
Gravestones 

 

I finished preparing my breakfast in the silence after my uncle had received his 

coffee. I seated myself down at the table opposite him. I had forgotten I was even there for a 

minute, looking at the sky and licking the underside of the toast where a hole had let the 

butter and Vegemite seep through. I caught him looking at me. I looked for my aunt but she 

had gone off to do something in another room. Shower or make beds. I bit into my toast, 

wanting breakfast to be over. 

“What’s it like?” he said to me. I swallowed too soon and the sharpness of the toast 

hurt my throat on the way down. I didn’t answer and although I had no idea what he was 

asking of me, I felt a stab of pain like a bruise on my ribs.  

What’s what like? Watching Daddy go? Collecting gravestones from cemeteries and 

holding them in the night? 

 “What’s it like now your father’s gone?   

  I took another bite of toast. It didn’t taste so nice now. 

Daddy, I thought. Tall and strong he makes up stories on the edge of my bed in the 

dark. Stories of the fish family. Adventures. And he kisses my toys one by one, before I let him 

kiss me and leave the room. Every night the same. Every toy, each with its name. He 

remembers them. 

 “Don’t have much to say, do you?” He went back to his paper. “You’re too young to 

know about your father.” 

Daddy! I wanted to say. I know lots of things about Daddy. I know he doesn’t sit on 

the edge of my bed any more. And I know he doesn’t ask if I’ve been good and eaten up all 

my dinner. And I know the way I pretend sends rumblings through my heart. I know, I wanted 

to say. I know. 



 I know he’s gone. 

 “May I please be excused from the table?” I said half off the chair and looking down 

at the floor. 

 “Put your dishes in the sink,” he said. 

And after I left the room, I heard him close up the paper and shift back the chair. I sat 

on the edge of the bed, holding my gravestones close to my heart, and listened to a fresh bout 

of rain rumbling in the gutter. 

 


