
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
before i spoke at the service 
i was asked not to speak 
ill of the dead. 
sometimes there are limited choices. 
then i stood at the pulpit 
and my eulogy only asked 
for a moment of silence that would 
last forever. 
i coughed several times 
and imagined asking the funeral 
flowers to scream 
as they wilted. 
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