The Gravedigger’s Journal 

Author: Jennifer L. Price



Wednesday, October 14

No one has died for three months. I suppose that is a good thing in this old town, but all the same work is slow. When people don’t die, I can’t make money, and when I can’t make money Mary Martha nags. She isn’t my wife yet, but I hoped that by spring I would have enough money to buy a ring and propose the right way. I think she’s tired of waiting. I have seen the way she looks at Harry, the local mechanic. 

I miss breaking the earth with my shovel. I love when the dirt gets under my nails. For the past few months I have scanned the newspaper looking at the obituaries. Digging helps me think. The townspeople would find me even stranger if I were digging for no reason. 






Wallace


I love the night air. The October air wasn’t too cold, yet it made me shiver. After writing in my journal, I went to the cemetery. Most people find the cemetery frightening at night, but not me. I think of it as a sanctuary. It’s in a cemetery that no one picks on you or laughs at you because you look different. 


My right eye is brown and the other is green, like grass. My dark hair was always damp, because I worked all day. Nowadays, my hair is dry and wavy. I usually frighten children with my appearance. I often wonder why Mary Martha is still with me. We are so different in appearance. Where my skin is pasty white, hers is ivory. Her eyes are even the same color. Mary Martha was quite popular in high school and here we are ten years later and she is still with me and I love her for that. 


I began walking the rows of graves, thinking about my plight. Digging graves was what I was good at and the mere thought of getting another job frustrated me. I began reading the names of graves I passed. When I did work in the cemetery, I never bothered to read the names on the graves, especially the older ones. I made my way to my first grave. The name on the tombstone read: Lewis Shepard. I new him in life, and he was mean to me, so it seemed only fitting that I dug his grave.  


I walked until I came to big oak tree. I sat under its massive branches. The leaves hadn’t completely fallen. Under the light of the full moon, it was easy to see the leaves were red and yellow. As I sat under the tree, I my mind wandered. I didn’t make much money digging graves, but it was something that I loved. My head began to throb and I rested my head on the tree. 


I started to close my eyes, when suddenly I heard moaning. I had no idea what it was. I didn’t know whether to investigate or leave. I was paralyzed with fear, but I swallowed hard and began to walk in the direction of noise. The moaning seemed to be close by, and as I walked the moaning grew louder. 


I came to a row of graves that I didn’t walk and saw a huge man lying on the ground. His head was resting on a tombstone. I walked over to the hulking man, because I recognized him. It was Dale Yates, but everyone addresses him as “Big Dale” because he is 6’4 and way over 200 pounds. He was also my former bully in high school. He tortured me constantly. 


“Dale!” I yelled. I sprinted towards him. I began shaking him. “Dale! Dale!” I screamed. I checked his pulse. He was alive, unfortunately. I began tapping his face. I didn’t want to punch him. Although he deserved a beating, I did not think I was strong enough to give it to him. 

Dale slowly opened his eyes. “Get off me you queer!” He shouted. “I don’t need your help.” He said as he staggered to his feet. He was drunk.


I tried to help him steady himself, but he punched me in my face. I fell to the ground. “Dale, I ‘m just trying to help you.” I said. 


“Save your pity and charity, queer!” Dale spat. 


“I am not a queer.” I said as I rose to my feet. I returned the blow knowing I wasn’t as strong as Dale, but he was probably so drunk that if I poked him with my finger, that he would fall over. 


Dale fell to the ground and I walked away. 


“Come back, queer! You hit like…a girl!” Dale shouted. 
I turned around briefly to see him trying to get up.  I continued to walk away. I wasn’t going to let Dale get to me as he did in high school. Suddenly, he grabbed from behind. 

“Let go of me, Dale!” I yelled. 


“I’m gonna teach you a lesson, queer.” Dale said as he slammed me on the ground. He began to kick me. It seemed that each kick was harder than the next. After several kicks to the ribs, Dale lost his balance. It was my chance to run away. I ran through the cemetery to the supply shed. I ran inside and shut the door. I was panting heavily and my ribs and legs ached. I stared coughing, and I covered my mouth. When I stopped coughing, I slowly moved my hand from my mouth and in the palm of my hand was blood. I wiped the blood on my pants leg and tried to relax.  


“Come out, queer! Fight me like a man!” Dale shouted. I shuddered at the sound of his voice.

It was in that instant I was glad that the cemetery was on the outskirts of town. No one could hear the obscenities coming from Dale. I am so embarrassed. Dale made it a point to pick me out in a crowd. “Queer” was the noun used to describe me. My mom always told he was jealous of me. She would constantly tell me that I had something that Dale wanted, but I never believed her because Dale had everything. 

I could hear footsteps. A loud and furious banging on the door followed the footsteps. It wasn’t a single bang, but it was repeated. 


“I know you are in there, queer!” Dale shouted as he banged on the door. The more he banged on the door, the more the door gave in. He finally punched a hole in the decrepit door. 


“I’m gonna kill you, queer.” He said. I slowly made my way to the back of the small shed. I was scared, more scared than when I was in high school. He was planning to kill me, and I didn’t do anything to him. In the corner of my eye, I saw a shovel. It wasn’t the shovel that I usually used, but it would do. I grabbed the shovel, and held it with iron portion up. I was ready for Dale. 


Dale finally destroyed the door. He ran towards me as if he were a bull. He attempted to strike me, but I struck first. I began beating him the shovel. When I finally got him to the ground, I didn’t stop. When I came to my senses I realized what I had done. Dale was still, too still. His face was a bloody mess. I began to shiver. 


“Oh, God! What have I done?” I said as I knelt down to check his pulse. He had no pulse. Dale Yates was dead and I had killed him. I began to pace back and forth in the shed. I didn’t know what to do. I began to talk aloud. 


“I can’t go to the police. They want a reason to lock me up. They already think I am a freak.” I began to panic. My stomach began to churn and I ran outside to vomit. After vomiting I seemed to think a little clearly. 


I began to drag Dale’s body. It was no easy task, but it had to be done. I dragged him to the very end of the cemetery. I began to dig. I dug like never had before. I wasn’t even sure if the earth was consecrated, but it didn’t matter. I continued to dig.


My hair began to moisten from my sweat. My hands were dirty and my back ached and I had to us all of my reserved strength; however, I liked this feeling. I dug fast, and savored the feeling of hard work. I stopped when I was sure the grave was deep enough. I was tired, but somehow I managed to roll Dale into the grave. I wasn’t sure if the grave was six feet, but it was deep enough. 


I glanced at my watch it was approaching midnight. Mary Martha is probably pacing the floor or climbing the walls. I had to hurry with my business. Dale was already in the quickly dug grave, but I found myself staring at him. Am I a murderer? I couldn’t get pass that question, but I didn’t have time to waste. I took the shovel and began to bury Dale. I was so tired, that it took longer to bury Dale than to make the grave. 


When I finished the grave, I walked to my blue pick-up truck. I put the shovel in the truck bed. I got inside the truck and waited a moment. I was scared, but I didn’t feel any guilt or remorse. I started the truck and went home. 



Friday, October 17

When I got home the other night, Mary Martha was asleep. It was easy to creep into our small house. I quickly showered and hoped into bed as quietly as I could.  The next morning she asked me why I was out so late. I told her I decided to change my profession. She gave me a big hug. I suppose my decision made her very happy. 



I began to look for a new job in town. The town was decorated for Halloween. I went into Ruth’s Market. I got a job as a stock boy. Ruth is such a nice woman, and I was amazed that she could look pass my appearance. 
It was at Ruth’s Market that I saw Janie, Dale’s wife. When I saw her, my heart stopped beating for a second. She was crying. I heard her say that Dale didn’t come home the other night. I also heard her mention going to the sheriff. I quickly left the store. I didn’t have to start work until Saturday. When I saw Janie’s sad face, I felt the guilt that was absent the other night. 






Wallace


I had gone to Gus’s Tap, for a drink or two. I was so depressed that I had only one beer, but that didn’t help, so I stopped. Another reason I stopped was in the back of my mind, Dale was drunk when I killed him. 


“What’s the matter, Wally?” Gus, the bartender, asked. 


I paused for a moment. “Nothing much, Gus.” I lied. 


“You got a girl on your mind, son. Mary Martha giving you hard time.” Gus said. 


Gus was too far off. I was thinking about Mary Martha, but that wasn’t what was keeping me in down. “Mary Martha wants to get married.” I said. 


“Off course she does. The two of you have been together for ten years.” Gus said. He burst into laughter. I had to keep up conversation, so he wouldn’t see what’s really bothering me. 


Then Sheriff Cody entered the establishment. “Evening, boys.” Sheriff Cody replied as took sat on the bar stool next to me. 


“Hey there, Sheriff.” Gus said as he wiped a glass. “What can I get you?” 


“Nothing for me, Gus. I need information about Dale Yates.” Sheriff Cody said. 


My heart didn’t stop at the mention of Dale’s name. My heart began to beat faster and faster. My hands felt clammy and I broke out into a cold sweat. 


“I told you, he came in Wednesday night and had a few beers and left about nine.” Gus said. 


“Was he alone?” the sheriff asked. 


“Yeah. He looked a little depressed too.” Gus said. 


I could sense the sheriff’s eyes on me. “Did you see Dale on Wednesday?” the sheriff asked. 


I slowly turned to my head. We were eye to eye. “I don’t associate with Dale Yates.” I said. The sheriff looked at me in disbelief. Everyone in town knew Dale. He was a truck driver and part time mechanic. 


“Are you sure, Wallace?” Sheriff Cody asked. 


“I’m positive.” I said as I slid of the bar stool and walked out of the bar. 

I drove home in my blue truck. I could see the lights were on when I pulled into the driveway of the small house Mary Martha and I shared. Since the lights were on, I assumed that Mary Martha was awake. I opened the door and it was quiet. I walked into the kitchen and Mary Martha wasn’t there. 


“Mary Martha, I’m home!” I replied. I walked to the bedroom and Mary Martha was in bed. I touched her shoulder and she immediately awoke. 


“I didn’t hear you come in.” she said as she stretched. 


“You’re in bed early.” I said.


She sat up and she made sure to pull up the covers as she moved. “I was tired after working at the nursery all day.”


Suddenly, I heard something move. “What was that?” I asked. 


“I didn’t hear anything.” Mary Martha replied. 


I slowly walked to my side of the bed. I opened the drawer of my nightstand and pulled out my .38 caliber. I was sure the gun was loaded, since I had never used it. It was for protection and show mostly. I stood still, hoping to hear it again. 


“I told you it was nothing.” Mary Martha replied. I wasn’t satisfied. I heard the noise come from the closet. I slowly opened the closet door and there stood a half naked Harry Kemp. I was furious. 


“Wally, before you get mad—“Mary Martha started but I stopped her. 


“I gave you everything and you….” I started “How could you do this?” I could feel my blood growing cold. There were so many emotions going through my mind. “You must be punished.” I said. I pointed the gun at her. 


“Wait a minute, Wally. If you are gonna get mad, than be mad at me. I coaxed her into it.” Harry said. 


“I bet you did.” I said as I turned to face him. I shot him—point blank. The bullet entered his forehead and he fell to the floor. Mary Martha began screaming. She immediately jumped from the bed. She wasn’t wearing much clothing either.


I followed after her as she ran outside the small house. She was still screaming. She wasn’t going to get far in the cold. She wasn’t wearing any shoes, and the grass was becoming prickly. 


Mary Martha ran into the nearby woods. I was behind her. The bare tree branches tore my shirt and scratched my face, but that didn’t stop me. I have never had a rage build within me like this before.  I wanted to hurt her. I wanted to kill her. 
She finally fell down. She was lying on her back. She was breathing extremely hard. 


“Wally, please! Please don’t do this.” she begged. I could see the tears rolling down her face. 


“I’m sorry, love, but you have to be punished.” I said as I raised the gun. 


“Please!” Mary Martha sobbed. “I love you!” 


“I don’t believe you.” I said. I pulled the trigger and in an instant she was dead. 


When I killed Dale, I panicked. This I didn’t shiver or vomit as before. The guilt I felt about Dale’s death left me. I felt like a new person. 


I carried Mary Martha’s body to my truck. I threw her body in the truck bed. I quickly went into the house and dragged the body of Harry Kemp to my truck. I laid him next to Mary Martha. In between the two bodies was the shovel I used to kill and bury Dale.


I covered my truck bed and drove off to the cemetery. 


Saturday, October 18


Last night was the perfect night to dig a grave. I didn’t bother to dig two graves. I made sure the grave was big enough for the lovers to share. I suppose that act was mercy. Digging graves give me so much pleasure. 


Today I started my new job at the market. It was great. I didn’t have to interact with anyone and Ruth made lunch for me. I sure do miss digging graves though. Last night when I dug the grave my heart felt light and at peace. 


As my shift ended, George, the manager at the nursery came to see me. He wanted to know if I had seen Mary


Martha. I lied and told him that I hadn’t seen her since the morning hours. I didn’t even sweat when I told that lie. Does that make me evil? Well, if it does, I don’t want this feeling to go away. 


I was glad no one asked about Harry because that would have made me angry. 







Wallace

After work I went to Gus’s Tap for a drink. I waved and flashed a smile at Gus. 

“You in better mood, lad?” Gus asked. 

“The best mood.” I said. 

“That gal of yours isn’t giving you anymore trouble.” Gus said. 

“Not anymore.” I said with a smile. 
Gus started to laugh. “What can I get you, Wally?” Gus asked. 

“Just a beer.” I said. 

I enjoyed myself at the bar, unlike the other night. I was in a better mood. I ordered two more beers and a corned-beef sandwich. Then John Pinkerton entered the bar. I knew my good mood wasn’t going to last. 

John was Harry’s best friend. He was frantic. 

“Has anyone seen Harry?” He asked aloud for everyone in the bar to hear. I continued to eat my sandwich. 

“Calm down, John. I’m sure Harry will turn up.” Gus said trying to cheer him up. 

John looked my way. He stormed to my table and slammed his fist on the table, causing my drink to spill unto the floor.

“Why’d you go and do that?” I yelled. 

“What did you do to him, you freak?” John asked. I could see spit flying from his mouth as he spoke. 

“I haven’t seen him.” I answered. “What makes you think I did something to him?” 

“I know you did something do him.” John spat. He moved his face closer to me. “I know about Harry and Mary Martha’s fling.” He murmured. 

He stormed off to the bar. Gus handed him a mug filled with beer and I watched him guzzle the beverage. As I watched him, I felt myself becoming angrier, more frustrated. I was going to have to do something about him. He was getting suspicious and didn’t need the attention. 
I paid for my meal, but I didn’t leave. I stayed at the table until John left. I waited a few minutes before following after him. When I exited the establishment, I saw John getting inside of his truck. I couldn’t attack him here; I would have to wait a while. 
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