My last will and testament

Luz María Villarroel*
I frequently meditate on my own death.  How would I like to meet "Sister Death"?

I hope that, finally, I will have made a fine, solid friendship with myself. I want to be lucid and still able to enjoy dancing and my body.

I want to die with dignity. Lying down or sitting on a comfortable chair. Looking outside through a beautiful window with a view of a green landscape.

I want to know that I am dying and speak of death.  I want to prepare for death; I want help in crossing over and in letting me go.  I want to be accompanied by good midwives or midhusbands. 

Funeral rites
There can be a Mass—although I prefer a ritual where we are gathered in a circle.

I don't want any priest talking about me: he wouldn't know me or anything about me.  In this intimate moment, I prefer that there is little talk, or if there is some talking, it is sharing experiences.

I want a simple coffin, such as the Jewish kind—and if possible it should be painted in a strong, bright color.

Scarves, flowers, stones, elements from the earth.

At some point I want the women I have journeyed with to dance the Midwives' Dance around me, or that of The Pilgrim.  I would like the ritual to end with the Heart Meditation Dance.

In all honesty I would like—more than those funerals where everyone is weeping—a festive rite with lots of music and dancing. Here is a flavor of what I like:  The Buena Vista Social Club, Mozart, and Calenda Maya.  Joyful music that has rhythm, beat and song. 

I want to be buried in the earth.   There should be a whole mound of earth beside my burial place so that those who want to can shovel dirt over me.  I would like this gesture to be done rhythmically, marking my passing.

During the funeral, I would like the following to be read:  "In this moment when I have departed, where my body is here without life, without this life, I wonder what opportunities await us—we who are newly dead.  We are witnessing the time in which I am going to another place: as if the curtain that separates us becomes thin, and the different states of existence almost touch each other.  It is likely that I will go walking around visiting you; I will be sitting beside someone very dear, wishing I could transmit the information I now have: probably I will now understand the futility of consolation and also the need that each has for grief after I am gone. Only wish me a good trip, that I pass quickly through that tunnel or passageway of light, that my mentors receive me, my moons, my suns, the creativity of the universe, the dance of the heart."
*Luz María Villarroel, a well-known Chilean artist, is a member of Con-spirando.
Source: Con-spirando, #35: Muertes, pérdidas y duelo (marzo, 2001), pp. 33-34. 
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