that truth, because it is wildly

uncomfortable and often taboo. I can't yet imagine what an effortless, graceful

dance between gratitude and grief could look like, but I think it's important to at

least ask about it. 

 

From what I can see and feel our options are to either confront this grief or to numb

out, which might mean numbing the rest of our selves out in the process. 

 

For most of my life the death of someone I love has been my biggest fear. My uncle

died by suicide when I was four, which left a shadow over my family that is still hard

to touch and describe. We don't have much language to talk about this, no rituals of

remembrance and few tools to work through feelings of guilt, sadness, shame and

grief. 

 

But there is a presence and an inheritance that has been passed on and I think it's

not just us, not just my family that struggles to grief truly, in a healing way. 

 

This year the thing that has made me feel most alive was to remember losses and to

hold anything around them gently, to not force anything away. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

As a start I made a list of things I have lost. It's long and yet incomplete and it might

be sad to read, but trust me when I say it's given me joy to write it. 

 

Speaking these things out loud meant that I no longer carry them like a dark cloud

over my head and inside my bones. 

 

I am aware of what is missing, of things that are no longer there.  

 

And I am developing more gratitude for what I have and more trust in what will

return in the process, which is one of the most liberating things I can do for myself.

 

There is also a sense of togetherness in that space, because being honest about my

grief connects me with others in a way that is much more intimate than denial. 

 

 I can feel in my whole body that making space for this expands my capacity for joy

and my resilience through difficulty. 

 

So on the following page I'll share a list of things I am grieving, in the hope that it

might encourage you to write your own. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Things I have lost

 

Confidence and trust in myself after being bullied at school

A sense of effortlessness in my sexuality 

Certainty about the climate I'll grow old in

Thousands of species I'll never get to know

Time and energy that I have given to institutions that did not care about me

Relationships that felt hopeful and soft

Memories

The ability to focus for long periods of time after years of heavy social media use

A way of relating to my cultural background that is not affected by shame

Boundless trust in my creative expression

Money

The ability to freely invent and reinvent gender

Dreams I am now considering naive

Some physical and mental ability I took for granted 

Trust in my instincts

 

 

 

 

 



 

I am gratefully aware that some of these things may not be lost forever, that there

may be a way to recover and reclaim. 

 

It seems to me that the not holding on, the naming of loss and the space for grief is

an essential requirement for a potential sense of reclamation though.

 

And that those things have a special place in winter. 

 

When I am inclined to moan about the lack of sunshine and the need of several

layers shielding me from the world I want to remember that this too is part of

everything that I am a part of and that my desires are a part of. 

 

That this is a needed phase for trees and squirrels and snow drops to know their

place in the world and that I can also gather knowing about my place in the world

from experiencing it fully. 

 

I have seen resistance to contraction in myself over and over again. I have struggled

against the end of relationships, against periods of slowing down in my business,

against loosing momentum in work and creativity and against ageing. 

 

It seems so simple, but is yet so hard to understand - this struggle in itself has never

helped. It hasn't replenished my energy or given me new insight and it hasn't

shortened periods of pain. 

 

 

 

 



Historically I have been in love with planning and not so great at being with

uncertainty, open questions and the unknown. 

 

And in a way the darkness of winter is a really Great Unknown. 

 

In thinking about this I am wondering about many follow up questions that at this

time seem too big to hold, very abstract and also very important: 

 

How am I relating to the darkness or even death wishes in people I love? 

 

What are caring, healthy ways of sharing difficult truth? 

 

How might death awareness make life itself more joyful? 

 

What is a legacy and what is mine? 

 

Why are we never talking about this? 

 

How can I help my body understand that winter is needed?

 

What would be the most beautiful way to celebrate the winter solstice, the darkest

day of the year as the return of the light that it is? 

 

How much of life am I overlooking by not paying attention to these cycles even

more?

 

 

 

 

 



 

Cyclical living and hormonal health are other access points that are making me think

about the value of winter and loss. 

 

For the past four to five years I have been struggling with PMDD, meaning that I

experience intense fatigue, joint pain, digestive problems and depression for two to

three days two weeks before my period each month. 

 

Becoming aware of those ebbs and flows in my energy and listening to my body by

tracking its various shifts has been really helpful and it has also made me realise how

intentional the cultural disconnection from our internal cycles is. 

 

I've been put on the pill when I was twelve and took it every day for more than ten

years without ever really understanding how it worked and how it changed my

body. I did not get to know my own unmedicated cycle until my early twenties. 

 

I wish talking about my body had been less of a taboo as a teenager and that

honest, inclusive education had been a vital part of my school experience. 

 

Now that I better understand what my choices are I relate to my body and it's

variances in a different way and I recognise similar patterns of death and renewal on

my walks in nature throughout the year. 

 

What a gift. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Another way for me to approach winter with openness is thinking about myth and

fairy tales. Surely it's no coincidence that literally every ancient story I know has a

loss at it's core. 

 

There is always a big or small death and a letting go, a recovering of something or a

reinvention, a new level of understanding and a moving forward wildly changed. 

 

But usually none of these things happen out in the light, at a party, while dancing on

tables. These transformations happen where all good things begin, in darkness. 

 

This is not to romanticise struggle (though if you have read other zines I wrote you

know how much I am in favour of romanticising other things) or to justify injustice. 

 

I am just wondering if I'd even want to always live in summer if I could. I would miss

the early bed times and the premature baking of Christmas cookies with the smell of

warm cinnamon filling my home. I would certainly miss the deep, sexy, bright red of

rose hips after the first frost in an otherwise pale landscape. 

 

I might also get less of a break from the pressure to be out there, doing intense

things with other humans because the sun is shining. 

 

I want re-read Women who run with Wolves by Clarissa Pinkola Estes many times

this winter and weave every bit of reflection and insight into cycles I can gather from

it into my own life. 

 

 

 

 

 



How are you feeling about gratitude practices? 

 

I know they work, but they still sometimes annoy me. I hear stern adults saying "be

grateful for what you have" as old echos from childhood days and it just feels a bit

forced and inauthentic sometimes. 

 

But I am so incredibly grateful. 

 

And I know, I really know that it feels good to live in a space of gratitude. 

 

I am interested in the Death Doula movement and the idea that death awareness,

maybe even in conjunction with winter awareness, brings many people joy and

gratitude. 

 

Yesterday on a walk in the woods I came across a squirrel that had recently died. It

was lying under a pine tree, stretched out and seemingly peaceful. I stood by it for a

long time and looked at it, recognising that we hardly ever witness death directly. 

 

I walked on feeling more grateful for my dog being alive and for my own life. 

 

For all the squirrel winter prep I still get to do, including writing this zine. 

 

For all the things about winter I cannot know without being up for experiencing

some darkness and some longer nights with more rest than doing.

 

For the fact that when I step into the cold forest at night my senses sharpen and I

feel kinship with beings I can't see.

 

 

 



I am also interested in what winter does to our creative practices. 

 

For me this downtime seems so necessary to be able to process life. Winter is a time

for new hobbies, knitting, making pottery and for embroidering my feelings into one

of the many layers I am wearing. 

 

Winter is also for nest making, pillow fluffing, the joy of fresh sheets and weighted

blankets, for a hot bath after coming home from a hike, for abundant tea selections

and letter writing. 

 

It allows for time of just letting things be and not adding unnecessary weight and for

witnessing the dying away of things that where abundant in the summer, inside and

out. 

 

Usually the tools, people, practices, ideas and creative habits I am taking into winter

are the ones I really care about. 

 

Isn't it interesting that there is often uncertainty in beginning a new creative project

and that ideas often seem to need some dark, quiet place in order to germinate, just

like seeds? 

 

I would not want to put a hopeful, intimate thought that might become a book one

day under a grow light just to force it into growth when it still wants to be under

ground where the roots are, to mature into something resilient enough for the

outside world. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Reading back now this all feels a bit waffly. I know there are many things words can't

describe and that's okay. I will need to experience and explore these things with my

body until they become an embodied knowing. 

 

I will end here, just for now, with a quote from Chani Nicholas:

 

"All good things begin in the dark. Conception must be done without criticism of its

process. The wrong kind of light leads to overexposure. Bleached out beginnings

lead to abrupt endings.

 

I let myself linger in the unknown.

 

There is magic in the downtime. 

 

There are dreams that need to find me, but flee when I’m too consumed with being

busy. There is power in my stillness.

 

The deeper I am rooted in myself, the clearer I am on the actions I need to take and

the less energy I waste chasing what isn’t mine or any of my business."

 

 

 

 

Thank you for reading.

 

 

 

 

 










