
When Grief Doesn’t Look Like Crying 
 

You’ve lost someone important, and you’re 

waiting for the tears to come. Days pass, 

maybe weeks, and still nothing. People ask 

how you’re doing, expecting red eyes or a 

trembling voice. But instead, you feel 

angry. Or numb. Or maybe strangely focused 

on getting things done. 

 

Then the questions begin to whisper in: Am I 

heartless? Did I not love them enough? Why 

doesn’t this feel like it’s supposed to? 

 

Here’s the truth no one talks about: grief 

doesn’t always look like crying. Sometimes 

it looks like holding yourself together 

because everything else has fallen apart. 

 

We’ve been taught to believe that real grief 

must be visible, that tears are proof of 

love. Movies show us the sobbing at 

funerals, the breakdowns in the kitchen, the 

tissues piled on the nightstand. But the 

truth is, many people process enormous loss 

without a single tear, and their grief is 

every bit as real. 



 

Maybe your grief comes out as anger, a heat 

that rises when you think about what 

happened. Anger at the unfairness of it all, 

at the person who left, at the world for not 

stopping. That fire in your chest isn’t the 

absence of love. It’s love with nowhere to 

go. 

 

Or maybe you feel nothing at all. Just flat. 

Disconnected. The world moves, but you can’t 

quite reach it. People tell you it’s okay to 

cry, but crying feels as far away as sleep. 

That’s not brokenness, that’s protection. 

Sometimes your mind shields you from what 

your heart can’t bear yet. 

 

And sometimes, strangely, there’s relief. 

Relief that the suffering has ended, that 

caregiving is over, that a chapter has 

finally closed. This one is wrapped in shame 

because it doesn’t fit the picture we’ve 

been handed about what grief should look 

like. But you can miss someone deeply and 

still feel thankful that the pain has 

stopped. Both can be true. 



 

Maybe your grief looks like constant motion. 

Cleaning closets, answering emails, 

organizing everything that can be organized. 

People might think you’re avoiding your 

feelings, but maybe this is how you move 

through them. 

 

Action can be a form of love too. Sometimes 

we stay busy because it gives structure to 

chaos. Sometimes we move because sitting 

still feels unbearable. There is no single 

right way to grieve, and no rule that says 

you have to sit quietly with your sadness to 

prove your love. 

When your grief doesn’t fit the picture 

others expect, people might look at you like 

you’re doing it wrong. They search your face 

for proof that you’re feeling it enough. 

They might even say you’re in denial. 

 

But grief is an interior experience. What 

you feel doesn’t always show on the outside, 

and what shows on the outside doesn’t always 

tell the whole story. You don’t owe anyone a 

performance of pain. 



 

Your relationship with your person was 

yours. Your response to losing them gets to 

be yours too. 

 

However your grief is showing up right now, 

that’s your truth. Some people cry every 

day. Some can’t cry at all. Some grieve 

through silence, others through movement. 

 

What matters isn’t whether it looks like 

anyone else’s version. What matters is 

acknowledging that something sacred has 

shifted, that someone you love is no longer 

here, and finding ways to live inside that 

reality that feel real to you. 

 

I remember after my sister’s death, I 

thought something was wrong with me because 

I wasn’t crying as much as others. But I’ve 

learned that grief has many faces. Sometimes 

it floods, sometimes it freezes, and 

sometimes it hides in the doing. 

 

You don’t have to cry to prove you’re 

grieving. Your grief doesn’t have to look 

like anyone else’s. It just has to be yours. 



 

— Jasmine Bhambra, A Piece of Hope 
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