
Better Off Dead 

 
 I sometimes forget who I am, so I don’t even know if I should cry about this. But 

there is a funeral next door, - that much I can at least see with these ancient eyes. 

Numerous people are gathered, forming a sea of black in the yard. If I squint, I think I 

can see a shiny new headstone in the family graveyard. A deep, rectangular hole lay 

parallel to the brown casket as they prepare to lower it into the earth.  

I stare at the farmer’s wife, who’s sobbing with grief. It must have been the 

farmer who died, then. I knew the two of them pretty well, I think. Her sobs spur the 

eruption of new tears from nearly all of the guests. This happens just a few yards in front 

of me, yet I hang back, limp, tired, and almost lifeless as I watch.  

I feel nothing.  

The house in front of me is large and beautiful, and I remember always hoping 

that one day I could see the inside of it. The farm was always kept well; it was nearly as 

nice as mine. As long as I can remember, the old farmer and his wife lived there. They 

were always sweet people, and helped care for me in my old age, even as they grew 

older.  

Some days, I would just watch them. They would come home from the market 

after making a hefty profit, and would do nothing but smile and laugh and kiss one 

another for days. Other times, they fought like dogs, yelling and screaming so loudly that 

the surrounding three farms could hear. I never understood their relationship; not like any 

of mine ever made much sense to me. Still, theirs always confused me.  

But then, what doesn’t confuse me these days? 



Little, noisy creatures play beside me, and I am distracted from watching my 

neighbors’ home. Are they my children? - Grandchildren, perhaps? I wish I could 

remember. I know I see them quite frequently. I often wish I could speak to them, but I 

can’t say a word. They are buzzard-like, though, and I assume they only visit me when 

they want something. Day after day, it seems, they come, taking things that don’t belong 

to them, acting as if they own the place. I know that this place is mine, though.  

At least, I think it is.  

I suppose I must be a farmer, too. Or, at least maybe I used to be. I can recall 

many moments in this field. Even if my memory escapes me at times, I’m better with 

little details. I remember the day the cornstalks grew as tall as I, all of the times the 

blazing heat of the sun would distract me while I worked, the long days and sleepless 

nights I would spend worrying over this land- yes, I must be a farmer then.  

My memory has been failing me with age. I apologize if I am making little sense. 

I am as old as the raggedy farm clothes I wear, the clothes that probably belonged to 

someone else before me. I haven’t a brain, it seems, when I try to make sense of things. 

Oh, how I try to make sense of the world in which I live. It is very frustrating to live like 

this; past memories come and go, and the present always confuses me.  

My children, I assume, leave now, without so much as a goodbye. Sometimes I 

don’t think they even notice me. I wonder if my existence is anything other than 

superfluous. But I lose that thought, and watch my neighbor again. 

The black sea begins to disperse and disappear inside of the house. I can no longer 

see the casket either. Only the wife is left in the yard; she is on her knees beside the 

headstone. Although the tears are microscopic from this distance away, I can hear her 



crying. I don’t quite understand it myself, but I can see what sadness is. The farmer is 

dead. Her life and love is gone forever. She will have no one to be happy with, and she 

will have no one to make her angry. 

Often I wonder why I do not cry like the others. Or why I do not yell or get upset 

or want to laugh and kiss someone.  As I watch the old wife grieve her own life away, her 

tears falling into the ground where the box with her husband is buried, I wonder about 

death. Since I have no brain and no heart, I cannot die like them.  And I also cannot live 

the pain of grief or loss. I wonder if I should want to? 

Oh, yes; I remember now. I know exactly who I am.  

I am but an immortal Scarecrow.  

I can watch life but I cannot live it. And along with love and misery, jealousy is 

another human feeling I know nothing of. I cannot envy the farmer or his wife, but I do 

wonder; If I cannot live and love and lose like the humans do, maybe I am the one better 

off. 


