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Introduction

––––––––
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While many would expect Day of the Dead to be a solemn memorial day, it is actually a joyous occasion, meant as a celebration of life. Instead of everything being dark and somber, as is commonly associated with mourning rituals, the holiday is bright and colorful, with decorations filling nearly every home and public space in the country. It is common to have celebratory meals with family, as well as street parties with music and dancing. In Mexico, there are celebratory processions involving masks, puppets, and colorful costumes.

A central part of the holiday involves going to the cemetery and spending time at the graves of loved ones. In preparation for Day of the Dead, families will clean and wash the graves of their departed, and decorate them with candles, and flowers such as marigolds. They will bring offerings of food that the deceased enjoyed and objects that were meaningful to them in life. In the case of children, toys will be brought to the grave site.  In many parts of the country, families will share a meal alongside the graves of their relatives, while sharing stories and memories about the loved ones they have lost.

In America we celebrate Memorial day a tradition to honor our soldiers who have died in war with the simple tradition of putting flowers on the grave, and for many it has become a time to remember other loved ones with flowers on their graves as well.  I remember the visits my mother would make to honor her mother and other relatives who have passed on before us, on Memorial day, and in years later her father.  It would be the only time as a child did, I know where a family member was buried and that they were not forgotten.  It was also a time for stories and memories you held dear to your heart, to pass them on to the next generation so they would not be forget.  The day of the Dead and Memorial day is not much different except one may be with more elaborate cultural pageantry and symbolism then the other.  It is remembrance that ties the two together.

In ‘Letters to the Dead’ it is the things you wanted to say when they were living and couldn’t or dare say.  Instead, you find ‘Letting go Isn’t Easy.’  Many find it is often too late to say what they needed to say while the loved one was alive.  Some regret what they did say when they were alive, and it was too late to take back the words.  Just as many wish they could have mended the fence between them before it was too late.  Regrets you have to live with until the end of your days.  This is a collection of letters I have come to write in my mind then down on paper, when I find I wish there could have been a time before a loved one died, a friend passes on, to have been able to forgive them for the troubles between you, or the good and the best times between you.  The letters cover many I have lost from parents, to Grandparents, Aunts and Uncles, brother, and friends.  Some who have passed on before I was born and afterwards, some at early an age, others from illness and preparation for their passing.  While some suddenly by accident and unexpectedly.  All those who have gone before me leave an emptiness in me, that I didn’t have time to know them or grow old with them.
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Letter 1

Best Friend 3rd Grade

––––––––
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We all have those family members or a childhood friend we have lost to either an accident, illness, or old age.  We expect and believe that our parents will live well into old age, and we will outlive them.  We have childhood friends who grew up with you from elementary school to high school graduation and hopefully in your college years.  The best man at your wedding, or maid of honor.  An adult friend who becomes your child’s Godfather or Godmother.  If life was fair, they would all live into old age with you.  But life isn’t fair when it comes to losing your best friend since elementary school.  Terry was my best friend since the 3rd grade.  I first met Terry and his family when my parents had moved us next door.  Terry had an older brother and an older sister, and a younger sister.  We where in the same class, road the bus together, and spend all our spare time together when not in school.  We lived in a rural setting two miles outside of a small town we went to school in.  Our days after school, winter breaks, spring bring and summer break was enjoying the country living, among farmers fields, woods, creeks, river, and many summers camping out.  Even when my parents split and mother moved us into town, we still had school together in the same classroom. Eventually Terry moved into town.  We went from the 3rd grade unto Junior high, and high school.  I often spend many over nights with Terry from junior high to high school.  In town we continued our interest in camping out, fishing and outdoor fun.

Though I was 3 years older than Terry and had been set back 3 years in grades due to learning disabilities before I met Terry in the 3rd grade repeating the 3rd grade over.  We were the best of friends for all those years.  I managed to graduate a year earlier than expected to catch up by skipping by junior year, we where still good friends. We shared friendships with each other’s brothers being so close in age.   Terry was the same age as my younger brother, who was also in the 3rd grade due to my setbacks, and his set back by one year of my younger brother one grade.  My twin was 3 grades ahead of me.  After I graduated high school, Terry and I found ourselves, drifting apart as would be expected with me out of school first and he was still in school with my younger brother.  After he and my brother graduated high school.  Terry was best man at my younger brother’s wedding a year later.  A few months after that, as I was visiting a cousin of Terry’s a phone was received from his father, that Terry had lost his life in a car accident.  Not even 20 years old.  I found myself bearing the news to my mother, and my younger brother.  

Even now after nearly 50 years I still recall with tears my friendship with Terry and all the adventures we had together as youth.  There was a time that Terry could have become my stepbrother, the reason why both our parents split when my father and his mother became an item.  Though it did not go that way evidentially Terry will always be my brother in my heart.  Now you would think that his father at the time would have forbidden our friendship after his marriage was broken up due to my father.   Nor did my mother feel the same way.  That was never the case.  Terry was a part of our family in many ways with family field trips and outings.  I could wish that Terry was still with us, that we remained friends and had great reunions together over the years.  I knew that even before his unexpected death so young, we were drifting apart do the circumstances of the time.  Much of my childhood was shared between Terry, his siblings, and mine going to the same school only a few grades apart and living in such a small rural town.  There is something to be said about such an idyllic life as a youth growing up and obviously the bad with the good.  “Terry, I will always miss your friendship, and the life we shared together as classmates, and friends.  Your acceptance of me as your friend even though I was 3 years older and sent back 3 grades to be in the 3rd grade with you.  You accepted me as your friend, and even continue to accept me as your friend despite our parents discretion and eventual divorces.  Your father and my mother never held that against those discretions.  One couldn’t ask for a better friend in life and in death.  I still wonder what life would be like if fate hadn’t taken you so young.  We both visiting in our old age, sharing the stories of our adventures as youths.
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