Well, let’s see…I haven’t really given much thought about that night one month ago. I think when I woke up that morning I knew it was going to be a rough day. You know, that sort of feeling in the bottom of your stomach and the back of your mind that you never really notice until after the fact. That’s what it was like.
It’s funny, having to write your last memories of a friend on paper. Well, type them out, at least. I suppose it really does help.

The first thing I remember is when my mom told me after picking Adam and I up from our after school acapella choir. Most, if not all, of them, knew of Stan’s situation. That day back in December my friend Brady actually came with us. In any event, I thought that for sure Stan would pull through again.
But then I saw him. He looked…old. Like my grandfather when he died. It didn’t really hit me to feel sad or anything. I just felt really strongly that today was the last day I would be seeing Stan alive for a very long time. Death is a fact of life, as stupid as that may sound. I just tried to comfort people as I could, and I waited to talk to Stan.

I waited a long time, actually. That was probably my fault. But I didn’t mind it so much. I remember some of Stan’s friends from school – three girls – coming to visit him. Stan always was, and probably is, a ladies’ man.

I didn’t say much to him before I left. I just thanked him for the example he was to me, through not a few tears. I’ve always been bad with finding words to say what I want to, so I tried to keep things short to avoid sounding stupid.
We went home and I resolved to return with my mom, and I was more than willing to stay the whole night. When I got there though, Angela told us that Stan had already died. I think I already knew that too. I didn’t feel as anxious as I had.

We walked into Stan’s room, and the very first thing that struck me was how incongruous that Spongebob blanket looked, lying there, with that stupid grin and “Today is the best day ever!” emblazoned across the top and bottom. It was hard to keep back the tears when it came to mind that today probably was the best day ever for him.

Time went on, and I started hearing more and more stories of Stan’s escapades, and more and more I realized that everyone – really everyone – loved Stan. It’s hard not to, to be honest. He was, and is, an inspiration to us; to me.
I think the thing I’ll remember most is something seemingly insignificant. At the wake my parents and I were talking with Stan’s band director. He called Stan a ‘North Star’. And now every time I think of him I remember this song I sang  in church – who knows what for, or even why I should remember the lyrics after so many years – way back when we lived in Michigan:

When Gordon B. Hinckley was a boy,

He slept outside for fun.

He noticed all the stars would change,

Except for one.

Be constant as the North Star.

It shines for you and me.
That’s what I remember of Stan’s last days. It’s not much, but just the memories are enough for me. And when I finally am called to die, I am certain that I will meet him, and he can finally teach me to play DDR.
Mark Hansen
