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Listen to Samantha’s Road Trip Mixtape: 

 

 

 

 

“Falsehood flies, and the truth comes limping after it.”  
 -      Jonathan Swift 

 

“The road to hell is paved with good intentions.”  

-      Henry G. Bohn 

 

“Later she remembered all the hours of the afternoon as 
happy—one of those uneventful times that seem at the 

moment only a link between past and future pleasure, but turn 

out to have been the pleasure itself.” 

-      F. Scott Fitzgerald 

 

“The skeptic does not mean him who doubts, but him who 
investigates or researches, as opposed to him who asserts and 

thinks that he has found.”  
-     Miguel de Unamuno 

 

“The best sermons are lived, not preached.” 

-     Anonymous 
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It never goes away. I mean, look, you 

shouldn’t think like this--it’s a one-way 
ticket to insanity, but you can’t help 
fantasizing about being there with her, 

you know. And in these daydreams, the most 

splendid outcome is that you manage to 

save them. The next best thing: die with 

them. And, yes, when the police inform 

you, you go through all these stages of 

grief, and at a certain point, you’re able 
to acknowledge what happened, accept what 

happened … recognize the truth of it, see 
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it for what it is. But even then, the sor-

row and anger don’t go away. You carry 
them with you. And you can never really go 

on with your life. I mean, you do go on, 

right? You get up in the morning and go 

about your business. Sleepwalking in a 

way, but those around you are relieved and 

happy to see you like that, doing regular 

things again: “He’s over it.” And that’s a 
relief to you, too, because that’s when 
they stop tiptoeing around you and no 

longer look at you with pity in their 

eyes. But you’re not over it. You go about 
your day, yeah, but the sorrow and the 

anger and the regret are always with you, 

as constant as the survivor’s guilt. Later 
rather than sooner, maybe six months after 

that world-shattering night, there is the 

first laugh. The first genuine laugh in 

response to a joke or a sitcom. And you 

realize: I’m doing okay. And that realiza-
tion puts a stop to it. Why should you be 

enjoying yourself while your family is 

dead and buried? And you cry, and you per-

haps kick a wall or even slap yourself. 

But soon after, a week or so later, you 

catch yourself feeling okay once again. 

And the intervals between those evanescent 

moments or flashes of … emotional steadi-
ness … become shorter. And every such mo-
ment is always followed by anger, sorrow, 

regret, and guilt. You still don’t think 
you deserve contentment, but before long, 

you stop kicking the walls, and you no 

longer give yourself a bruise. It’s the 
new normal. People look at you and see a 

normal individual. Someone who’s overcome 
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a tragedy. But you didn’t overcome. You do 
your best to try to live your life, and 

you take it one day at a time.  
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Hi all, my account was hacked. Don’t open the last email. 

It might contain a virus. - Sam 
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Mom, Dad, I did not do this to Carel. I can’t explain what hap-
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pened. I think it’s best to go away and get my head clear. I’m not 
running, I won’t be gone forever. Love, Sam 
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