
 Writing about death is a strange thing. Every time I’ve tried to do it, I put pressure 

on myself to uncover something incredibly profound, or to understand why people deal 

with death in the ways we do—and what that means about life. Or something. So I’m just 

going to say whatever comes to mind—regardless of how weighty it might end up being. 

  

 Recently, I’ve been thinking about how many of the deaths that I hear about are 

completely removed from my actual life. I learn about all these tragedies—like the recent 

explosion in Manhattan, the plane crash in the Alps, the shooting in Kenya—on the 

internet. Often the first place I hear about them is on my Facebook “trending” feed—

which is particularly bizarre when it’s next to some other benign, or even ridiculous piece 

of information (like the one on April fools day: “World takes note of practical jokes and 

pranks on annual celebration of mischief”—this sounds like an Onion article to me). 

Then there’s a barrage of Facebook statuses, blog posts, and news articles that I see, all 

focused on that particular tragedy. 

  

 This form of delivery must affect the way we process death. It often seems less 

real, sometimes even less sad. Sometimes I feel like I’m waiting for the gravity of it to 

actually hit me, and it doesn’t always. Maybe that’s because I don’t always know the 

deceased person directly, but I think some part of it has to do with the way I’ve learned 

about it. I’m often just sitting at my computer, reading other people’s thoughts on death, 

rather than sitting and thinking my own. Which leads me to a lovely thought of Louis 

CK’s about what it’s like not to use a smartphone—how you can just sit there, and be sad, 

and let yourself be sad, and that’s “being a person.” 

 

http://www.slate.com/blogs/browbeat/2013/09/20/louis_c_k_on_smartphones_kids_shoul

dn_t_have_them_and_life_is_sad_video.html?fb_ref=sm_fb_share_blogpost 

 


