
                    

 

           FOR IN THAT SLEEP OF DEATH, WHAT DREAMS MAY COME? 

 

 

Barry Rudge was being laid to rest when the unanticipated event 

occurred. The undertakers lowered Barry’s coffin into the grave; a 

priest intoned the words from the Burial Of The Dead Service - “We 

brought nothing into this world, and it is certain we can carry 

nothing out.”  

As the coffin settled onto the bottom of the grave the solemnity 

of the occasion was somewhat undermined by the sound of a 

mobile phone ringing. The priest paused whilst all the 

mourners checked their phones. The ringing persisted. The 

mourners turned their disapproving gaze onto the undertakers 

who hastily checked their phones. The ringing persisted. Next, 

all eyes went to the only remaining possibility, the priest, who 

looked embarrassed and fumbled for his own phone. But the 

ringing did not abate. Finally, one of the undertakers coughed 

and said, “It’s coming from down there.” 

“You mean in the grave?” asked Barry’s wife. 

 “I mean in the coffin,” replied the undertaker. 

The mourners crowded forwarded to peer into the grave. 

The ringing stopped. The mourners, looking distinctly uneasy, resumed 

their positions. The priest continued, “He that believeth in me, yet shall 

he live.” 

The ringing started again. 

The mourners crowded once more around the grave.  



“You must have left his mobile in his suit, Mrs. Rudge,” the funeral 

director said. 

“He was on it all the time,” she said, “they were inseparable. Barry would 

have wanted it this way.” 

The ringing stopped for a couple of seconds only to commence again. 

“Jesus,” one of the undertakers said, “that’s a lot of phone calls.” 

“He’s been dead for over a week,” Mrs. Rudge said, “You’d think the 

calls would have tapered off by now.” 

This time the ringing ceased abruptly.  

“Oh God,” Mrs. Rudge sobbed, “what if…what if he’s not dead? I mean, 

how do we know he’s dead?” 

“More to the point,” said the funeral director, “why would you think he’s 

not?” 

“Because,” shouted Mrs. Rudge, “he could be answering those calls, 

couldn’t he?” 

“Now, Mrs. Rudge,” the funeral director said soothingly, “I think you’re 

getting ahead of yourself…” 

At this point they all heard it. Emanating from the coffin. A scratching 

sound followed by a muffled voice calling, “Hello? Hello? Is anybody 

there?” 

Mrs. Rudge placed an arm to her forehead and fainted, collapsing into the 

grave and onto the coffin. 

 

 

 

 


