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Grandpa planned well ahead of time what was to be served for this memorial 

service. For labels, he stuck his and grandma’s wedding pictures on the bottles 

of wine. He emptied out the loaves of bread, and he carefully filled it with 

candle wax instead. And for the end of the meal, he planned to bring in small 

coffee cups in which a candle light will flicker.  

Mother had the idea of planting, weeks before the event, onion, green peppers 

and radishes on Grandma’s grave. All with the idea of serving the memorial 

guests salad made out of the produce. For in such moments it is much better to 

eat out of love, rather than out of hunger.  

Last Sunday, Grandpa walked around the park holding one of the shoes 

Grandma left behind, and asked all the highschool girls to try it on. As soon as 

she got wind of it, Grandma chose an elegant dress, fit for her age, thought up 

and rehearsed some soothing words, and asked an angel to transport her into 

Grandpa’s dream. But, alas, he was not asleep, since he happened to stay up with 

collywobbles.  

Everybody remembers that at the funeral the coffin was not nailed shut, but 

tied up with a large, pink ribbon, like a present sent to I have no idea who. Some 

say that it carried the inscription: to be kept in a dark, cold place, but that is 

just blabber. Sinful blabber.    

Now, for the memorial service, Grandpa has stood up a fir tree in the living 

room, which he adorned with Grandma’s glasses, her lipstick, her rings, one 

glove, and her last pair of pantyhose filled with tinsel. As soon as she found out 

about it, Grandma slipped into her first youth, and cooked up a sunrise on the 

sea and some tender words. But she somehow ended up in a teenager’s dream, 

our neighbor’s son, who forgot all about it when he woke up.   

During the memorial dinner, people will chat about this thing and the other. Did 

you hear, hon? The old man has made a plastic mask of himself at the age of 

twenty, and now he walks around the house wearing it all day long; he takes it 

off only before he goes to bed. Some whisper that he is so decrepit that he can 

only remember what he looked like when he was twenty, when he met his wife, 

and that, without this mask, he doesn’t recognize himself in the mirror. I for 

one believe that it’s out of fear, dear, fear that he might forget. Poor devil! 

For dinner a turkey will be served, nicely roasted, in a large, deep bowl filled 

with earth. Halfway buried. 

And how about his grandson? He’s got calluses on his temples. Can you believe 

that: the greatest specialist around in the worthy undertaking of collecting dust 

under his fingernails.  
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His Grandma went one better. She keeps collecting it under her eyelids.  

I put on my pajamas, turned off the light, for a while fiddled with the pillow 

under my head then fell asleep. Grandma found her way into my dream with 

ease, and we’ve been chatting, nice and easy, for about a month 

Whatever the hell this is. 


