First, | don’t think that Becca would want a eulogy. KEjuds are boring and
eulogies are sad (no offense to Margy), and Becca ailgen of those to say the least.
So instead, I'm labeling this as a eugoogley, and naming neyseijooglizer; a term
voiced by Derek Zoolander to mean “one who speaks at ftielaldoing this, | hope to
make sure that | remember Becca how | know she waiiis temembered.

Second, this was one of the hardest things | have eddotdo in my life. How
do | make sure that all of you have an appreciation fogithand the young woman that
shared a part of my soul and was, and still is, oneedbidpgest influences on my life? Is
it even possible to share something so huge?

In order to begin to explain, | think it's necessary tbthe point across that
Becca, to me, was not just a friend. Becca was myigamte, my bosom friend, a
kindred spirit, my soul mate. She was the person I avoall at 3 o clock in the morning
to cry about a bad dream | had, she was the person I'thaalvould help me hide the
body and get new living room carpet. Becca was my person.

At first | thought that | should try to write everythihgan remember. Over the
past week I've looked through my old diaries that date bafikh grade, | looked at
pictures, | looked at yearbooks, | found old notes andressquainted with the art of
note folding, and | cried. A lot.

As | started writing this though, | began to realize thate is no way that | will
ever be able to share with you all of the memoriesBkaca and | shared. With this
realization came another, that every memory thatvelof her is one to be cherished.
Therefore, | think its best that | try my very bestb her justice in the memories that |

chose.



Our friendship began in middle school. | HATED middle sd¢hbwasthat girl;
the skinny kid with freckles, braces, and glassest éileasame time. I'm pretty sure that
Becca was my saving grace. To this day, | am 100% posiiaée Wouldn’'t have
survived it without her.

| sat behind her in our"7grade Algebra class at Dent Middle School, and we
hated our teacher. | can’t really remember whether it wémtred for her, or whether it
was a hatred for how much she loved algebra, or whethgust liked making fun of
someone (which we usually did), but something happened tothigtinlass and it just
went from there.

Our friendship was based mostly around our common inteaedttaughter. Early
on we realized that we both have an unbreakable lowbdoinne of Green Gables
books. Everything about them. We had countless sleepoweosild go to her house or
she would go to mine and we’d have Anne of Green Gableshasafthere are movies)
and we would watch them all and see how late we cowdastake. Typically, if we
were at her house, we’d sleep on the futon, my headhemside and hers on the other,
and we’d stock up on cheez-its and goldfish and juice amg cat for several hours and
guote the movies.

There was a scene in the first movie, where Anne aada)the two heroines)
make a vow to be bosom friends and Anne makes up a vealeinnly swear to be
faithful to my bosom friend as long as the sun and nsbaf endure.” Later on, Anne
and Diana refresh their vow by cutting locks of eachrsthair. Becca and | were going

to do it, but we were afraid our moms would notice owsmg hair and it would look



dumb (something extremely important to us 14 year oldsyespist made the solemn
vow and forgot about the hair part.

There would be times where we’d have a burst of eneogy 3:00 to 4:00 in the
morning and we’d giggle and laugh and dance around for a \ahilethen crash. It was
ALWAYS just that one hour and it was ALWAYS hilarioushere would be other times
where | would have entire conversations with Becca whilas still dead asleep, and
she’d have to update me in the morning and tell me whad bsavhat | did. It was
ALWAYS hilarious. | remember once during that one hourqekr was dancing around
pretending to be a banana and | spilled an entire gfagspe juice on the nice white
sheets her mom had set up for us earlier that nightf aneimember correctly, after we
finished laughing we simply mopped up the juice and pretendechit dabpen. I'm
pretty sure her mom figured it out though.

After a while, we began to read each others thoughttarted with simply saying
things at the same time, but it gradually developed in@irtight system. For example,
we’d be hanging out talking and I'd say, “Dude, | really neefinish this paper. | think
I'll do it tonight.” And Becca would say “Dude, no you'retn You know you're just
gonna sit around and watch TV and eat your candy.” Anduldy and she was right. It
never failed.

We started growing up pretty fast. High school literidyv by. There was
Becca’s “phase,” | call it her “big pants, bunch of bagftiends phase.” There was
Cavalier Chorale- | remember one time we came @ettatclass after coming back to
campus for lunch and our teacher told us to get a taisby p& soon as we walked out

the door, we looked at each other and decided just to letuak lwe went to the mall.



We got in big trouble for that. There were girl's nightthwackie and Robin that
sometimes were infiltrated by our various boyfriends efttne— and trips to Robin’s
grandma’s condo in Myrtle Beach. There were lotsipstactually, TLC trips, Edisto
with Mr. Chappell writing his extremely nerdy book and anel Becca watching
Spongebob marathons and playing Monopoly until 4 in thenimgr Disneyworld where
we thought we lost Jackie, Washington DC — we were actdisityissing that trip with
Robin not too long ago, and we decided that we are STILérla@tiout not being able to
go to the Pentagon Mall. We cried, we laughed. Then codleges. Both of us had
“interesting” roommate experiences to say the vagtleand then Becca was diagnosed.
It was sometime during chemo | think when Becca decided ehé&lwget better and then
we would take the leap and move in together.

We were told over and over again that best friendsldhwyer live together
because in the end we’d kill each other. Those peogfétdinow us.

I’m not saying that we are perfect people. Becca couldngeidy and sullen, and
when she was mad, it lasted more than a couple hcamsalso not the nicest person in
the world sometimes. I'm forgetful, and | don’t think tgdlefore | speak or act, so |
tend to be the cause of a lot of hurt feelings. The tabaut our friendship though, is that
we always seemed to work it out. We’'d be mad and we’é@edywe’d ignore each other,
but it was always ok in the end, because we simply damdtion without each other.

Moving in together was the best decision we could hage made. | remember
the day we first looked at the apartment to check forad@® and we were both so
excited that we wrote down that we didn’t think anything wesng on the paper and

proceeded to make carpet angels on the floor for abdwmabur. The lady that was



going over the paperwork with us eventually had to seek usshé thought we got lost.
It was pretty sweet living with Becca. | had my besrfd right next door to me! | didn’t
have to call her to talk to her, so she heard everg tittyy detail of my day, and she
always had that awesome organic milk in the fridge ti@tddet me have. We liked
mostly all the same TV shows, so we had America’stNep Model, the Real World,
House and Greys Anatomy all recording on our DVR in @asenissed it. It's how we
roll.

Not having Becca around is like not being able to breatheotkigr half is gone.
When she left, she took a huge hunk of my soul withlharss her. | miss her smile, |
miss the freckles on her nose, | miss her green éyaiss her laughter, | miss her anger,
| miss her voice. | want my friend back.

But then | think. Becca was sick, and she was hurtingnamndshe’s not. And
my girl would not want me to stand up here crying toaitfou. My Becca would want
me to portray her as the person | knew, the persoaw lstill. She was vivacious,
compassionate, generous, and was herself up until therdr Even facing death she
proved that it is possible to laugh, and ok to cry. She&ed me that kindred spirits DO
exist, and that a good friendship is never lost, it ig¥ poktponed. | see my life in a

completely different way, thanks to her. | will ne\ser the same.

And Becca, if you're listening and | know you are, | lowaly

As unconventional as this is, | would like to thank Mrd &frs. Chappell for

being my wonderful second parents, and allowing me toeedhughter’s friend. Thank



you to their families, as well as my family membemnd &iends that have reached out to
me as well, And thank you to all of you for coming andipgyespect to the wonderful

girl who has touched all of our lives so deeply.



