A Presentation

Death, dying and why I have chosen to write stories about it.

Snapshots from my process this far:
Since I can remember I have been fascinated, in times haunted, with life and death. What is that “life” and where does it go when it is no longer there? I remember seeing a dead animal, a chicken, for the first time. A day before I had seen the same chicken happily doing its chicken business, alive.  Now “the alive” was clearly not there, it had gone. A huge enigma for a child of a three and a half. Even a greater enigma now.
Everything dies. We all die. Life is full of assumed certainties and very little is certain for real. Death is certain. It might take millions of years or a nanosecond, but everything dies. Stars, galaxies, ideas, beliefs, love. Mountains and seas, species, cultures, epochs, whales, ants. We all die.
Last year four of my friends died and a year before my mother. I travelled this summer to Scandinavia to sort out the last residue after my mother’s death and used the opportunity to meet some old friends at the same time. It so happened that three of my friends had recently experienced a departure of a very close relative; a son, a husband, a mother. They all were dealing with their grief process uniquely, differently, in their own ways. All three deaths had also been as different as were the people who died.
Death is powerful, enigmatic and mysterious. It can be brutal, ugly and terrifying. Also, beautiful and magnificent. Tremendously tragic and deeply sad. Always inevitable, sooner or later.
I witness autumn, a beautiful colourful death of the summer that has gone. Rain, winds, storms come to reap what has been. But what has been leaves seeds for new beginnings. Winter, the seemingly empty time where nothing grows. Snow-covered landscapes. Death of what has been. I know there will be a new spring. A repetition, yet entirely new. Fauna needs to die in order to release its seeds for its continuity. Flowers, apples, blackberries. A spider dies immediately after it has given birth to thousands of little spiders.  
Whilst in Stockholm I became very aware that the city I used to know and loved had changed. Some aspects, certain atmospheres were no longer there. They had disappeared, died and something else had appeared, nearly intrusively taken their place.
We live in a very fast, very instant time. The world is rapidly changing and a lot that we value, and love is disappearing. Putin recently declared that Liberalism is dead. In today’s absurd world, I see things, ideas and beliefs I took for granted disappearing, suddenly no longer there. Honour, honesty, decency, compassion, fairness. A list that could go on and on endlessly. Every day, it seems, something has gone. An established human right. A species, glacier.
I find this very painful to witness and experience. Our world, this whole planet with all its inhabitants could disappear. Our collective suicide could destroy not just us, but all life as we know it. For me, worse than the death of our race, the human race would be a death of our very humanness, the core values and principles, our ability for compassion, all that defines our humanness. I believe human evolution should be defined as an ability for greater kindness, greater love and greater compassion for all life. That is real progress. There are many worse things than death itself.

My current aim (this might change):
A collection of short stories following a timeline from early childhood to old age. Stories of different kinds of deaths and processes of dying, not all necessarily involving physical death, but also deaths of innocence, an idea, belief or love and friendship.
First, there will be three short stories describing childhood encounters with death. The other stories will be placed in the teen-age period, adulthood and old age. 
All the stories will be very different from each other and the main protagonist is a different person in each story. Some will be slow, delicate and more internal, others are describing intense and dramatic external events. And the other way around; internal, intense dramatic, all types of variations. Death like the life itself with its uncountable faces.
I am considering using short poetry quotations before each story to give a sense of the nature of the story beforehand. A bit like a scent of what is coming. I plan to look at some Haikus, Rumi, Shakespeare, William Blake. Sylvia Plath and Emily Dickenson have come up as has Walt Whitman. I need to dig deeper.
I am refreshing my references about 5 stages of death (Elisabeth Kubler-Ross) since I feel they have some validity in the processes of dying and letting go even if it is not a question of physical death.
I am going to dive into death and process of dying during this year; into different beliefs in different cultures as well as mythologies and legends. Literature, poetry and movies I have loved and some new ones too.
Some old favourites such as “Death in Venice” (written by Thomas Mann, movie by Visconti) or Marquez’s Love in the Time of Cholera have come up as has Isabelle Allende and magical realism. Salman Rushdie, Joyce Carol Oates. August Strindberg, Tove Janson, Lars Noren from Sweden. Brave New World from Huxley and Orwell’s 1984 made a great impact on me during my younger years. The Road and many other dystopian novels resonated deeply. Ursula K Leguin and Margaret Attwood. Shikasta from Doris Lessing made a lasting impression.
Russian literature is full of great insights into human psychology when faced with death. Dostoevsky and Tolstoy flavoured my adolescence passions and I plan to rekindle that love affair somehow. 
All these influences are coming up now before the final selection process. 
First five stories need to be written before the new year and I have space for it in November December.
I am going to be with nature, take walks on a stormy seaside, watch the light fade. As I often do, but now having death in mind.
[bookmark: _GoBack]What already started to happen since I decided to do this project is whatever I experience and witness, I see death too. Death is so evidently an integrated part of everything. 



