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 I was walking though the enormous black door with my chattering Mom and Dad behind 

me. My brother was on my left and my aunt on my right. 

   Waiting for my Grandpa’s funeral to start all we got to do… is nothing.

   It was a beautiful sunny day. But to me it was a dark and rainy day, with no patches of blue 

in the sky and all those patches of blue were in me.



!
 “I’m sick and tired of waiting.” I said.

      I could tell my brother was too.

    “Well then go over to Grandpa.” My Dad said.

    “I don’t want to, that will make me REALLY sad.” I say.

    “Is there something I could do?” I asked.

   “Nope.” My Dad replied.

  “Well then…uh…could we go outside?” I asked desperately.

   “As I said before,” My Dad said raising his voice.

   “NO!”



!

   I sat. I sat on the red chair with little red flowers on it and sighed. “Sigh.”

  I looked at the red carpeting, and the stairs and my Grandpa with his tux and a flower 

on it too. They all had flowers on it.



!

  My tears were coming out one…by one…by one.  It was like a faucet of a sink 

not turned off properly.

 I look at the black dark room my grandpa was in.  Why did this have to happen 

to me?  I thought.  

 I looked at the Purple Heart pinned to his suit.   I thought again, my Grandpa 

fought in war and got shot.  Now he’s dead.



 I heard a foot step…then another, then another.  Sooner or later everyone came into the room 

and the funeral started.  

 “ BEN… BEN… BEN.” The whisper said

Then I started to pay attention.

 Three people my Grandpa knew said a few words to him.

   “We will miss you. You will always be in our heart.” One person said quietly.  

Then each of them threw a flower on him.  

 My brother and I backed away from the group and sat on a bench and cried. Then my mom 

and aunt tried to comfort us.
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 Three people my Grandpa knew said a few words to him.

  “We will miss you. You will always be in our heart.” One person said quietly.  

Then each of them threw a flower on him.  

My brother and I backed away from the group and sat on a bench and cried. Then 

my mom and Aunt tried to comfort us. Five minutes later the funeral was over. We 

took the purple hart and left. The car ride was silent...      

ABSOLUTELY SILENT.  


