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The sky was ablaze with red and orange leaves when we lowered my father’s casket. Sunshine cast fiery shadows over the road as we dispersed back to our vehicles. My dad would’ve loved today. I started up my car and followed the procession back to the church. God, I don’t know how many more condolences I can handle today. Unfortunately, the cemetery was close to the church, so my moment of quiet did not last. 

Thump. Thump.

Soon we were back at the church, everyone grabbing plates to fill with sandwiches and all the other funeral food staples. I don’t know who got a plate for me, all I know is the food on it went untouched. After twenty minutes of failed attempts at conversation, people seemed to take the hint. They soon started trickling through, giving me their final condolences before they departed. Once everyone had left, I started packing up all the various photos and cards. Pastor Smith, who had led the funeral service, noticed me packing, and proceeded to join my cleanup efforts. Without talking, we went through and got everything packed up.

Thump. Thump. 

“Thanks for helping Pastor,” I said, as he held the church doors open for me after the ceremony.

“Of course,” he replied, “and if there is anything else either the Church or I can do to help, you have my number, call me anytime.” I set the box down on my hood as I fished my keys out of my pocket. What I could really use help with was going through my father’s house, man I have so much junk I have to go through the next couple days. 

Thump. Thump.

I finally got my keys out and popped the trunk. Gently setting the box inside, I grabbed the box full of cards off the hood and placed them down next to the photos.

After packing up the rest of my items from the church, and promising Pastor Smith that I would let him know if I needed help, I finally got my car started and on the road. “Why is there never anything good on the radio” I grumble as I turn the radio off after, what felt like 20 minutes of station hopping. It only took a couple minutes of silent driving before my brain started going over the funeral. Man, I can’t believe how many people came to say...goodbye. At that thought, all the feelings I had been ignoring all day started demanding my attention.
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