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Meanings of Death 

Eulogy Reflection Paper 

 

Writing The Eulogies 

 

The friend I chose to write about graduated from Kenyon last year, and I have 

been thinking about him a lot; telling stories, memories sparked by morning rituals that 

have now changed, etc. While it has been a weird adjustment to be at Kenyon without 

him, D is not dead. And that tiny little major detail, made this assignment surprisingly 

harder than I thought it would be. 

Eulogies aren’t cerebral. I believe that funerals and any other type of ritual 

surrounding death are for the living to cope with their loss. I think it’s fair to make the 

generalization that writing the eulogy for someone you love is driven by pure emotion. 

Which is hard to do, after analyzing and deconstructing eulogies in an academic context. 

I didn’t think it would be hard to write someone else’s eulogy. I figured I just had to sit 

down and write about all the reasons I love said person and what they meant to me. But 

how do you start? Literally. How do you write that first sentence? What tone are you 

trying to set? Without that emotional impetus, it becomes a question of how do you write 

a good eulogy, and the answer is that the possibilities are endless.  When actually 

responding to the death of a loved one, there is no right or wrong. You’re not even 

considering clichés or tone; it’s all about what feels right.  

As I was writing I didn’t care about providing background info or a history of D. 

It wasn’t really for the audience, as much as it was for me. While I never directly address 

him it really is a message meant for him to hear—I even sent it to him once I finished it. 

I was totally surprised by some of the visceral emotions I experienced despite 

knowing this was just a class assignment. When writing D’s eulogy I couldn’t use the 
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idea death is like a peaceful sleep even though that is what I believe. Even in this mental 

exercise I couldn’t conceive of him not existing anymore, at least in spirit. I wanted him 

around in a way more than my memory.  

The real struggle was writing my own eulogy. I don’t particularly like writing 

about myself to begin with. It also feels like the most egotistical thing I’ve ever done. As 

I’ve already said I believe that funerals are for the living, how they want the deceased to 

be remembered but I don’t know how I want to be remembered. The most difficult thing 

about writing my own eulogy was that you are something different to everyone. It is 

especially hard to come up with specific instances or stories about yourself. The lasting 

moments in your memory are those that are meaningful to you and the reason usually 

isn’t because you felt like it captured your essence. I don’t know what moments define 

me in the eyes of others because I will never know exactly how they see me, and honestly 

right now I’m not sure how I want to be seen by others. 

As I told you in class, my sister actually wrote me a eulogy when I told her I was 

doing this assignment. I know my sister loves me—in an all-inclusive comparison she 

would beat D any day—but I have never seen myself, or more accurately been able to see 

myself, the way she does. I know she admired me and we’ve talked about some of the 

qualities she wishes she had, but I never realized the extent to which she looked up to me 

as a role model. I’ll admit it was a bit extreme, but C’s response to my discussing this 

assignment with her was incredibly helpful in terms of writing from another person’s 

point of view and also the nicest thing I have ever read. 

 

Now for the real stuff 
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Nothing has made me think more about the meaning of life than thinking about 

death. I like to think of death as a peaceful sleep that you never wake up from. Which 

means that when you die all that’s left is the ways that people remember you. In that 

sense it is easy to write about someone else because you know the way they impacted 

you. Your memory is filtered through your relationship with the deceased.  

When it comes to writing about yourself you don’t have that basis of external objectivity 

to help define your relationship with the world around you.  

I think that most people, at some point in time, have at least briefly engaged in the 

self-indulgent contemplation about how they’ll be remembered when they die. Now I say 

self-indulgent because this abstract and removed thought is less about how you think 

you’ll be remembered than it is about how you want to be remembered, based on the way 

you perceive yourself. But actually writing your own eulogy—especially from the 

perspective of someone else— forces you to confront the hard questions that we often try 

to avoid. Such as how others see you, how you want to be seen, and I think most difficult 

to face, what is the difference between the two? 

The process of completing this assignment has brought me to the idea of trying to 

live your own eulogy. Now this may sound a bit morbid and weird, but hear me out. For 

argument’s sake let's assume that your eulogy highlights every admirable quality you 

want to be remembered. That it cultivates a ‘legacy’ based on the person you’ve always 

wanted to be. Wouldn’t you want to live that way every day? My answer is yes. So, why 

wait to be remembered that way instead of living your life the way you want to be 

remembered? With this idea of “living your eulogy” I am inviting you to consider 

engaging in a difficult act of mindful self-reflection. To actively navigate the gap 
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between how you act and how you want to be remembered, and then to work towards 

closing that gap by governing your life based on the ideals you think are important. 

Wouldn’t that give meaning to our daily existence? 


