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Fond Farewells by Nancy Hoskins 
 
Yes, my name is Anne-Marie Gould.  
I live at 72 Oakbank Gard… 
Listen officer, I did it. I’m not denying it for a second. But just let me 
tell you… please? 
 
It’s a Monday which, let’s face it, is never a good start. 
My alarm didn’t go off, neither did the timer for the heater. I woke up 
cold, late and with no hot water for a shower.  
Naturally the milk was off too. 
 
I scrabbled to get dressed, no need for smart in my line of work 
thankfully. But as I pulled up the zip on my jeans, it broke. 
 
I had a lucid moment. It was very clear that fate did not want me to 
go to work. Always happy to obey an omen I reached for my mobile, 
preparing a suitable sickie. But as I reached, the phone rang – work 
was calling me! 
 
It was Mr Finistere. I can’t remember his exact words but it went 
something like: 
 

“Anne-Marie! I don’t fucking care if you’re in your fucking 
nightdress, get your fucking arse down here… right! now!” 

 
I tried explain that I wasn’t late yet, but he spoke over me. There was 
a problem with the main chiller. He said: 
 

“Today’s corpses are rock solid and if you don’t get down here 
now and sort it, it will be the end of Fond Farewells, forever and 
ever amen” 

 
I replied  
 

“Mr Finistere, I’m a mortician, not a magician”.  
 

But he said that this was not the time for my sparkling wit.  
And I can see that you feel the same way officer. 
 
I left the house at top speed, discovering quickly that my boots were 
leaking and the bus was running faster than me. 
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At the funeral parlour Mr Finistere slammed the door behind me, then 
gently checked the sign still read “closed”. 
 

“I’m not locking it,” he declared “the fridge repair man is due 
any second and I don’t want him leaving with the excuse he 
couldn’t get in” 

 
We went through to the back. 
All of today’s corpses were on their gurneys, pulled from the chiller. 
 
I could tell from the door that they weren’t right. The skin didn’t have 
it’s normal bloom or fleshy weight. For the first time ever doing this 
job the bodies DIDN’T look as if they were about to rise from their 
gurneys and walk away. 
Worse than this, where they had previously been thawed and pliable, 
their limbs had flailed. These positions – a twisted neck, a rotated leg, 
a protruding tongue – were locked. 
 
Mr Finistere had laid out a different set of tools for me: a mallet, a 
sledgehammer, several crowbars and a drill. 
 

“You have got to get this sorted”, he said to me, “or you are 
fired” 

 
I walked towards a gurney, wondering what on earth I could do about 
the tongue. 
 

“Not that one you idiot” he spat, “that’s the 4 o’clock; do me a 
favour and start with the 10am” 

 
The gurney he shoved at me bore a mountain of a man whose arm 
was somehow lying above his head, like a sprawled, sleeping child.  
 
Mr Finistere left the room. 
I fetched the sledgehammer. With a finger I experimentally prodded 
the solid, immobile mass. 
This man, with his frozen fat face and impossible arm became the 
embodiment of my day, from the smell of the curdled milk to the 
departing back end of the bus. 
 
The hammer swung in a smooth yet giddy motion. It looped around, 
smashed down and bounced from my grasp, flying off in one direction. 
The arm, with a brittle, hygienic noise, shot the opposite way and 
skittered across the floor. 
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I turned my head to follow the shattered limb. Behind me I was 
vaguely aware of a wet sound.  
Whilst crouching over the arm and wondering what to do about all the 
pink and white shards I looked up to find the hammer and saw it, 
embedded, upright, in the face of the fridge repair man. 
 
I’m so sorry officer, but as you can tell, it’s been a really bad day. 


