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A Trip to Grandma’s Resting Place 

Life gives you a lot of things to love, but too many things to hate. So many things to laugh about, 

but I cry a bit too much. The bumpy rhythm of the car engine only made my heart hurt more. I 

fell deeper into thought. When your feet hurt and your eyes are sick and tired of crying, then you 

will be able to understand. My mother’s hands were cold and gave me goose bumps as they 

swept across my face, my red, raw face. 

“You look beautiful, baby girl.” 

Her voice sounded comforting, just like the one she used when I was a baby. I wanted to answer, 

or at least to say something back to her, but my mouth wouldn’t let me. The car gently came to a 

stop and she looked me in the eyes. 

“She would have thought so, too.” 

I opened the door and once I was out, I wanted to slam it. But I didn’t. Inch by inch, I walked up 

the stairs. My hands met the two large, wooden doors. 

“I love you,” my mother softly called out. 

My eyes closed and my heart was pinching with pain. I heard the rumble of the engine less and 

less after every second. I opened my eyes finally and a force from my muscles traveled from my 

forearm to my hand and pushed through my fingertips. The doors to the church opened. 

My fishnet, lime green, floral patterned hat was placed neatly on my head. Flowers lined the rim, 

blurring my sight. The clicking of my unbearably painful heels echoed throughout the church. 

My family and I are very religious, but I strongly dislike being in a church. Mother always told 

me that God sees everything. The emphasis on the word “Everything” frightened me 

tremendously. I thought it would be best not to think. Mirrors were scattered all over the wall. I 

examined my dress, flattening out every wrinkle and imperfection. The pews were empty, and an 

eerie feeling filled me from the top of my throat and crammed in the tip of my toes. There was 

no priest, and I couldn’t find my aunt or my oldest cousin anywhere. In fact, no one was there. 

Just me and my twenty or so reflections. 

Then, I noticed a ribbon hanging off the handle of the EXIT door way in the back. It was a soft 

green color. That was the themed color of the funeral. Mother always said that black was a 

symbol of Satan and that no such thing will be allowed at “the putting down” of anyone in the 

family. Something told me to go towards that ribbon. Maybe it was a sign from God? I snickered 

in my head, praying I didn’t sin, and my outer self glided towards the door. 

I never knew there was a back to the church. That did baffle me. But as soon as I opened the 

door, I was baffled beyond baffled. Why? Because everyone who was to attend the funeral was 

outside in the back having a good ol’ time. Waiters were serving Coke to everyone. All my 

relatives were wearing the craziest colors. 



“If I didn’t know any better I would’ve thought they were throwing a Rainbow Party,” I 

murmured to myself. 

Past the crowd of family and friends, I saw the coffin, just how my mother wanted it. But it was 

draped in streamers, flowers, and fruity scented candles. The grass was so green and fluttered 

perfectly around the base of the coffin. In fact, I just took off those horrid heels to feel the cold 

grass in between my toes. 

I plucked a flower from my hat as I approached the coffin, the one that kept, cradled, and loved 

“her.” My throat strained from holding back the tears I didn’t even know I had left. My hands 

begged me to touch the coffin and I didn’t hesitate to fulfill their request. 

My tears, instead of settling on her, rolled off the arched lid. A smile formed across my face and 

the music came back into play. I dropped the flower I held so tightly in my hand, wondering if I 

should pick it back up. 

 


