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I knew that it was going to have to be done for some time now, but the thought still scared me.  This day, though, I decided that I could put it off no longer.  I woke the boys and broke the news to them at the breakfast table.  My younger son cried, but his older brother and I convinced him that sometimes these kinds of things had to be done.
She had been living with us for over eight years now, and all of us had grown quite fond of her company.  My wife felt a particularly strong bond with her, so I had decided to do this while she was out of town.  My older son agreed with my timing—he thought that his mother wouldn’t let us do it at all.
I walked into the den to look for my pistol, and I nearly stepped on her.  With a painful jerk, she looked up at me.  I felt a surge of guilt, but those sad eyes told me of the pain I was going to end.  She made a slow, concentrated effort to get to her feet, but her limbs failed her, and she fell back down.  I stepped over her.
I took the boys out to the garage, and we made a simple pine coffin and a plywood cross.  I thought we could bury her under the oak tree in the back yard where she liked to nap in the heat of the summer.  We could leave the cross out for awhile.  It would be a nice gesture, but we would have to take it down eventually.  After all, I didn’t want my back yard to look like a cemetery.
When we came back into the house, she had managed to make her way into the kitchen and was lying across the doorway.  Once again, I stepped over her, as did my sons.  I decided that one last nice meal was in order, so I fixed her a bowl of macaroni and cheese.  I would have given her a steak, her favorite, but her teeth had all rotted out.  I put the bowl down beside her and we watched her.  She raised her head and looked at the food, but lost interest and laid her head back down on the hardwood floor.
I told the boys to watch TV while I carried her out into the back yard.  She tucked her head into my chest as I walked, burying her nose very close to where the handle of my pistol protruded from my pants under my shirt.  I laid her down under the tree and pulled out the gun.  As I lined up the shot and began to squeeze the trigger, she turned her head and saw the gun.  Her eyes turned to panic, and with agility I hadn’t seen from her in years, she jumped up and tried to run.  Taken by surprise, I quickly fired the pistol, sending a bullet into her stomach.  Screaming, she fell to the ground as a puddle of blood grew beneath her.  I rushed to her, placed the pistol to her head, and pulled the trigger.  In one last spasm, she flopped over on her side, exposing the exit wound in the back of her head.  Brain tissue and blood painted the trunk of the oak tree.
I rushed into the garage and brought out the coffin, placed her inside, and nailed the lid shut.  The boys didn’t need to see the scars.  They had heard the gunshots and knew that it was finished, so they came out with shovels and started to dig the hole.  The younger boy was crying again, but I had no comforting words to offer.
He asked if we could have a little ceremony, so I said a few good words about her and we recalled some of the good times we had with her.  The younger boy was still crying, then the older boy started crying, too.  I then realized that I was crying.
Nobody said anything for a long time; we stood over the freshly packed earth that sank a few inches below the level of the yard.  Remembering that we had not yet brought out the cross, I moved to the garage to retrieve it.  When I returned, I saw the younger boy sitting on the ground with his brother beside him.  I pushed the cross into the ground at the head of the grave and then joined my sons on the ground.  It was then that I noticed the epitaph that was wood-burned into the cross in my younger son’s handwriting.  I knew that I would have to pull up the cross and camouflage the grave very soon.  In the scrawled writing of a seven year old boy, the cross displayed her name:  “Ethel Williams.”
“I love you Grandma …” the younger boy whispered as he stared at the grave.  His brother and I nodded our heads in sad agreement.
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