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Andy Bishop

In Postrema Memoriam

It’s over here!” he shouts softly. The others are bent over and scat-
tered across the cemetery looking for the stone as well. Apparently 

they don’t hear him. May 31 is much crisper than he expected, and he 
is glad Angela’s mom suggested he bring a jacket. His mind wanders to 
the tombstones in the vicinity, from the serene seraphs in mid-flight 
to the lonely rectangles perpetually fighting back weeds, revealing the 
neglect of Memorial Days past. 

*
“So what was your favorite memory of Grandma?” 

“Huh?” he responded, coming out of his daze. 
He gazed blankly upon the picture above the fireplace, one of 

those holiday pictures with a log cabin covered in snow and smoke 
coming from the chimney, only lightly revealing the hurt he felt in-
side; little did they know that the cause wasn’t Grandma’s death. 

Jo had been his first “long-term” girlfriend: six months, includ-
ing the past three over the summer. Did the surprise summer trip 
to see her show mean nothing? He was told by her friends that she 
would freak out and think it was totally cute! Instead, he received a 
timid hug and the fake, “Oh, I missed you so much!” used on the cous-
ins you haven’t seen in years. 

He was patient, certain that if he remained silent, his indif-
ference toward the conversation would be seen as grief. Still no one 
spoke. 

Guilt. 
“I remember playing cards at the foot of her chair, and then 

Max would walk in and try to give me and Jerry kisses. I think us just 
being there, and having a dog around, really made her feel better. I’ll 
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miss that.”
Silence. 

*
He’s finally within earshot of Angela, and so he tries again. “I found it, 
over here.” She straightens up with a sober smile on her face and man-
ages to signal her parents. As they approach, he slips his arm around 
her waist and caresses her hip. The march trudges on until they stand 
above the stone: a name, date, and a place for flowers. 

*
His brother’s memorial returns his thoughts to Jo. “I’m a nice guy. I 
have lots of girl friends who would love to go out with me. Maybe I 
should just beat her to the punch and break up first…but what if she 
comes to her senses? How could Jo do thi…” a kick in the back from 
his sister brings him to the reality of the room. Tears roll down his 
mom’s cheeks, and his eldest sister is doing everything to keep com-
posed. It is the last goodbye to Grandma; he missed it. 

He leaves the room feeling a tightness in his chest. The girls 
excuse themselves to the bathroom, and the guys just lean against 
the walls. His heart is numb, and his mind repeats the words, “She’s 
gone…..she’s gone.” Even he can’t decide which “she” he misses more. 
Once the girls return, it is a quick walk out the doors and into the car. 
He breathes in and smells the musty odor of the nursing home for the 
last time. His mom stops to thank the nurses for all they did through 
the years, but he keeps walking. He slides the silver side door of the 
SUV open, inserts the headphones into his ears, and turns the volume 
up. 

*
Silence. He may be marrying their daughter, but standing over the 
grave of a grandfather he never knew makes him feel alone, like the 
tombstones covered with weeds. He remembers his own grandma and 
the trip a year ago. He pulls her closer. Angela’s grandma struggles to 
kneel down with her cane. Shaking, she places the flowers in the urn, 
and tears start to fall. Angela’s mom rhythmically rubs her husband’s 
back, knowing how hard it is for him to see his father buried, how 
hard it is to remember. Angela quivers gently, refusing to cry. He rubs 
her back, mimicking the motion seen across the grave.

“It means so much that your wedding will be on his birthday,” 
Angela’s grandma comments, looking on the couple. 

His hand squeezes her waist tighter, looking at the date on the 
stone for the first time: June 25. Smiling, he stares at her with warmth 
and comfort. Her eyes, pools whose surface tensions refuse to break. 
Her parents linger a little longer, but they walk back toward her par-
ents’ car. 
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