On This Day – October 27, 2007
A Relection Composed by Ryan Derfler

Earlier this morning, Jack and Monique, my parents, signed into place the Danielle Jacqueline Memorial Fund, with their friends and four co-signers over pancakes.  

You see, my big sis Danielle has an anniversary on this day, the day of her passing; and so also a fitting time to channel money into a trust for women for education in her memory.

Danielle was a beautiful human being and I’m proud she was my sister. Perhaps filling me more with pride is the way my family has embraced her spirit so that her energy lives on through stories, pictures, ceremonies, websites (www.daniellederfler.homestead.com/homepage.html), paintings, pets, and for the first time ever, an official memorial fund. In celebration of the occasion, I’m going to share the following personal story, which I’ve shared with just a few...

"Danielle is Fine."

by Ryan JonPaul Derfler

My sisters’ death was an absolute shock. An early morning ring of the phone that brings more questions than answers. I had a bad feeling about it right away.

My Mom answered. I heard my father and her slip out of the house, stirred not shaken, and the dogs smelling it in the air. I would not fall asleep for nearly a week.

Shortly thereafter, ringing again. The phone, I picked it up and spoke with my Mom. She was clear, my mind was clear; and soon I rushed my brother and myself flying down the road toward the light to be by her side. The trembling of reality at this point, it was intense. We entered the building, rushed past many faces, into this room in the center of the universe, and we held her hand, picked a piece of her there before us to remember, and then she died on cue.

October 27, 2007, 4:28 a.m.

Danielle Jacqueline Derfler waited for her brothers. Like Princess Diana, she was a princess, a family girl who scooped up pets, friends, and many affections. I can admit that now because I’m older, more mature, I realize what love was for her, and I’m listening to Queen’s Bohemian Rhapsody. (wipes eye)...

Walking out of that hospital, the weary broken collection of individuals we were, my family wondered where we would go, and why it had happened, and how the fuck was the sun still shining. That week, we went on to a dining and floral extravaganza at home. Ah, the smell of so many flowers, and covered dishes, and women’s perfume. All of the trappings of a dignified service including two fine eulogies by her brothers. A beautiful young woman for which the World would have benefited was lost and Mother Nature shed a tear. It was really wild!

Perhaps I’ll flesh out more of the details about that later in life—for now I need to cut to the chase. Six days after her death was the night before I was to return to Lebanon Valley College. I wanted to. So I laid down forgetting I hadn’t slept for a week, and calmly, peacefully, I closed my eyes shut and found rest.

Then I was up. In a flash, raising from the bed, I found myself before my sister. With one full-eyed glance I broke down to embrace her and let the tears escape from my body. What the hell was going on here?

"Are you okay?" I cried into her hair and shoulder covered in red soft Gap sweater.

"Tell me," I said more passionately until she quieted me.  

"Where is Daren?," my sister asked me.

What kind of question is this, I’m thinking, still awake to the fact that my face is awash in my (dead) sisters flowing, glowing, blonde hair.

"Where is Daren?," she asked me again.

"I don’t know," I sobbed.

Seconds later I raised my head straight off my pillow like a rocket. This delivered me to an upright sitting position so that I had full sight over my bedroom. It was incredibly creepy at first. A poster above my bed (don’t ask), had a loose corner that was flapping soundlessly in the air. My face glistened with tears; wiping them off with my hands brought another sense back to my reality. The time was 4:28 a.m. on November the 3rd, precisely one week after death.

I would not realize the time and date correlation until the following morning, when I thought I’d have forgotten about my "dream." In fact, during about the sixty minutes when I lie in my bed the night before after she’d left, I considered putting the details on paper. Usually they’d be considered gone. Not this one.

It was a pleasant morning, I readied quickly, ahead of time, and walked down stairs for breakfast. Down the hallway, littered with beautifully framed and lined up female figure drawings. Up ahead in the next room I saw Daren sleeping on the couch in front of the fireplace. Immediately I am hit with the oddity of this situation. Daren would not sleep in front of the fireplace. Not in the basement with everyone else, or in the back yard when we passed out there. By morning, he’d always found his bed.

Crafty Danielle would have even been thrown off by this. Her question to me the night before made sense. And in a wave, I felt overthrown with peace. In fact, on my way out the door, feeling great about the prospect of learning back at college, I dropped one more tear, made my way to the white board on the refrigerator, and wrote these words:

Danielle is fine.

Love,

Ryan

