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			Praise for Notes on Grief

			‘Notes on Grief is a moving account of a daughter’s sorrow and it is also a love letter to the one who has gone … She is saying don’t go and she is saying goodbye and she is also saying sorry’

			Observer

			‘Feels raw, even for a book about grief … It is no salve for her own grief, but Adichie’s brave observance of her own pain will be a gift to those also suffering’

			iNews

			‘When you send a great writer into the valley of the dead, the reportage is better quality. In 1961 C. S. Lewis wrote A Grief Observed of the year after the death of his wife; in 2005 Joan Didion wrote The Year of Magical Thinking about the same time span after the death of her husband. Into this tradition falls Notes on Grief by Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie … For fans of the famously private Adichie – this is fascinatingly intimate. It is also delivered in the most readable, tender bites’

			The Times

			‘It is the sense of disbelief, the messiness and confusion with which we meet the loss of our loved ones, that Adichie describes so well … More than any other piece I’ve read recently, Adichie’s book captures the harshness of mourning’

			Financial Times

			‘Our guide Adichie is uncloaked, full of “wretched, roaring rage,” teaching us how to gather our disparate selves … In the texture of many of these sentences you can almost feel where the writer has resisted bearing down with her refining tools – language and memory – so as to allow her emotional reality to remain splintered and sharp. Adichie is a consummate world-builder … Over the course of these 30 fragments, we witness a shift in perspective, an assurance that whatever comes next will never have been created before’

			The New York Times Book Review

			‘With raw eloquence, Adichie’s observations have, simultaneously, an academic detachment and an inescapable anguish at being “in the centre of this churning” with “porous edges that there is no way through” … Notes on Grief is both achingly personal and stunningly familiar to anyone who has felt that scattering’

			Independent

			‘Elegantly spare … brutally frank … Adichie’s pain on these pages is so palpable that one can almost taste its bitterness. She captures the bewildering messiness of loss in a society that requires serenity, when you’d rather just scream. Grief is impolite … Adichie’s words put welcome, authentic voice to this most universal of emotions, which is also one of the most universally avoided’

			The Washington Post
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			1.

			From England, my brother set up the Zoom calls every Sunday, our boisterous lockdown ritual: two siblings joining from Lagos, three of us from the United States, and my parents, sometimes echoing and crackly, from Abba, our ancestral hometown in south-eastern Nigeria. On 7 June, there was my father, only his forehead on the screen, as usual, because he never quite knew how to hold his phone during video calls. ‘Move your phone a bit, Daddy,’ one of us would say. My father was teasing my brother Okey about a new nickname, then he was saying he hadn’t had dinner because they’d had a late lunch, then he was talking about the billionaire from the next town who wanted to claim our village’s ancestral land. He felt a bit unwell, had been sleeping poorly, but we were not to worry. On 8 June, Okey went to Abba to see him and said he looked tired. On 9 June, I kept our chat brief, so that he could rest. He laughed quietly when I did my playful imitation of a relative. ‘Ka chi fo,’ he said. Good night. His last words to me. On 10 June, he was gone. My brother Chuks called to tell me, and I came undone.

		

		
			2.

			My four-year-old daughter says I scared her. She gets down on her knees to demonstrate, her small clenched fist rising and falling, and her mimicry makes me see myself as I was: utterly unravelling, screaming and pounding the floor. The news is like a vicious uprooting. I am yanked away from the world I have known since childhood. And I am resistant: my father read the newspaper that afternoon, he joked with Okey about shaving before his appointment with the kidney specialist in Onitsha the next day, he discussed his hospital test results on the phone with my sister Ijeoma, who is a doctor – and so how can this be? But there he is. Okey is holding a phone over my father’s face, and my father looks asleep, his face relaxed, beautiful in repose.
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