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B____________________________________
C____________________________________
D____________________________________
E____________________________________
F____________________________________
G____________________________________
H____________________________________
I____________________________________
J____________________________________
K____________________________________
L____________________________________
M____________________________________
N____________________________________
O____________________________________
P____________________________________
Q____________________________________
R____________________________________
S____________________________________
T____________________________________
U____________________________________
V____________________________________
W____________________________________
X____________________________________
Y____________________________________
Z____________________________________
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For Granddaddy

As T was learning how to write my name in cursive, you were dying
Bound by tubes and breathing machines, you never once

Cursed the nurses or

Doctors, your faith allowed you to welcome the

End, even if we didn't. At

First I didn’t believe you were actually

Gone, even when nannie took me by the arm

Heaving me up and over your casket

I didn’t want to look at you, I

Just wanted to go home, rewind the clock back to when you
Kissed me on my forehead and gave me Cheetos before we

Left for school. But now, family

Members,

Not knowing what else to do, carried in cakes and fried chicken,
Orange gelatin molds and gallons of sweet tea, which we
Pretended to actually need. These strange people were

Quick on their feet, ironing neat stacks of

Red cloth napkins, ironed and ready for your wake.

Sat in the front pew and watched you, your skin flat and ceramic-
Tinted by an amateur mortician, your suit jacket crammed

Underneath you. I still miss everything about you, from your
Voice, to the

Way you made music with Nannie’s toy

Xylophone, to the

Yellow

Zinnias in our garden, no longer in bloom.
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