Furniture is Sexy

I was living in an old fourplex across from the University when my grandfather died.  Daddy Mack; five foot two inches of old world, rugged country individualism.  He was family, loved and blah, blah, blah but the final, most dramatic impact his death had on my life was that suddenly I had furniture.  It turned out that I was the only kin who didn't already have a bed, sofa, chairs etc.  Did I mention that I am a musician?  Anyway, I got it all, the whole houseful.  The best that Sears had to offer, circa 1957.  It was amazing.  Talk about a chick magnet.  Actual furniture... and dishes.  My God, I never had to wash dishes again.

Of course, I mean this literally.  I am a guy after all, and I had this whole kitchen full of cool stuff.  And it was winter.  I ate, tossed the leftover stuff out the back door for the strays and stacked the dirty dishes on the back porch.  It was a hard winter and for the most part the odor was controlled by nature.  I didn't eat at home often so this system worked well into spring.  

And the spring rains worked amazingly well as a presoak. 

When I finally had to face the music, it couldn't have been simpler.  All it took was a warm afternoon, a water hose and a large bottle of generic dish soap and I was all ready for summer cookouts.  Let the party begin.

Daddy Mack's death was inspiring.  Get this, he died putting up the rototiller at 6:30 in the morning.  He had eaten breakfast, fed the dog and chickens, tilled 1/2 acre and was putting up the machine when he fell over dead.  He was 84, wearing his ever present overalls and had $500 in his pocket.  He always had some cash hidden away "just in case".  Oh man, what a cool way to go.  Oh yeah, he was parking the tiller next to his classic pink Cadillac, plastic still on the seats.

Too cool.

Here's how I want my funeral to go... Funeral itself; I don't care.  Memorial; don't care, skip it, fine with me.  I'll be long gone.  Just take care of whoever is left around to mourn.  

There is one small request though...

Cremate my body.  Take my ashes and put them into many small envelopes.  Say 50, maybe more.  These get sent to creative types who are amiable to incorporating my ashes into their work.  It should be easy to find artists willing.  Hell, on the internet you can find people interested in ANYTHING.  I'm fairly certain cremation ashes would work fine in ceramics, certainly the glaze.  Face it, they've already been fired.  Incorporate me into statues. paintings, whatever.  

A year later have a showing.  There's not a small gallery out there that wouldn't jump at the chance.  Think of the publicity.  And the statement. 

Pete made me swear that when he died, I would steal his body and leave it someplace where coyotes would eat it.  I probably will, though he was probably more interested in escaping the trappings of a normal ceremony than the actual specifics of disposal.  Thank God Lucy is dead, it would've killed her to see her baby's funeral.

Lucy did die.  Her heart finally did give out, and only thirty years after the doctor's estimates.  Not too soon, I'm sure, for some of Pete's old girlfriends.  Lucy did not like to share Petey.  There were loud arguments, thrown knives, even a gunshot once, though I am convinced that it was an accident.  She had a weak heart and a bad husband but her only fear in life was losing her baby boy.

My primary function around Pete's girlfriends was to listen to them talk about Pete's mom and to listen to them talk about how they didn't want to tie Pete down. I did a lot of listening. They loved Pete's free spirit BUT; wanted to know what he was doing, what he had done, what he planned to do, when he planned to do it, where the hell he was right now and, most importantly, when was he coming back????

I told them about my furniture.
