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I do not like death. There is too much uncertainty around it. If death isn’t final then there is a better than even chance I could end up in the “bad place” and endure eternal torment, like having to watch endless reruns of The Brady Bunch. It might be easier to swallow if there were only a “good place,” and I, weak human that I am, didn’t harbor the tiniest smidgen of doubt that it all doesn’t end with that last heartbeat.
The Catholic church conducts a Mass of Resurrection instead of a Funeral Mass, an optimistic approach. The idea is the dead will be resurrected and be with God. But that means they are no longer here, which does make it impossible to have a good two-way conversation.
Dad died on September 6th, 2012. I heard the bleeps on the monitor slow, then slow some more, and then stop while I watched him. He was a fighter and didn’t give up easily. Staring at his body I thought about how many years I actively ignored his voice and advice. But I hear Dad’s voice in my head now and I can’t drown him out. Perhaps heaven is too crowded and he chose to inhabit my brain rent-free instead.
I didn’t see Mom die; I was in Florida, but my sister was with her. She died on July 2nd, 2022 in St. Elizabeth’s hospital where she gave birth to me, my sister Mary, and Gregg, the brother I never knew. My brother died during the Christmas season two years before I was born, and six weeks after he was born. Mom visited his grave every year until the last year of her life. 
I don’t think I’ll visit their graves. I don’t need to. They live in me.
