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She bought a burial plot for her
almost-ex-husband’s girlfriend.
But was that the best choice?

By ROBIN EILEEM BERNSTEIN

Recently | came across the déed to teo cem-
etery plots | own on Long Isfand. One i the
final resting place ol my late husband,
Mirk. The other, next oL, is vacani bul was
never meant for me. | boaght it for his griey-
ing girliriend.

Twelve years ago, Mark and [ were in the
middle of an amicable sphit, living apart for
two years but not vet diverced. The lagi
timse | saw him, he asked if he could stop by
o ser our children, then teenagers. We had
a relased July afternoon &g a family in oar
backyard, for which U'm grateful | remem-
ber thinking that if it had been like this more
aften, maybe we would still be together

Around 4 p.m., | heard him say, “1°m beay-
ing " His words still hount me.

That evening at hiz girlfriends home,
where he lived, he had a heart attack and
went into cardiac armest Paramedics re-
stored his heartbeat but he never regaimned
conscicuEness. The prognoss was grim
Five days later, we tonik him off life support;
he wat 57

He and 1 had never discussed burial ar-
rangements during ouwr pearly J-year mar-
rtage, misch less purchased plots. His girl-
friend, who had pictured a long, happy [u-
tuire with hbm, was devastated. [ liked her;
my whale family did. But as Mark's wife, [
was legally in change. It was my job to by
him & burial plot. Pronto.

“Why dont you buy 1wo?" my sister-in-
law said. She was married to Mark's brother
and technically was no longer my in-low
upon Mark's death, though we remaln chose.
She meant one plot lor Mark and one for his
girlfriend. “1t would be a lovely gesture®

I looked at her, bewildered. Mark's girl-
friend was several years younger than him.
Surely she would mest someone else in doe
time.

Yt my sister-in-law had a point: If the
prospect of spending eternity by Mark's
side would help her feal included in an awlk-
wird situstion wiere she had no legal or [a-
miilial ties, | ligured why not We were inthe
intensive care walt by Mark's bedside when
1 todd her. She barst into happy tears.

A Tew hours before Mark was removed
from e support, | drose dovwn Wiellwood
Avenue, a nearly four-mile stretch hped
with so0 many cemeteries I called it Ceme-
tery Row, o the one where Mark's brother
and sister-in-law had plots. 1 met my
brother-in-daw there and we were ushensd
into a sales office, o desk separating us from

Salesman.

a
= lilke to buy two plots.” [ said. [ told him
shout my husband's dire medical situation.
“0f course” he sald, olfering his sympa-
thies. 1 assume you'd share a headsions?™
1 hesitated. “The ather plot isa't for me.
s far m::.r’drrmd.

quite-ex-husband's girlfriend, who might or
might not convert, it wasn't his problem.

A shared headstone would have been pre-
sumpiouous, 5o | purchased a singlée moni-
ment in Barre gray grandte. The iscription
sadd "Caring Husband” near the top and fur-
ther down, *Beloved Companion” which
mﬂﬂmwm*mﬂu}h
friend.” | pictured curious passers-by irying
to read between those two lines.

Afver making 36 monthiy payments, 1 re-
ceived the deed from the cemetery. By then,
Mark's girlfriend and | had mestly lest
towch. 'We had never discussed the burial
plat again, and [ didn’t know if she had con-
verted. More years passed, | heard she had

a boyfriend who became her husband. |
umd her my best wishés, which she
warmly acknowledged. Buying her that
plot had been a lovely idea, if an improbable

[l
This left me with a plot T didn't want. Why
be buried alongside someone | had been di-
vorcing? 1 called the cemedery to ask about
sedling it, relieved there was no his-and-her

mmdu.luﬂh.nulhnn‘t-ﬂ ;
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me.

His eyehrows shat Fﬂ?‘ eyes;
art the windows to the soal; " rmhlmrmmlnnmlhtmﬁmk

eyebrows. Leaning forward, I:E ilndud o
my brother-in-law. Clearly, he was dealing
with a crazy wile

“They were getting divorced,” my
brother-in-law explained. “Also, my broth-
er's girliriend isn't Jewish."

*“You have to be Jewish io be buried here”
m:mr&psﬂi’ﬁhhnkﬁahm

tery.”
#I know," | said. “She told me she's talking

i o rabbl about converting.”
The sales guy shuffled some it
this woman wanted (o buy a plot for
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And the idea of leaving him there alone
gnaws at me.

Our spHt wasn't ugly, but In marriage we
had argued so much that one friend called
us “the Bichérsons™

For the last elght vears | have been in a
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Here Lie the Bickersons, Slde by Side for Eti f}; -
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| called the cemetery to
ask about selling it, .
relieved there was no
his-and-her headstone to
deal with. But | haven't
followed up, and I'm not
sure what's stopping me.

They didn’t, he said, and anyway he
would want 1o be cremabed.

Mlso, it's not just whom 'm buried with,
but where. | had moved to Long Island for
Mark and spent the next twodecades couni-
fnp the days until | could return to Manhat-
tan, which | did three years after his death,
m :}ur youngest child lefi for college,

it feels as though Mark is dragging me
back. This time, lorever, s

Yet where would 1 go? My parents, mar-
ried nearly 59 years, are buried side by side
In Queens, the borough they raised me in,
bur there are no vicanches.
There may be room elsewhere in that ceme-
tery, and there are others nearby, but do 1
want to spend the hereafter alone sur-
rounded by strangers? Never mind that
this is precisely how | live now, quite hap-
mlg—mnzmuhuhmmw
strangers. But if you think it's hard to find a
decent place in Manhattan to live in, good

luck finding one to be dead in.

Ins]miﬂremmplewh-upmmnhlr
would care most about my posthumous
'-Hhrm.h-uuu m:.r dmwmr and son, now

wiondd h: a :-m: u:.hu'hr uu i
were niext bo Dad™
But would they visit? We don't visit now.
1 ashed her about keeping my ashes in an
wrn. Mo meed for separate cemeberies, “You
could share me” | sabd, “Half for you, half

’mlm

for your brother™
Her response was a bluni: *No thanks.”
“What about having me composted? |
could be dead and environmental at the

same Cime."
*Cool dea,” she said. “But I'd like you in A
One piece.”
Cemeterites aren't for the dead;
they're for surviving . whether they

visht or pot. If 1 prioritize my role as &
mather, which [ do, it's clear who should o
cupy thai burial plol. What's less clear 5
why 1 felt more connected 1o Mark after he
died than I did during our life together,
Death has a way of softening things, asil
my marriage was an old, damaged photo
and, without realizing it, lhupl.mp-pin; ;
the ugly stull and retouching the b =4
I head to bury my identity as his ex so 1 cou '-
b his widow, Perhaps buying a plot for hif
girtfriend wmj!.m:ﬂynl‘prﬁmdhi';
wasn't really for me.
1 tried 1o enﬂmwmmﬂu-
ntxlhnhhﬂilhamh'm'-hmp 0T
muyumhﬂhﬂhnnﬂnu i

: mlﬂrhﬂiuhy
side, bickering for all eternity. Maybe |
could add one more Une at the bottom of my
headstone, an extra clue: *1 Wasa't Sup-

posed to End Up Here®
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