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Dearest Johnny,

Merry Christmas from your Grandma Bess! I am writing you on this. fesiive holiday
season hecause you're the last person I know who is still alive. Except for your
mom, who.I think is a rotten bitch.
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Rest assured he's living big now. I imagine he's playing in that big casino in The sky,
guzzling lots of Johnny Walker, surrounded by those dancing ladies he always liked.
I feel conflicted because while I miss your grandpa, I mmmaﬂy excited that his
slut whore.of a girlfriend, Judith, seems to be taking this so hard. When I run into
her at the county store, I notice that there's a sadness that comes over her and a
s‘rm‘nge ernp‘l'iness in her eyes. That brings me a kind of cheer that makes

A whole year has passed and I'm still doing exactly what I was doing a year ago. At
96, there's not much to do. I try to find small ways to entertain myself so I don't
literally die of boredom. I've been reading a lot of Michael Crichton books and
making animals out of pipe cleaners. On occasion, I call your mother’s cellular phone
and pretend that I'm dying because I like making her cry.
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My life is quiet, but I am grateful I made it through another year. Unfortunately,
that's not true for many of my friends or your Uncle John. I guess he's not "dead”,
but he is incarcerated, which means he's dead to me. I told him that he and Cousin
Charlie shouldn't have been messin' with that rifle. RI.P. Cousin Charlie.

As a matter of fact, I guess I'll cut to the chase and give you a list of folks who
done gone:

My cats all died. JC was run over by a carpenter, Mary passed while giving birth,
Joseph was eaten by Donkey, and Donkey was beaten to death with a broom.




Caroline died while eating a slice of cake because someone put crushed glass in it.
Her throat was ripped straight from chin to chest, poor thing. I dont know how
she cidn't notice when she was eating, but she was never brighter than a box of
rocks in a basement and she always cheated at Rummy.

Do you remember my nurse, Casey? Shz had this habit of putting Metamucil in my
hot chocolate, which gave it a slight orange flavor that T did"'netilike. Sadly, she
took a terrible tumble down my stairs. When she hif the bottom, she knocked over
a vase that smashed in her face.

~ The Jonas sisters, my tenants from down the road, alsa.expired. I took tea with
them just the other day. |Heylh,$lump as always. Shortly after I left,

the house burned down. They couldn't get out because the doors were locked and

since they were so rotund, it was impossible for them to climb out a window. I'm

sad to see them go, but now, I don't have to listen to them compl_qining about how
the furnace doesn't work.

Johnny, I do hope you'll plan a visit with me before I move onto the next world. You
should probably visit your mother, too. Though she's never been much of a mother
to you, has she, dear? What can you expect from a selfish harpie who defines a
relationship as dropping by with a fruitcake from County Thrift and then asking for
money so she can shoot it straight into her arm?

Oh, my! Look at the time. I better get along now. I don't have much to give, dear, I
wish I did. I have been saving up a few things and have included them with this
letter for you to keep. Please use them wisely.

’”
o

Hope your holidays are filled with cheer!

Love,




