
Death is Cruel 

 

Anderson Cooper once said that “Anyone who has experienced a certain loss in their life has empathy 

for those who have experienced loss.” The day my aunt, Maryann, died, was the saddest of days- sadder than 

when my grandmother had died. When Grammy had died, I was only two. When I heard of my aunt’s death, I 

wished, for a fleeting second, that I was still a two-year old, wished that I didn’t know what cruelty the world 

offered. Because losing my aunt was like losing the stars forever, the dread that the world would never be the 

same. When I heard the news, I knew, without a doubt, that Maryann was never coming back. That she was in a 

place no living being could enter, that no dead person could ever leave. But, I knew for sure she was in heaven. 

This gave me a slight happiness, a star in the dark, frigid sky. But it wore away eventually. 

I can still remember her face, her voice, her cheerfulness. I am afraid that if I don’t remember her, I will 

never be able to tell my children how wonderful she was, with the classic Parti brown eyes, frizzy red hair, and 

Boston accent. Her skin whitened by the cold of the winter. How she could make such a mouthwatering plate of 

crab cakes, you would run yourself a river before she put them on your plate. The memory I prize most is her 

laughter. Sweet and pure, she brought light to my world, keeping me hoping, like a second mother. 

The moment I heard we were going to my aunt’s funeral, I ran to my room and locked myself in. I could 

not bear to see her again, in this last form of meeting. I wanted to keep my memories of her as alive as possible. 

But I changed my mind. We left for Boston at five O’ clock. On the plane, I drowned my pain in my MP3 

player. When we landed in Boston, at 8 o’ clock to the dot, the whole family was waiting for us. One look at the 

family, and I knew I would not be able to drown myself in music this time. But no one spoke a word on the way 

back. When we got to the funeral home, I slowly walked to the casket where Auntie Maryann was. It was a 

shock looking at her. Her always red cheeks were white. Looking at her reminded me of Snow White. I thought 

that if I kissed her, maybe she would pop up, laughing, and that everything would be all right. But I knew that 

she wouldn’t come back. 

My aunt died of skin cancer. She had gotten too much sun, and tumors had started to form on her back. 

Soon, it was too late to do anything. That is why my father always slathers me in sunscreen. Then I started 

thinking about walking in my father’s shoes. Maryann was his sister, a close friend who he trusted to tell 

everything to. I wince at the pain that he must have felt, and realize how much he did to pull himself together 

for me. I had lost my aunt, but my father had lost his sister. I had lost the stars, but my father had lost the sun. 

And I hope, if you have lost a loved one, you will take this writing to heart. 
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