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THE FUNERAL  
By Ramonde Motil        
 
At age sixty-five my grandfather is the patriarch of a large extended family.  Most of his twelve children 
are married and live nearby.  There are dozens of grandchildren.  He loves his Little Rose...that's what he 
calls his wife, our grandmother.  Coming from a Victorian background he is definitely the Lord of the 
Manor.  His children do not call him Dad or Pa but they address him as "my father."  He loves his cigars 
and never refuses a swig or two or three of whiskey.  At family gatherings he dances the jig to the tune 
of Atlantic Polka, in the middle of the living room, with half a dozen toddlers hopping around him. 
 
One fine December morning he goes out to shovel the snow in the driveway.  There has been a heavy 
snowfall the night before.  Many inches of wet, heavy snow.  He comes into the house exhausted.  A 
while later he is sitting near the back door in his rocking chair sharpening a saw.  Grandmother hears the 
sharp clanging sound of the file falling to the floor.  When she comes to see what is happening he is 
already gone.  Instant, sudden death without warning.  He sits there with a saw in his hands. 
 
Needless to say, the whole extended family goes into a spin.  The head of the family is gone.  There will 
be no golden wedding anniversary in a few months time, no more dancing with the grandchildren, no 
more annual blessing from our patriarch on New Years' day, no more swigs of whiskey, no more cigars.  
"He left us just like that," says  uncle Henri snapping his fingers.  Grandmother stays in her room for a 
long time praying her rosary. 
 
There is a large gathering at the funeral: his children and grandchildren, relatives from both sides of the 
family, and neighbors and friends who knew him or his children.  At the church the coffin is solemnly 
rolled down the main aisle followed by the large assembly of mourners.  My parents, along with the 
aunts and uncles, are filing into the front pews behind my grandmother.  A few cousins, namely Gerald, 
age 18, Helene, age 16, and myself, age 17, decide to sit together.  We are surrounded by family. 
 
The priests begin the celebration of the mass for the dead and the organ resounds with the traditional 
hymns and sung responses.  As is the custom in our parish, one of my uncles takes up a collection to pay 
for special mass offerings for the deceased.  He goes from pew to pew extending a shallow wooden 
bowl where people deposit their offering.  This uncle of ours looks like grief personified. His sad blue 
eyes are swimming with tears and the hand holding the collection bowl is shaking a bit.  It is a sad day 
indeed. 
 
In the pew directly in front of my two cousins and myself, sits aunt Laurette and her family.  Aunt 
Laurette is wearing a small felt hat in the shape of an inverted flowerpot with a quivering feather on the 
side of it.  She is a very well mannered, proper sort of person.   A few seconds before uncle approaches 
her pew with the collection bowl she bends down to pick up something that has fallen to the floor.  She 
comes back up just in time for her head to collide with the wooden bowl.  The money scatters all over 
the floor in between the pews.  Uncle freezes in place while everyone in the vicinity helps to pick up the 
money.  Aunt Laurette tries to regain her composure, flowerpot hat with bent feather askew on her 
head. 
 



All this takes place in front of us, the three cousins, who witness the scene in stunned silence.  I look at 
Gerald and notice a shadow of a smile on his face.  Helene is already quivering with smothered laughter.  
That's all it takes.  I feel such an urge to laugh that I have to cover my face with my hands and fake deep 
prayer.  For the rest of the funeral mass the three of us make superhuman efforts not to laugh out loud.  
Helene is the weakest.  She whimpers now and then and sets us off into gut wrenching giggle fits.  A few 
pews behind us we hear someone say in a loud whisper: "Look at those poor children crying."  It is 
almost more than we can bear.  We are crying and our shoulders are shaking during the whole service 
not with grief but with out and out laughter. 
 
So it went while our dear grandfather lay dead in his coffin.  We left the church perspiring, red in the 
face, exhausted and a bit embarrassed.  I do not remember much after that.  As I recall the incident over 
the years there is no guilt associated with the memory.  I think that our grandfather looked down on us 
with a smile and, to the tune of Atlantic Polka went on jigging into the great yonder. 


