
I’ve never been afraid of death. As I get older, it becomes more and more 

apparent that death is something that I’m going to be surrounded by for the rest of my 

life. It’s not a new occurrence. I’ve lost grandmothers and hall mates, adults I looked up 

to. And those hit, and they hurt. But the hardest was a couple of months ago when my 

best friend from high school died of a heart attack. Our relationship had been strained. He 

battled with a lot of addictions and demons, but we had a falling out, as you can only 

fight for someone else for so long. When I got the phone call, it took me a while to 

realize that the conversations I had visualized us having—the confrontations where I told 

him how he had hurt me and how I wanted to tell him how sorry I was for hurting him by 

giving up on him—those would never happen. We weren’t going to fix it. 

But that’s what’s interesting about death for me. J.* was so young and so many 

opportunities he could have had were gone. His tiny sinewy body that I liked to imagine 

softening over time was now frozen. He would perpetually be his small 22 year old self. 

That’s not what I thought initially though. My first thought was we were done. We would 

never resolve things, and I had messed up. I had missed my chance and he was gone. I 

don’t think about death in terms of myself dying. I think about other people being gone 

from my life, which is extremely selfish, but hopefully just very human. 

After losing J., the anxiety surrounding death has been focused on my mother. 

She’s always been afraid of dying. We’re lapsed Catholics, so even though the religiosity 

is not a part of our lives, the guilt remains. If there is a heaven, we’re not following the 

rules that Catholics set down for a smooth admission. But my family has mixed opinions 

on what happens when you die. Maybe J. is hanging out on a cloud somewhere hearing 

my attempts at apologizing to him, or maybe he was reincarnated as something or 



someone else and someday I’ll meet him and get to make it up to him without even 

knowing. Or maybe he’s just really gone. This isn’t the part that stresses my mother 

though. She’s afraid that when she dies, no one will come to her funeral. She’s shy and 

introverted and as a result, knows few people. She comes from a volatile family where at 

any given time, at least one faction is icing out another, so there’s a chance that when she 

dies, some group will be angry at someone for something, and boycott her funeral as a 

result, even just to avoid someone who might attend. 

I’ve tried to comfort her about this. We talk about her funeral a lot, and we 

morbidly have made a lot of plans for it, despite her young age. We’ll borrow from 

multiple traditions, have a catholic service, a huge party afterwards, and sit shiva to tell 

stories about how ridiculous she was at times. These conversations comfort her. She 

loves to know that at least I will be there, and I am pushy enough that even the most 

reluctant of family members will be there too, if only to put bodies in seats. And it makes 

me happy that by discussing this frequently and in depth, she’s comforted. But it leaves 

me terrified. 

When J. died, he wasn’t an active part of my life any more. Mostly he was a few 

thought bubbles on a text-message as we both would consider contacting one another, 

then lose our nerve. I always was certain that someday we’d fix it. Someday he’d get 

clean and I’d mature and we’d go back to being as close as we ever were. But we didn’t, 

so his death was a lot for me, but it could have been worse. He wasn’t my constant any 

more. My mother’s death is the most terrifying because we will never lose touch. She 

will never stop being my best friend and my confidant and my mother. So when I lose 

her, it won’t be like J. who used to be a staple, who turned into a regret, and subsequently 



a tiny stone I’ll carry around in my pocket until I someday accept the sheer fact that 

someone great is gone, and adjust to the weight of that fact. 

But my mother will be a giant missing chunk. Her stone will be the weight of an 

anvil, and I will almost certainly live long enough to see her die, and even though she 

will have lived a good and fulfilling life, I don’t think the weight of it is something I will 

ever become accustomed to. 

 


