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Katie Watson has this theory about teen funerals. She considers herself something of an 

expert, having been to three. To her, a teen funeral is a competition, pitting the self-

absorbed against one another in a grieving free-for-all. Mourners fight for the satisfaction 

of being the one everybody feels sorry for the most.�

It’s the sport of milking death for sympathy. The Waah-Waahs. 

“You should worry about her,” Katie whispers, eyeing a particularly busty brunette 

standing by the chapel doors. “The Waah-Waahs favours the pretty.” 

“Katie, that’s not appropriate,” the boy on my left snaps. 

He’s her twin brother, Tim. He’s twenty-six minutes her senior and he likes to think it 

shows, maturity-wise. I tend to agree. 

Before another argument can break out, I glance at each Watson in turn, wearing a 

scowl that reminds them why they’re here. 

This is Liam’s funeral. I’m Liam’s girlfriend. They’re my friends, here to support me, 

not to fight with each other. 

I enter the cemetery chapel flanked by a silent Watson on either side. We have a few 

seconds to soak up the sombre mood before the first shriek. 

 

Full Name:  Chloe Leia Morgan 

Age:   Eighteen 

Height:  1.59m 

Role:  Plus-sized friend and obsessive neighbour 

Mourning Habits: Wails uncontrollably, looks up to God screaming, “WHY!?” 

 

Yes, her middle name is Leia. 


