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We die with the dying:

See, they depart, and we go with them. We are born with the dead:

See, they return and bring us with them.

—TS. Eliot “Little Gidding” v.230-233

Each man’s life is but a breath.

— Psalms 39

Remembering is an ethical act... memory is, achingly, The only relation we can have with the dead...

— Susan Sontag, The Pain of Others



L. Instructions for the Dying



Remember this: the moment your dying begins, your body ceases to belong to you. The moment your dying is
discovered and declared, there is no private life. Your life will be defined by medical terminologies so foreign that
your tongue refuses

to curl itself around the sounds, and your body will become a foreign land you cannot navigate.



L. Instructions for the Dead
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In the moment of your death, do not have any regrets. No matter how often you hear the begging of your loved
ones — you can’t go, you can’t leave me here alone — you should understand that your body is no longer your
home. You’re an exile, who has been evicted from your home — like that old woman who was told to pack three
day’s worth of luggage but instead carried her cat in a basket from Chernobyl, or the displaced men and women
from Fukushima after the nuclear meltdown. You cannot stay. You must go. If you linger, you will not be able to
cross over. If you have regrets, you will linger. So before you remember your regrets, go.
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A man dies. It was a mechanical death for, in our time, death is named, reasons attested, and written off. We have
learned to keep death at bay, with

the boundary between the living and the dead as clearly marked as the borders between nations. We do not un-

derstand the language of medicine; the hospital room becomes the promised land, but the diseased is an exile from
his own home.
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