TOMBSTONES CAN TALK
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By Mason Emerson

At the cemetery the other day I put flowers on my sister Mary Jane's grave, some school friends' who died in a car wreck and had two more flowers to spare. Near Mary Jane’s tombstone stood that of old Big Bill Murton. Bill, well, he was a big average-looking man who always treated his wife and seven kids right, helped other folks in need and yet he never went to church and some also said he was an atheist.

Bill Murton’s tombstone was a nice-looking if simple one. Then just up the hill from his grave was the tombstone of James Samuelson, a handsome rich man who mistreated everybody under the sun including his wife and two boys.  James had attended a church on a regular basis and his tombstone certainly was a big one. Then just to the right was the small modest grave of Kate Baker.

Kate hadn't been pretty at all, began life as a stuck-up little girl who became a childless but died an extremely sweet widow lady who was tremendously well-loved for having helped so many homeless creatures, especially cats, and somehow helped to also feed the town poor including, yes, even my sister Mary Jane.  Well, Kate's tombstone was, like I already said, a very simple one and was even smaller than
that of Big Bill Burton. 

Well, sir, ma'am, I had to make up my mind as to which grave I'd leave the two flowers at, but tombstones can talk and so it wasn't any problem. I suspect that when Christ comes resurrecting it's kind of the same. It's not so much where our church was or the name on it but how we lived our lives. Now isn't that the truth?

