I Grieve.


Water dripped into his eyes as he opened them to look at an empty grave.  He would mourn for her now, before anyone else would even think to come. She hadn’t liked any of them in life anyway, so why should they be there for her death? Was it so they could stand around and gossip about her? Or was it so that they wouldn’t have to explain the next day why they had missed paying their respects? To them, showing their respects was a social thing akin to attending a community bake sale. What they would do later by her graveside was expected. What he did now, he did because he loved her. Hours from now, they would chatter as a priest read verses from the bible over her casket. Now was his time.


He had loved her. They had been married now for almost twenty years and there wasn’t a day of those twenty years that he regretted. When he had heard that she had been killed by a drunk driver, he had stopped feeling. The doctor who had told him of his wife’s death had expected him to either break down in tears or explode in rage at his wives killer. Neither happened though. He just sat there not thinking or feeling a thing. For the day after his wife’s death, he walked in a sleepwalk slumber trying to prepare for her to be laid to rest.  No matter how many times he had answered the phone to the same teary voices with the same questions, he had always stayed emotionless. Even when he went through their closet to find her burial dress, he had never shed a tear.  He had done what he had to then, and now he was here by her graveside.


He had brought two things with him. A bottle of white wine, her favorite, and a paper wrap containing two roses. He himself had never drunk wine. He refused to drink alcohol because of what he had seen it do to his father. On the first night in their first apartment together, she had drank the wine he had bought her while he himself had drank ginger ale. He thought she hadn’t caught on, but she had. They had lain together in a sleeping bag in their unfurnished apartment and drank together while eating strawberries.  Sitting on this dark ground, he suddenly realized that they would never drink together again. 


 They would never do anything together again. 


Never again would he see her smile as she tiptoed out of their bed in her T-shirt for a midnight snack.  Never again would she laugh at his stupid jokes. In a million images, he saw her head poking out of a bubble bath, the outline of her back in the moonlight, her feet on the living room carpet. It all flooded into his head now.


He had brought the roses because she loved roses. He had given them to her on their first date, again on their wedding, and on all of their anniversaries.


He would never bring her roses again either. He had brought two: one for her, and one for himself. He wasn’t merely saying good-bye to her, but also to a part of himself. It was, in his opinion, the only part that mattered. Now he was nothing but a walking shell that had lost its life. He dropped the roses into the grave and heard only one sound. Gone were the sounds of rain hitting him and the ground. Gone were the sounds of tree limbs swaying in the wind. 


He heard only flowers hitting dirt.    


The memories were flooding him now, murdering him. He remembered the things she had done alone, the things they had done together, and even things that he had never noticed when she was alive. Her eccentricities were his world now. Tears began to roll down his face as he realized what was lost. 


 He collapsed to his knees. 


 He was now nothing more than a tired man in a dark suit crying by a graveside.


Later people would come and join him, but now, it was his time to cry. He raised the wine bottle to his lips and drank a salute his wife.  

