Thoughts on life after death  (Testimonies)*
Why Death?

Ivone Gebara

I confess that I still am afraid of death; perhaps a little less now that in my youth.  Perhaps this is so because now I have experienced the death of so many loved ones. Perhaps because I've lived over half my life. Perhaps because I feel it closer now. Perhaps because I am convinced that in the face of death, humanity will continue to weep over its farewells and losses just has it weeps in those moments of intense tenderness. Perhaps because I now live in myself, in the body of a mature woman, and can appreciate the short-lived beauty of an individual life, as well as intuit things that I cannot express in words. 

Would an ecofeminist perspective help us face this cold fear of death? I can only give tentative answers…. I speak of death as an essential part of life. I speak of death as a reality within me, as a spiritual space to embrace others, to embrace the beauty of nature, art, literature, music, and folk songs. If death didn't exist, how can we be "born again"? If death didn't exist, how would we enter into the cycle of the earth, of the seed, the flower, the fruit, the dawn and the sunset? If death didn't exist, how could we be this one being, this Sacred Body that is the Earth and the Universe? How could we be birdsong, the fluttering of butterflies, and the wild colors of violets, roses and daisies? How could we be the headwaters that run through our blood and the soft breeze that allows us to breathe? How could we be the fire that attracts, enflames, grows dim and becomes contagious? How could we become the green of moss and forests that are continuously being born and reborn? 

Death, sacred death is a component of life and is woven with the fiber of one's very being. It forms part of that same tapestry, which is why it is so lovely in its mysterious, sad and great beauty. (Pp. 4-7)

I understand my life as a process

Rosa Dominga Trapasso

Now that I have discovered that I am part of a vital process that includes not only the planet's socio-political reality but that of the whole cosmos, I understand my life as a process not limited to the years I have lived.  I begin to see that death is a part of life, not because it is inevitable, but because it is an intrinsic part of an organic, cosmic process.  And from death, more life comes forth—a constant resurgence of vitality and energy. I cannot be unconnected to this cosmic process: my life and my death form part of the totality of creation.  How can this be?  I don't know, but I think it will be as it was before one was born, when we were part of the totality, connected with cosmic vitality.  A new existence beyond rational knowing, but part of a Consciousness of You that inhabits the now of 15 billion years of existence.

I still resist death.  My own somewhat because I want to be part of the changes of this new millennium. I reject those irrational deaths of infants, of mothers in childbirth, of those with AIDS who die throughout the world because of our indifference.  I reject the extinction of birds, whales, native forests, and rivers.  These deaths are not "natural" to the cosmic process.  To understand death is to understand life's deep mystery.  It means dedicating ourselves with all our strength to preserve the cosmic weave, eliminate irrational destruction and open ourselves to the generative process  enriched by our death.  (Pp. 14-15)

I am the water as well as the drop
Mary Judith Ress

In every age, we humans have asked ourselves if there is life after death.  And each age provides its own answers reflecting the theologies, beliefs and knowledge of that time.  We know we are mortal, that we exist for a certain number of years and then we die.  But we want to be immortal, we don't want to cease to exist, we don't want to leave behind all that is familiar, known, loved.

"You fear death," a wise man from India once told me.  "But we are only raindrops that fall and return to the ocean.  What happens to the raindrop when it returns to the sea? What happens to you at the end of your days? You will become part of the sea—and this makes you very afraid.  But why? We are mistaken if we think we are only raindrops and forget that we are also the water where the raindrops come from.  The water that makes up the raindrop does not disappear when it returns to the sea.  Yes, the raindrop does indeed disappear; you small ego, your "I" that separates you from others, disappears—and I think that is a good thing.  We are gradually realizing that we are water and we return to the sea." 

This wise man gave me a great gift.  Today I believe I am as much water as I am raindrop.  I am convinced that when I die, I will return to the great matrix from which I came.  This specific flesh and bones and personality called "Judy" will disappear, but the tapestry of life revealed in me for more than a half century will continue evolving in new and unexpected expressions.

I no longer believe in a heaven where my soul will live happily ever after.  This is a total patriarchal invention! With the development of patriarchy, it became more and more necessary to strengthen the individual. Thus we invented all-powerful deities who live forever in heaven—a patriarchal projection of what we want for ourselves.

An ecofeminist posture invites us to reject this patriarchal cosmology and remember who we really are as a species.  Let's not fool ourselves: simply by being Homo sapiens we are embarked upon a process of being born, maturing and dying—processes that belong to the limits of life itself. My ego, my "I" will dissolve into the matrix from which I have come, and from which new egos, new "I"s, will be brought forth. All is recycled.

So I try to prepare for my own death by letting go of my dogged fidelity to my own ego and opening myself to the community of life.  I remember that I am water; I form part of the stream of life that has brought forth and continues to bring forth such surprising marvels as the butterfly, the araucaria tree, my children, the moon, the Pleiades, the Andes, the spring.  This gives me much peace and joy. (Pp. 30-31)

When I return…
Helen Carpenter**
When I think of my own death I don't know where I will end up.  I only suspect that I will live in more awareness and that I will deepen my connection with all of creation.  And if I am reborn, I want to return as a wild daisy. (p. 32)

**Helen Carpenter, a Maryknoll Sister who has lived and worked in Chile since the 1960s, is co-founder of the Casa Malen, a center for grassroots women in Santiago. 
I will be in communion with the most incredible diversity of energy
Gladys Parentelli**
My energy will wind around in unlimited space kissing other forms of energy that move and evolve.  I will dance with the breeze, dive into the waters, soar with the birds. I will be inside the skins of wild animals.  I will be part of the flowers.  I will be in the most diverse of landscapes; experiencing them from a vantage point I've never seen before, hearing music I've never heard before, learning things about Life I could have never known before.  In the end, I will be in communion with the most incredible diversity of energy. (p. 33)
**Gladys Parentelli is a Uruguayan feminist theologian and activist living and working in Caracas, Venezuela.  
* Source:  Con-spirando # 10: La muerte…de la vida, el otro lado (diciembre, 1994). . 
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