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 Recall the worst experience of your life, your most painful memory. Some have endured 

terrible tragedy and loss, while others worst experiences seem pale by comparison. Does this 

make their pain any less valid? Does it make it any less severe? I know that when I feel down 

and broken, I have to remind myself of the pain those others in the world suffer through on a 

daily basis. What I have come to realize is that emotions are relative. Though the experiences 

may not be the same, one person’s worst day is still their most difficult experience. We learn to 

empathize and understand other people’s emotions by comparing them to our own experience. 

This is not always easy. I learned this when I was at my grandfather’s funeral. 

 I had never met my grandfather, so he was a complete stranger to me. To me he 

represented the origins of my father’s mysterious past, and perhaps a reason for why my dad 

was always so cold and distant. When my dad got the phone call he showed no reaction at all, 

though he seemed more distant than usual. I could tell that he was hiding something behind 

the stubborn, stoic mask that he wore but I was too frightened to ask what it was. 

 My dad and I left a few days later while my mom stayed at home with my brothers. My 

dad wanted to show me the places that he had grown up in, where he used to live and explore. 

I had a choice to stay home, but I wanted to go. My dad was never very open with me about 

himself, and I wanted to know who he really was. Besides, I couldn’t just sit by knowing that I 

let him face this alone. 



 I felt extremely uncomfortable sitting in the room while the eulogy was taking place. It 

was full of unfamiliar faces and an overall sense of dread and grief seemed to fill the air. 

Because I did not know my grandfather, I could not relate to why all these people were here to 

honor him. I felt like an outcast, like I was unwanted. After patiently sitting through the eulogy 

we moved to see the body in a single file line. My dad walked behind me, his face was frozen 

granite. 

 When I walked up to the casket I peered inside to see what my father’s father looked 

like. His face was thin and gaunt but he seemed so peaceful. From the vegetative state he had 

been in the past ten years, this must have been a sweet release. I could not understand why 

everyone was so sad. When I leaned further forward, I felt a strong hand grip my arm, fingers 

shaking. I turned to look back at my dad to see him crying. I had never seen my dad cry before, 

and I didn’t even really think that he could. Then I looked into his eyes and saw the reflection of 

the deepest, most agonizing sorrow I thought possible. It was a sadness that would crush the 

mightiest of men. The look on his face still haunts me to this day. It was then, though I had 

never felt it, that I knew what true sadness was. I reached up to give my dad a hug, and for the 

first time I knew, that despite all the hardness and cold that I really loved my dad. 

 I haven’t really been the same since. Pain at its blackest heart is a human feeling. I’ve 

had my fair share of it myself, but I continue to hope that someday, someone will reach out to 

me and I will know that they feel the same. 


