Toget her After We're Dead
-W 1 Iiam Napi er

Renmenber When?

It had been over a week. It seened |ike a nonth, but the cal endar
said otherwise. The final treatnent failed. Everyone knew it woul d.
Irma nost likely knew it before anyone else. She lay there with
St anl ey wat ching over her. She seenmed happy and pain free. But he
knew better. The norphine drip was nerely allowing her to get sone
rest. It stopped working as effectively as it did in the past few
days. He westled with many thoughts. Mbst seened to conflict each
other. This was her tine. He should do everything to nake her
confortabl e and happy. Yet he was sel fish.

He kept thinking 'what if' thoughts. Wat if | forget to tell her
somet hi ng i nportant before she passes? Wat if she doesn't know how
much | love her? 1'Il have to tell her again to be sure; when she
wakes. Howw ll | live? |Is there an anecdote or tidbit | failed to
tell her. GCh | couldn't let her die wthout sonething m ssing.
Yet, as old as he was, he realized he had finally grown up. It was
selfish in a way. But there is a maturity to discovering that fact.
Even further, to know that they both shared common goals. Yes.
She'd I ove to hear how she is |oved at |east one nore tinme. It would
benefit both of them

He renenbered how they' d watched each other grow old. They
weren't the horny teenagers in |love anynore. No. What they had was

somet hi ng much better than that. But now it was dissolving in front



of his eyes. He |ooked over her face. It was as beautiful as it had
been as a teenager; different but the sane. He loved all of her
wrinkles as 'cute'. Her curly wisp-white hair rem nded himof either
cotton candy or the first snow He realized he was feeling over-
poetic but he didn't care. Anything he can do for his own nood wl|
help himhelp his wfe.

Her hand squeezed his and he flashed out of his reverie.

"Why are you | ooking so glumyou old sour puss?" She | aughed as she
teased him It was a light raspy laugh but it was the best she could
manage.

"Good norning baby." Stanley said. "Well, to be honest it's really

| ate afternoon, but | like telling you 'good norning ." She just
kept | ooking at him It was a stare she’'d perfected. It wasn't
harsh. It nerely said she was a bit nore serious than she |et on and
he'd better answer. "Ok, ok" He |ooked away. "I'mjust mssing you

al ready and you haven't" He | ooked back at her. "you know... yet."
"Died sweetie. Passed on." She said as she squeezed his hand agai n.
"It's ok. I'mhurting so bad. 1'"'mok with this."

Now she was conforting him Was he being selfish? It was sweet of
her to do this but he felt her tinme was short she should have or do

what ever she needed. He felt she needn't waste her tinme conforting

hi m
"It 1Sok. It's natural. And | have no problens conforting you ny
love.” It was as if she could read his mind. It didn't surprise

him They had been like this fromthe start. They knew each ot her

so well that it was nearly a form of ESP between them



"Though I"I'l... well | don't know about nme. | suppose I'll cease to
exist. But you'll renmenber nme. CQur children and grandchildren wll
remenber ne. My published books will live on. [I'mvery happy with
that. But honey, it's you that will feel things |like "suffering',
"longing', "msery'. Not I." She waited. Baiting him They

|l oved to lightly argue and she was playing the ganme at this late
hour. It was an unspoken pastine of theirs.

He started to respond but she interrupted him Her desire to bait

|l eft her. "But it doesn't have to be that way. You can honor and
remenber nme. You can start by not | ooking so sad. That woul d nmake
me happy. "

He smled at her. They just |ooked into the other's eyes. Sonetines

they could have entire conversations with their eyes and body

| anguage.

"Remenber the nonent | lost ny religion?" he asked.

"Well, no. | renenber around the tinme it happened but | didn't know
there was a specific nonent." She had never been really religious.

O course her parents used to make her go as his parents did the sane
to him Only he fell for the whol e dogma hook I[ine and sinker. Well
maybe not the sinker. He was too |ogical and asked too many
guestions. That was bad for religion. He grewup on it so it felt
normal and as if it were 'the undisputable rule'. Only his |ogical
side kept raising questions that question the very foundations of the
religion. It was so interesting the way his upbringi ng overcane
logic. He went to church for a little bit off-and-on while they
dated. His interest in church dwi ndled. Logic was w nning. And

just before they married, he quit going.



"Yes, I've defined it to one nonent." Stanley said. "Do you renenber
when we were planni ng our weddi ng? | approached ny pastor as | was
concerned about sonething | read in the Bible. 1t was Luke 20: 34- 36.
Pretty nmuch, it instructs that we can get married "in this world but
when we are brought to the angels that we are no |onger married. W
are of the angels. It was confirnmed by nmy pastor. And that broke ny
heart. It was that nonent | was won over to the world of logic."

"I was always glad you did too."™ She smled at him "That woul d' ve
broken ny heart too. | left for different reasons but | |ike yours
just as well."

"I''rma, | don't want to ever be away fromyou. It isn't fair. |If
there is anything after this, | swear to try to find you." It
sounded silly but that was all he knew how to express hinself on the
possibility of an afterlife.

"Ch honey, you were always the raving romantic." Another squeeze of
his hand. "And | |ove you for it."

They tal ked into the evening and fell asleep together. She in the
hospi tal bed and hi m hunched over head into her side. It was their

| ast ni ght together.

| rma Passes / Stanley Struggl es

H s face was a ness. It was streamng with tears and gooey
snot. He didn't care who saw him There was only one person whose
t houghts mattered. And she was being slowy lowered into the earth.
He watched her go. His heart burst with enotions of all kinds. Most
of them of a self-destructive nature; sorrow and fear to name sone.

She woul dn't have approved of it. She asked himto be happy, but



they both knew that wasn't going to happen. His 'kids' hugged him
They were all adults with kids of their owm. But they were still his
kids. They spent the day together ending with dinner out on the
towmn. They loved their nomand felt simlarly crushed. Their visit
seened nuch too short. The day was over and his children travel ed
back to their homes. He watched the |ast of the cars | eave the
restaurant parking lot. He wi shed sorely that it would rain hard so
he could wallow in the msery, but it was nauseatingly sunny.

He returned to those thoughts of his fromyesterday; ‘what wll
happen to ne?'. It was tine for selfish. It was now survival. He
felt as if he was in a survival novie. Everything in his |life had to
be rethought. Day by day is the way. That just canme to himand nade
himsmle a bit. Another piece of confort was his basset hound
Cletus. He'd be waiting for him He'd need Stanley to cone hone.

Al'l dogs needed their people to cone hone to them That made him
smle. H s house wasn't entirely enpty.

Cletus wel comed himin his usual way: by bouncing around his
master's legs. He did act as if he knew sonmething was wong with his
human famly. But this was C etus' happy nonment. Anytine Stanley
entered the house, he was greeted by his hound.

He sat on the couch and riffled through the bills on the stand. He
shoul d' ve been neditating in quiet reflection about his wife, but he
couldn't help hinself. He worried about her, but was also worried
about the noney situation. He'd though the life insurance would hel p
with the burial, pay off the rest of the nortgage, and | eave himw th
a supplenent to help pay nonthly bills. He was wong. The hospital

bills where astronomical. He was sure if this were a township



expense |i ke new street construction, even his town couldn't afford
it.

He laid the bills back down then |aid back in the chair. He m ssed
her. He m ssed her even when she was in her |ast days. There isn't
anything in this world that woul d nake hi m whol e again. They grew
together. They were one and the sane. He knew she felt |ikew se.

Li ke now. He could feel it. It was probably his |onging or w shful
thinking. He heard that when a | oved one dies, you truly feel the
absence. Sonehow he felt her presence. No not |like a haunting. She
was sinply a part of him So what if it were nmake-believe? So what
if it was real? It felt wonderful.

Many weeks passed as Stanley struggled to cope with his loss. Cetus
was a sweet pet, and Stanley treated himlike his owm son. But it
wasn't enough. The pain of losing his Irma was too unbearable. They
say Stanley died of 'old age'. Maybe that's true. It was possibly
too early for himas his health was decent. He sinply died of a

br oken heart.

Love You Al ways

At Stanley's funeral, his children brought Cetus. "He would ve
enjoyed that" Hi s el dest said.
"Nobody mi nded. Stranger things have happened at funerals before.”
Hi s youngest replied. They watched the casket |ower into the ground.
Stanl ey's nane was carved next to their nother's. Stanley and Irma
' Forever Lovers in the Hereafter' it read. It was a little odd to
the children. It was odd because neither of their parents believed

in the hereafter. They supposed it was sinply a nmatter of hope.



Hope that they would find each other no natter what |ay on the other
si de.

The trees noved with the breeze. The flowers throwm. The children

hugged each other. G andchildren where held. As they wal ked away,

t he youngest seened | ost in thought. Then he wondered al oud "I have
heard that couples who have been together so |ong and | oved so much

die within nmonths of each other."

"Did you hear that?"
"Yes Stanley."
"I love you Irma."

"I love you too."



