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I never went to my mother’s funeral. Although I initially wanted to, my father 

calmly persuaded me to stay home. He didn’t want me to remember my mother as the 

woman in the casket; now I remember the last time I saw her. She was wearing a red 

robe, her hair was wet, and I laid in bed as I told her she was the best mom ever. She was 

forty-four, and the doctors forgot to check her weight upon prescribing her pain 

medication. It put her to sleep, painlessly and quickly, but the pain was placed on her 

family’s shoulders: a widow and two motherless children.  

It has been a decade since then, and I’ve had plenty of time to reflect on her death 

and how it has affected my life. Perhaps this is why I thought I’d be stronger when my 

roommate, Kristine Andersen, a senior at the University of Kansas, died on October 12, 

2012. But I wasn’t. Not necessarily.  

I can admit that I seemed to have the smallest denial phase. Many of the friends 

that lost Kristine had never lost someone before. For weeks after her sudden passing, her 

friends would wearily show up at our house with tear-stained cheeks and shaky voices, 

simply because they wanted to sit in her bedroom. I would say they did this to pretend to 

be with her, but I cannot judge whether or not they spiritually found her again sitting in 

the very room she died in. But I can admit that I couldn’t find her when I’d brew my 

morning coffee and sit in the couch we moved in there. I tried, but, nevertheless, she was 

gone, and my mind couldn’t deny the cold hard truth, even if I wanted to. 



	  

Kristine was twenty-one years, one month, and twenty-four days old. At the time 

of her death, I’d already surpassed her lifespan by three months. As of now, I’ve added 

six months to that number, and I still cannot fathom how such a young person can be 

found in a casket. I can obsess over the numbers as much as I’d like to, but the ultimate 

factual information cannot be denied, and, unbeknownst to me, the sheer difference in the 

numbers between my mother and Kristine became the ultimate reason as to why I 

handled the deaths completely differently.  

I was eleven when my mother died, and I found out from my father. Soon after, I 

was separated from my father, an officer, no older than my deceased mother, asked me 

the kinds of questions you couldn’t imagine an eleven-year-old knowing: Did your 

parents beat each other? Did your father wish your mother would die? What was your 

parents’ sex life like? At the time, the questions felt as if they were tearing my last 

moments with my mother away. I was shocked, and, ultimately, traumatized. However, 

with Kristine’s death, the interrogation was very different.  

I was an hour away when she was found. It was Fall Break, and I was spending it 

in Gladstone, Missouri. I got the phone call, and the next thing I can recall is being 

hauled into a police station. The questions, although personal, were suddenly necessary, 

and I realized, at twenty-one years old, why the officers in both cases had to ask what 

they did. They needed to figure out what happened. That was their job, and they meant no 

harm by exposing what were once secrets. I no longer felt ashamed by exposing the 

dead’s secrets. Instead, I realized there was nothing more we could do for them. We had 

to help ourselves, and if discussing the unthinkable helped, then that was exactly what we 

needed to do.  



	  

However, others argued. Shortly after Kristine’s death, many of her loved ones 

found out what I exposed, and they were not happy about it. I found this very strange, 

considering most of the information was available on the internet (Facebook, Twitter, 

etc.) but, nevertheless, the emotional state of those grieving differ, and, although I can 

understand that, it becomes very confusing, especially when it shifts within your own 

mind.  

Death is sad, awful, tragic, horrifying, confusing, maddening, illogical, haunting, 

and—I’m at a loss for words, yet I cannot spewing them out. I write about my feelings 

over mortality quite often, and I believe this is because I’m afraid my pain accounts for 

nothing. There is nothing I can do now but speculate, but speculations make me feel 

useless, because I am unable to do anything with my speculation. I cannot bring them 

back, I cannot ask God, whatever God may be, if I understand completely, or fall asleep 

knowing that mortality is something good, bad, indifferent, or a mixture of all things. But 

it is inevitable, and, as much as people say they realize this, I’m not sure if we ever can 

until we die ourselves or, in the least, come very close to it.  

Personally, I’ve been in five moving car wrecks. I say moving, because I don’t 

want to include someone backing their car into mine. Although those can be stressful, 

there is a striking difference between being backed into and driving eighty miles an hour 

into a tree. In that specific car wreck, I was fifteen, and I was a passenger. The driver was 

angry, and, although I was told in school that you can simply ask the driver to pull over 

and let you out, this did not happen. We asked; he kept driving. He lost control when he 

overcorrected, and the car spun out.   



	  

Upon the police investigation, I learned we actually began to flip, and the tree 

potentially saved our lives, although it definitely changed our lives. One passenger even 

flew out the window, and the only reason he survived was because he was autistic. He 

didn’t tense up, and, in fact, believed it was a game. I, on the other hand, couldn’t feel 

anything, and was told I might be paralyzed for the rest of my life. It was three hours later 

when I finally felt a needle in my toe. Pain was present, but it was a good sign, and I was 

struck with the moment before the wreck.  

Again, I’d been told that your life will flash before you when you’re in a situation 

like this, but mine didn’t. I simply saw dust, heard the tires, and then it was over. Perhaps 

it didn’t flash before me, because I didn’t die, but I will never know. However, my life 

did flash through me numerous times, suddenly and with vengeance, over the weeks to 

follow. Stereotypically, I began having the “what if” thoughts. What if we hadn’t hit a 

tree? What if the passenger didn’t have autism? What if I hadn’t grabbed the driver’s 

headrest? The old car didn’t have seatbelts, and I was told the only reason I didn’t fly out 

the window was because I grabbed this piece of cloth and metal, though that same action 

caused the muscles of my spine to be ripped. I lived, but I have permanent damage, and I 

can live with that, quite literally.  

When it rains, I can feel the pain from that accident, and I reflect every time. It 

floods back, the dust and all, and my mind flashes through the moments to follow: an 

eight-hour hospital visit that manages to come back in less than seconds. Perhaps, this is 

the flashing of life everyone discusses during traumatizing moments within life, and I’ve 

come to realize this also happened upon the numerous deaths I’ve faced.  



	  

As I held my father’s hand during Kristine’s funeral, I could tell he was feeling 

her death on top of my mother’s death. After all, I’d already lost my mother and been 

through the grievance process before, but—in the wake of everything—I began feeling 

the overwhelming repetition of it all: the loss, the interrogation, the funeral, the moving, 

the reflection. The thoughts, although completely solidified with memories, happen in 

seconds, over and over again, until I had to accept they always would, despite my 

understanding of never completely understanding.  

Am I comfortable with death? I’m unsure. Do I understand death? Aside from 

scientific principles, no. Do I know what happens afterwards? No. Do I want to know? 

Probably not, although I do not find this opinion to be negative. I see a beauty in not 

knowing everything there is to know, or, in this case, impossibly know. I find life in the 

unknown.  

 

 

 

 

 

	  


