Transient Mortal Flaw


How does a person decide to die?


Life is so exquisite! And yet, a person is consumed with some kind of pain, some kind of hopelessness, some kind of despondency. So strong is this bearing upon the person that, completely bereft of hope, he decides to bring all matters in his life to an end.


I wonder how it feels, after you’ve pulled the trigger. What, I wonder, is the last thing in a dying man’s mind? What is the last coherent thought a person forms before transcending to posthumous state?


There was this person who, I cannot say I knew well, but from a story he once told, made it seem as if I knew a thing about him. I met him, a band-mate’s friend, during one gimmick a couple of months ago. He told this story about one night, while he was out on a date. He had been about to take his date home. As he was driving, he passed by a car somewhere along South Super Highway – it was a total wreck. Apparently there had been an accident, but both he and his date had been too tired and too drunk to worry much about it. So they headed home without so much as a thought of what they saw. The following morning, he was shocked when he found out that his best friend had died due to a terrible car accident. His friend was in the car they had seen the night before.


As he was telling the story, I could still recall how aghast and devastated he seemed with his discovery. Funny how death shows its reality to us in sudden moments when it chooses to take away the people we know. At that point in time, I was thinking cliched thoughts: how different Death is when it happens somewhere near to us, from how it is when read on the newspapers and watched on television. Death’s presence touches the living when somebody they have experienced is taken away. The touch is so brief, that after a moment of acknowledgement, they resume their unmindfulness and carry on with their lives. Not like they have any choice at the matter! But they do it. We do it. For the time being, while we are in this world, we delude ourselves with our seeming Immortality. We put off things we plan to do for tomorrow, because we see tomorrows as endless and myriad. Life is Forever, just for the moment.


A friend of mine and I often laugh over how people egg on and cry over those who had passed away (guiltily, myself included). When someone a person once knew, however briefly, dies, the person is so affected. In a panic, they go over to the funeral and say nice things about the deceased, oblivious of the fact that it does the dead no good at all! The people would come together, cry on each other’s shoulders, prepare lengthy obituaries, and generally let themselves be swept into a mass-hysteria. 


Why do we do this?


Why do we go through all the effort of saying all the nicest things in the world about a person who just died? Why does he suddenly become such a distinct person who lived such a profound life? Wasn’t he the one whom we laughed at, and generally ignored? Wasn’t he the one we used to talk about during our evenings of coffee and meaty “tyismis”? Who was he, anyway? Is anyone of us giving him justice by attributing those hypothetical things we now assume we knew about him?


We’re all dropping like flies, so consumed by our sorrow at his demise. Who are we crying for?


I think that people rush to funerals, generally to get over their guilt. In our lives of beguiling imperishability, we become who we really are: unappreciative, vindictive little bastards. We see people for who they are, including their flaws. Naturally, we talk about their flaws more, because…well, because it’s a more juicy topic of conversation. Nothing beats an earth-shattering tidbit about a friend getting pregnant and getting an abortion. It’s a much better issue than someone making the dean’s list. It’s more untimely than our topics for discussion inside the classroom. Nevertheless, when he dies, we suddenly have to make up for all the nasty things we said about that person. We try to make amends, because of what we’ve said and done, and even more, what we’ve failed to say and do. It may not serve any purpose to the dead person (who probably can’t and won’t give a damn about what we’re saying anyway), but it serves its purpose for us.


We lament at the wake of the people we know because every time, it dawns upon us how little we have done to appease others. When someone dies, he turns from a nonentity to a dignitary. This happens especially when the death is untimely. I guess it is why people underhandedly chastise Emilio Aguinaldo for not dying a heroic death.


When someone dies, it is too late. You can never say the things you want to say, never be who you want to be with the person. It is just too late. Why can’t people accept that?! It’s a vicious cycle: We take others’ existence for granted until it’s defunct, then grieve over the remains of those who had gone ahead, forget after a while, and resume our coolness towards those who are living. Forgive me for laughing, but it triggers my macabre sense of humor.


That person who told the story about his friend – he recently passed away too. After having expressed severe apprehension for Death a couple of months ago, he resorts to it anyway by hanging himself.


What makes people do it? My friend said he deems people who do it brave, contrary to how people generally depict them as cowardly deserters of their seemingly unsolvable problems. To come face-to-face with Death – to taunt it, even invite it. Brave.


What further eludes my understanding is how the lust for life changes by strokes of time and situations. My guess is that no matter how life is loved, some people get so low, and succumb to the influence Death veils upon them. I imagine how, after the consummation of the act, there comes a moment of unequaled clarity, wherein that person thinks “Why?”. Do they get to answer it before they cease to breathe? We will never know. Unless we get there. Even then, who knows?! Am I brave (-or stupid?) enough to find that out for myself?


Thanks, but no thanks.

Teejay
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