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her, not even acknowledging that her body was occupying the space that 
they just bulldozed through.

I can’t handle this any longer. It’s too frustrating. I walk back to the 
coffin. I take one last look. It’s so strange to see your own body. You know 
how they say that you never truly see yourself, just reflections? Well, 
imagine seeing yourself, truly seeing your body for the first time when 
it’s devoid of life. It’s so eerie and disturbing. I truly was beautiful, though. 
I see that now. I guess at this point I would be tempted to ask myself if 
I should have made a different choice. Should I have stuck it out? But 
what’s the point in that? I’m already dead. Nothing is bringing me back. 
Charlie is gone forever. I no longer want to be here. This funeral wasn’t 
about me. Its sole purpose is to make those that I knew feel better about 
my passing. It doesn’t make me feel better at all. I take one last glance 
at my body, take in the view of my “friends and family,” look over at my 
parents (who I’m sure are touting their love for me). It’s all so revolting.

Never attend your own funeral. It’s a sham. Funerals are only for the 
living—the deceased have no business there.
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