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The deceased: on how to say farewell

In the essay titled “Reposing in the Preparation Room,” world renown author
Jessica Mitford shines light into the secret world of embalming and restoring the deceased in
preparation for an open casket and funeral burial. Mitford wonders if embalming secrecy is

because “ it might lead patrons to wonder if they really want this senfic:e.“(lﬂ->‘<)/ She describes

in stomach churning details the grisly process in which the mouth is sewn together and upward to

provide a “pleasant expression.” Much to the readers’ discomfort she then describes the process
in which the “dermasurgeon” enters the veins of Mr. Jones and removes the blood, followed by
the pumping of embalming fluid into the arteries. The eyes are then cemented closed and she
continues on to describe the velvety softness of the skin‘[;\(effect of the embalming fluid.

With three to six gallons of chemicals floating through the body, the practitioner then
pokes a long hollow needle called the trocar into the abdomen, in order to pump out the entrails

wdh il T problems dnise
and chest cavityjsd\he replaced with cavity fluid. If % there is any problem A!uc to

disfigurement or skin dimluratim}it;sacﬁs there is always a tool or cream to solve the problem.

When the body is done being poked, prodded, creamed and manicured, it is then thatitis—

set aside to awaj;/it‘s day of open house. (18-19) Although to the average person these
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procedures seem gruesome and stomach churning, for the skilled practitioner this grisly process
of carcass reconstruction is just another day on the job.
In my opinion it is a very important job. The public may not know that their relatives
have been poked prodded and pumped, but sometimes ignorance is essential for momentary ]ﬁ” IDQ W
satisfaction. When people walk into McDonalds and order a double quarter pounder, they order it
because they enjoy the taste and it satisfies their hunger. Of course they know that this meat
comes from a processed cow, yet they would rather not hear about the slaughter house process. It
would just ruin their appetite if, while they were eating, somebody described the process in
which the meat is run down the escalator belt and then squeezed out into the meat grinder. And
isn’t peace of mind the reason we have these fancy funerals in the first place. baff il Lri »]W I
As a child I have been exposed to two different types of funerals; I was bu;rldened with the
experience of losing my aunt and uncle when I was just a child. Both relatives had dlstlnct ﬂ)rms
VaqWL we'e TL N4
of ceremonies, due to tha preparation process. [ observed that Both processes were sacred and
mﬂaﬂjﬂgﬁl{:‘ yet %t they both had their drawbacks. \ 51"
At age eight I witnessed the open casket process when my aunt died. Having-been-to-an ]“‘vll
-open-casket-funeral; [ can only cringe at the idea of my Aunt Carol’s lips being sewn-. [
remember that day like it was yesterday. I was eight years old and the gray cwercast l%ﬂ-
complimented the mood of the family quite well. Today my mom’s eyes looked t1 d t'hcre were
a lot of empty stares, and my older brother’s humor seemed to have vanished in thm air. A forced
smile and a prolonged silence followed the few jokes he did crack to lighten the mood. There
were so many question [ was itching to ask, but I figured it was best to be silent, and to try my
best not to get my nice new dress dirty. When I asked about Aunt Carol I could see my mom was

struggling with her words and fighting back her tears.
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[ felt sick to my stomach and [ just wished I could see my aunt one more time. I pictured
her warm smile and easygoing attitude. | imagined her coming out from the kitchen with flour on

her face holding a plate of homemade waffles, which was her designated breakfast. Nobody |

!

|
could make homemade chocolate chip waffles like Aunt Carol. Not today, though. The only W

smell in the kitchen was the dingy aroma of the cat’s dirty litter box, and the house was so quiet
between the awkward conversation, that the ticking of the grandfather clock was growing
intensely louder. 1 rememl:-c; my mom telling me that my aunt wasn’t ever coming back. That
she was walking with thglf:srd now. I just couldn’t grasp this concept of death. I couldn’t
understand how somebody so lively and meaningful could just be gone forever. I was also
confused on why we were dressed up so nice, for such a dreadful occasion. [ wondered about
where we were going and what we were going to do. [ was not prepared for what I was about to
endure.

Walking into that funeral home and seeing my aunt in that open casket sent chills down
my spine. Time seemed to pass in slow motion. Never before had [ seen a dead body. Of course,
I had watched the many X- Files shows that showed many nameless corpses, but this was real
life, and I’m sure there wasn’t any Shqw on television that could have prepared me for that day. I
remember wanting to touch her, even though I was warned not to. It just seemed as if she was
sleeping, waiting for somebody to wake her. She looked completely comfortable. Her smile
didn’t seem very familiar but somehow I felt that she was resting peacefully, comfortable to
finally move on into the next realm of life. I can’t say that I wasn’t sad but [ can say [ had a
feeling of closure. I got my chance to say goodbye. I am definitely glad I didn’t witness the

embalming.
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