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I have been wanting to write this essay for sometime now. For the longest I didn't think I could 
do it justice. Death is a huge topic and has been tackled many times before by some of the greatest 
minds in history. Nevertheless, I'm going to do it. I can only speak from my personal experiences but 
then again, that's all anyone can speak from. I finally realized that the fear of not being able to do this 
essay justice, was preventing me from immortalizing it. I came to accept the truth, that this essay can 
potentially help at least one person. If that is the case then I should sit down and write it. One person is 
enough. If that person was you then it would surely be worth it, right?

For the remainder of this essay I will substitute the word death with the word passing, as in 'passing 
away.' It's a personal preference. 

Passing is that one gray cloud in the sky, on an otherwise blue sky white clouds kind of day, that once 
brought to our attention can no longer be ignored ever again. On one hand I feel that it is a good idea to
become aware of passing at an early age. Not too early though, as becoming aware can potentially ruin 
you. If you become aware of passing's existence at too late of an age, then you might have already 
squandered a significant portion of your life allotment. If this is the case you might be too cemented in 
your ways to make any significant adjustments. It's common practice to push away passing into our 
subconscious. We leave it there and go about our lives as if we will live forever. It's locked away in a 
chained safety box. The problem with this strategy is that we never end up doing anything of 
significance. Why? Because we can always tackle it next week, month or year. This is our attitude. We 
let the fear of change drive our lives. The fear of change is a reflection of the awareness of passing, 
stored deep in our unconscious. After all, what causes a greater change then the passing of someone of 
great importance to us? Nothing. The passing of someone important to us causes great changes. 
Changes that you would find impossible to undo. Experiencing passing is a sort of antidote for the fear 
one has of change. After you're forced to deal with passing, you become less afraid of change. I'm not 
saying that you then begin to embrace change. You just become more open minded to it, as compared, 
to your previous self. You add a fearless edge to your being. People can see it in your eyes. They can 
sense it. 

Passing has the power to turn someone who otherwise had no potential for greatness, to a person with 
great potential. It also has the opposite powers of turning someone who had great potential to someone 
too depressed to do much of anything. It really just depends on the roots of your character. It depends 
on your upbringing and how mentally strong you are. It's not easy to turn a tragic event into fuel for a 
brighter future. If you succeed in doing so, I'm willing to bet that you didn't do it consciously. You 
acted consciously but it was in your nature to do so. It was done naturally. It was part of your character 
to do so. This is one of the great difficulties we have to live with. Passing is everywhere and it has the 
power to turn you into coal or a diamond. 

Can we all agree that talking about the tragedy of passing, in grade school, would help our society? 
Why aren't kids taught about it at an age where they would be capable of understanding? It is all around
us and everyone will eventually experience it. So why ignore it? Do we ignore it, because even our 
teachers and leaders are afraid of it? Maybe. Shouldn't this be discussed and talked about with our 
youth. When passing touches a young person and they re-actively take a turn for the worse for years 
(hopefully not for life, even though that is sadly the case at times), we are at fault. Why didn't anyone 



talk to them about how much it would hurt? Why do we continue to live blindly until we are confronted
with it? We need to set a path to recovery. Not a path to forget. Trying to forget compounds the issue 
and eventually it explodes in your face. A path that allows them to mentally continue their own life 
journey, and make a positive impact on others if they choose to do so. Proper methods for dealing with 
it need to be taught to our youth. Too many lives are thrown away in depression. Depression leads to 
stupid decisions that can further hurt your future. A simple solution can be to talk about it in the sex 
education class that many students are forced to take. That seems reasonable to me.

Until I was 20 years of age I had never experienced passing first hand. When I was younger I had a 
great grandmother who passed away but I wasn't very close to her so it didn't affect me much at all. I 
understood what had happened but didn't feel, what I saw others feeling at the services. Years later 
(around the time I was in middle school) a distant family relative passed away again. I probably met 
him once or twice. Again, I was shielded from the pain I could see others suffering from at the funeral 
services. It was sad indeed but it didn't linger around me for much past the next day. I was young so I 
continued living my life oblivious to the powers it had. I never thought about it much at all. I don't 
think anyone in my immediate family thought about it much, nor anyone in my entire family. Passing 
was a thing that happened to everyone around the planet, except to me. At least this is how it seemed. 

Four months before turning 21 years of age it happened. I experienced a head on collision with passing.
Its ability to change life around you is tremendous. I experienced it in the form of my Dad passing 
away. I was extremely close to him. As close to a Dad as a son could be. He taught me everything I 
knew. A lot of who I am is because of my Dad. My brother, sister and mom were also extremely close 
to my Dad. When he passed, the pain was indescribable. There was confusion, anger, depression, grief, 
all mixed together. I still think of him everyday. It has been six years since he passed. My immediate 
family (brother, sister and mom) and I experienced a mental downward spiral. We all became 
depressed. Outwardly we looked okay but inside we were far from okay. We were all secretly 
screaming for help. We were lost and confused. We covered our depression in different ways. I 
developed a habit of drinking too much alcohol and staying out late on the weekends. Fortunately, I 
was sensible enough to go out after my school work was completed. Of course, that wasn't always the 
case. I also lost the will to fight. Meaning, if I was up late studying for an exam and I got stumped, I 
would quickly get mad and close the book in order to go to sleep. This of course lead to my grades 
suffering. I developed a short temper. I would get irritated very quickly. Prior to my Dad passing away, 
I was known as the quiet and calm guy! My personality did a complete flip. 

Eventually, some of us after nearly 5 years realized that living in depression was not a way to live. We 
climbed and clawed our way out of the well of depression. On the other hand, a few of us are still 
suffering from depression. We all try to help each other as best as we can but at the end of the day it's 
solely in the hands of the individual to pull themselves out. Depression puts you in a lower state of 
consciousness, that only you are capable of acknowledging and overcoming. I can talk all day and 
week to someone depressed but at the end, they have the sole power of pulling themselves out. They 
alone have to rub the glaze off their eyes.

During this time period, and even to this day, it is easy to tell that my Dad's passing effected us 
significantly different then the outside members of my family. It seems like most of them were sad for a
few months (maybe close to a year) but since their family was still entirely intact, life went on for 
them. They seemed normal. It was almost as if they never thought about my Dad until they would run 
into us. On the other hand we (my immediate family) constantly would think of my Dad, 24/7. We only
would forget, for moments at a time, at family parties probably because of all the distraction/ noise 
around us. How did I come to the conclusion that it didn't effect everyone like it effected me? Friends 



and family would make jokes about passing in front of me, to me. Before a year had even elapsed. 
Maybe even months after! Even till this day! They would say stupid things like, “Imagine that guy 
dies.” Talking about death jokes in movies or shows they saw. I don't find any humor in jokes about 
death. Why? Because I know it's real and there is nothing funny about it. Until recently, I would cringe 
at the word when I heard it around me. I'm still not 100% comfortable with that word, to be completely 
honest. I never joked around like that because it wasn't an appropriate topic, in my mind, to joke about. 
It just wasn't funny. But to many around me it was, even after knowing what had happened. They knew,
they were at the services. They must have forgot. I never did, nor did my immediate family. 

I no longer consider myself to be depressed. I still think of my Dad hundreds of times throughout the 
day and miss him tremendously. But I have come to the point where I am, and have been, ready to 
continue my life journey. Nothing good comes out of being depressed. It's in everyone's interest to get 
out as soon as possible. The movies glorify depression with lead male actors depicting depressed men 
with troubled pasts. This is cool. I enjoy these movies myself. But I soon learned that it's just a movie 
and that you can't go on in real life living like that. You can't actually spend the rest of your life in bars 
wearing cool leather jackets. To get ahead in real life requires action and positivity. A healthy mind and 
body. You have to learn to enjoy yourself and life. This can't be done in depression. It's nearly 
impossible. All you end up doing, in depression, is getting stuck in a rut.

What happened to me? How did I pull myself out of the dark hole? Well, I realized passing was normal.
It was part of the deal, of life. Even I myself will one day pass. I wasn't cursed. My Dad passed because
that's what happens when you live. If you do not live, you do not pass away. Simple. He had a great 
life. For whatever reason, it was his turn and that's just how it is. I came to this conclusion when a close
friend of mine experienced the same thing as me. His Dad had passed away. I thought I was the only 
miserable soul on earth that had been cursed with this. But no. My friend experienced it a few years 
after I did. I saw him sad and depressed. I invited him to talk and he even cried. It was real. I wasn't 
special. It was a wake up call for me. I realized that this was, unfortunately, normal. To waste the rest of
my life in depression would be a tragedy. To waste the rest of my life in depression over something 
normal, would be insane! I would have to consider myself a fool, idiot to do such a thing. I didn't want 
that of course. I had pulled myself together enough to finish my University B.S. degree. It wasn't pretty,
but at least I somehow pulled it off. I considered myself to be smart. So how can a smart man, continue 
on with this depression? He can't. He must pull himself out, by the collar. Even if it includes dragging 
his sorry soul out of the tunnel himself. He must put his depression in a choke hold and let it fizzle 
away. If he needs help that's okay. If he doesn't, that's okay too. That's what I did. My friend's 
experience sparked my exit. It's as if I was in a dark room and for one second the red exit sign appeared
then disappeared. I saw where the exit sign had been so I started walking towards it, even though I did 
not know exactly where it was anymore. I saw the red exit sign nevertheless.

I helped, and currently am helping, my immediate family members. Some of them are making more 
progress than others. I plan to see, all of, their transformations the entire way through. 

Will I forever think of my Dad? I will. I once had a short conversation with a far relative, shortly after 
my Dad passed, about his personal experiences. He told me that he lost his wife and two kids in a 
horrible accident (don't quote me on the exact details). He lost them fourteen years ago. He's still very 
much depressed and thinks of them daily. It's a real struggle.

We are given one life. Passing is something we will all experience eventually. If you receive the lottery 
ticket that allows you to go through most of your life without losing close relatives and friends, good 
for you. For most of us this isn't the case. We must realize that we are already here. We are already 



standing on this planet. And you know what? Passing is normal! We have to pull ourselves out of the 
dark. Out as much as we can manage. Enough to continue our life journey in a manner that would make
them proud. In my case, my Dad. If you passed away first, you wouldn't want to know that your 
survived family is throwing their life away in despair and depression. The fact is, that a lot of people 
have achieved great things in the light of their experienced tragedies. On the other hand, many other 
people have withered into a ball and for all intents and purposes, killed themselves. Nobody seems to 
have a good plan of attack for dealing with passing. I remember, before a year had elapsed, talking to 
my manager at my part time job on campus. He was a great man by the way. One of the nicest people I 
have ever meet. He was older, I believe 61 years old. I told him what happened, because he was asking 
about my family. My voice choked a little. He then talked about losing his mom at a young age. He 
said it's just how life is. That's all the advice he had. After 61 years of being on this earth that's all the 
advice he could muster up. That's all many people have. Is that good enough though? No, of course not.
Can't we come up with some steps and plans for really dealing with this situation? 

Here is what helped me get through the pain. First, I realized that I wasn't alone. Meaning, things like 
this happen to many people around the world, around the clock. I wasn't in control of this event, so 
there was no point is mentally crippling myself with questions of why. It truly helps to find others close
to you, that have experienced a similar situation, that you can talk one on one with. In my case, my 
friend's similar experience was extremely eye opening. I, literally, remember feeling overwhelmed that 
particular week. Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday morning of that week. I had reached a sort of 
breaking point. I felt crazy. I was overwhelmed with the passing of my Dad. I had buried my feelings 
for over a year, at that point. I was anxious. I felt lost. On that Wednesday, around lunch break, I chose 
to text my friend. For no reason. At least I don't remember the reason. He texted me back saying his 
Dad had just passed away. I got mad that he would joke like that, so I called him instantly. I almost 
never call him. He wasn't joking around. At that moment I felt relieved of my previous anxieties. My 
crazy, lost feeling instantly disappeared. I realized I wasn't the only one. That event marked the 
beginning of my escape from depression. 

Second, passing opened my eyes to how delicate life is. When you're alive every detail of your life 
seems important. Your bills, car, faults, lies you made, troubles and job. When you pass, it's all forgiven
and forgotten. Those you leave behind will realize how unimportant all those little things are in the 
grand scope of life. I read some philosophy and some motivational material. I then paired that with my 
own experiences. I came to the conclusion that I wont ever get a chance to live again once I pass away. 
However obvious that seems, we somehow forget it all the time. I realized I should make the most of 
my temporary stay on earth. I shouldn't waste it in depression. After a while depression gets old. It gets 
boring. I should get my act together and do something great and admirable. Simultaneously, I felt 
myself become less constrained by the fear of change. I started to think, if I'm not going to be here 
forever, why am I afraid to make changes here and there. I should embrace change! Why? So I can 
ensure that my stay on earth is spent doing things that I enjoy and not things that others would enjoy 
me doing. The things I was supposed to enjoy, not many others enjoyed themselves. Everyone is quick 
to recommend a safe, boring job for life but they don't even enjoy their own recommendation. A lot of 
times people would recommend me getting an expensive car loan. I would ask them how they felt 
about the monthly payment and they would say they hated it. Why are you recommending it to me, I 
would think? I was then convinced that I should act on my own accord.

Third, I allowed myself to become influenced by great minds. I read as many blogs and books as I 
could. I hatched out a plan of what I wanted my life to be like and I started to implement steps to reach 
that goal. I still read a lot and I'm still implementing steps to reach the goals I chose a while back. The 
journey has been fun so far. I enjoy the fact that I'm attempting to do what those around me wouldn't 



dare. I personally don't know anyone who would choose to do what I'm doing. I had a steady, reliable 
job. At a young age too! I know not one person who would have left it in search of something better. 
The only person I know, personally, is myself. Elevating your mind out of this lower state of 
consciousness, that is depression, is important. This is where reading comes into play. It helps you gain 
insight into ideas you never new. After a certain time, you eventually raise your conscious level. When 
your conscious level rises, you consequently leave the lower state of depression. It happens 
automatically. You then find yourself, not being able to relate to those around you, who you previously 
felt were on the same page as you. You get a mental upgrade. You realize that you are in control of your
own actions and that you can change your future. 

Fourth, I found inspiration in the great minds who were living against the grain. Take their advice. I 
replaced my depressed emotional state with an inspired, ambitious state. I decided if they can move 
past their own obstacles then so could I. I found a purpose and goal that I could chase. That purpose 
keeps me pointed in a forward direction. This is important because if you don't have a compass that is 
pointing forward you will soon find yourself dwelling on the past. Dwelling on the past will sink you 
right back into depression. You can't walk forward if your head is staring directly behind you. My 
purpose is big, it requires me to continue to learn and grow. If I continue to learn and grow I will 
continue to elevate my state of consciousness. At higher states of consciousness it is hard to feel 
depressed. Of course you can have the occasional bad day. But your normal state of mind is located on 
an elevated state of consciousness so you soon revert back to being positive and goal driven. The next 
morning you will be back to normal. When you are depressed, depression is normal for your mind. You
can have the occasional good day but you will quickly go back to being depressed. Why? Because 
that's your natural state of mind. Depression is your normal. This is why elevating your state of 
consciousness is extremely important. Find your inspiration. Find what drives you. Elevate yourself. 

If you believe in the after life, know that you will soon be joining your loved one. If you will be joining
your loved one eventually, why waste your precious days on earth stuck in depression? I'm sure they 
would not agree with you doing that. It's pointless. Take matters into your own hands and do something
worth while. Take your time to grieve. Of course that's normal and perfectly fine. But remember to pull
yourself out eventually. Don't get stuck grieving forever. Enjoy life and create good memories. Make so
much great memories that you have endless conversation material for when you do see your loved one. 
Do you want to see your loved one and report back that you wasted the rest of your life sad and 
depressed? On the contrary, if you don't believe in the after life, who cares? You're still going to pass 
away regardless. Therefore, I think you should enjoy life and create good memories too! I dived deep 
into learning. I read a lot. I read and heard positive messages. I left the negative parts of my life behind.
Slowly, I became positive through my interactions with positive/ empowering readings. I decided to 
change my life and live as I see fit. I decided to embark on my own journey. Find someone who can 
relate to your exact situation and talk to them. Accept that life is delicate. Read and let yourself become
influenced. Find what you want to do and create a viable plan to achieve it. At the time of this essay my
idea of success has not yet been achieved. Still, I can say that a few around me have said that I inspire 
them. All that, and I'm not even close to my peak.


