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Burial and Cemeteries in Haiti 

By Charlie Shipman 

 I traveled to Haiti in July on a church mission trip.  We flew from Miami to Port 

Au Prince then jumped on an 18-seat plane and flew across the island to Les Cayes.  

From Cayes, which is at sea level, we drove four hours on a narrow mountain road 

to the mission compound 3,000 feet up in the mountains close to the city of Jeremie 

located on the far northwest coast of 

Haiti.  The temperature was a pleas-

ant 80 degrees during the day and 75 

degrees at night.  Where we were, 

most people ate only one meal a day 

consisting of black beans and rice.  

The more prosperous people owned a 

few chickens, maybe a goat or two, or 

a calf.  They grow coffee in their gar-

dens.  Bananas grow wild.   

 Even though the official govern-

ment of Haiti is basically nonexistent 

and most officials with any clout are on 

the take; the government has a thriving 

land office.  Every parcel of land is 

surveyed and platted and ownership 

certificates are issued.  Land ownership 

dates back to when the French left and 

the slaves took over from their former 

plantation owners. 

 Most families have their mausoleums 

on their own property up in the moun-

tains, closer to the larger villages and 

towns they have community cemeter-

ies.  Within the cemeteries, families own their plots just like in the U.S.  To make 

extra money, families rent out extra spaces in their mausoleums to other people 

who live in the immediate area.  They recycle 

the spaces.  As a new body needs a resting 

place, they place a coffin with body in the slot 

in the mausoleum and cover the opening with a 

concrete slab and plaster it over.  When another 

death occurs and they need the slot, they simply 

break it and dump the coffin and body in an 

eight foot deep pit dug underneath the mauso-

leum, and slide in the new customer.  Of 

course, the bodies and coffins continue to dete-

riorate and decompose over time. 

(Continued on page 18) 
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Amy Howard Art Gallery  

The editorôs daughter Amy, who was mentioned in our 
previous issues, was quite the artist and weôve decided 

to display some of her artwork every issue in her  

memory.    

******************************************  

******************************************  

*****************************************  

The  Scattering Tubes!   Now 

available for  delivery from your   
Premier Howard Miller Distributor. 
Visit:www.cremationurnsdirect.com  

Your Distributor of Keepsakes, Urns, Vaults,  Caskets, and Fine 
Memorial Products.  

1793 Pine Circle  
Lawrenceville, Ga 30044 
Phone: 678 778 6018 
Fax: 678 225 7142 
Email: sales@cremationurnsdirect.com 

 Scattering Remains  can  now be a 

Family Affair! With something for 

every family member. 

  Amy Howard 

Stilwell-Taylor Mortuary Services 
By Mynde Taylor 

 Stilwell-Taylor Services is 

located at 15931 FM 2493 (Old 

Jacksonville Hwy.) in Tyler, 

TX.  The business was estab-

lished in January of 2007 by 

Jim and Mynde Taylor.  Jim 

and Mynde are both Licensed 

Funeral Directors and Embalm-

ers and originated from The 

Black Hills of South Dakota in 

Rapid City.  Jim graduated in 

1997 from John A. Gupton 

College in Nashville, TN and Mynde Stilwell-Taylor graduated in 

2005 from Arapahoe College in Littleton, CO 

 Jim and Mynde work the Mortuary Service as a husband and wife 

team with over 20 years of combined experience.  The Mortuary 

Service strives to meet the needs of our Funeral Home clients by 

providing:  First calls, embalming, ship-outs, transport and direct 

cremations.  We have a vast service that extends beyond Tyler and 

we try our best to accommodate all of our client needs.  Our business 

is based on trust, reliability and professionalism with attention to 

detail.  Our goal is to meet your needs and your requests. 

 We would like to take this opportunity to show our gratitude and 

thank our funeral home clients who have supported our business for 

the past 2 1/2  years.  Our progress and success would not be possible 

and is attributed to your loyal and repeat business.  You are appreci-

ated and we look forward to serving you in the future.  
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 Mortuary Muse*    
 *to think or consider deeply; meditate 

  By Lowell 

 
Since 1961 

Brian Simmons  

Springfield Mortuary Service, Inc  
              

  FIRST CALLS 

 

   PREPARATION 

 

   TRANSPORTATION 

 

     SHIPPING SERVICE 

 

  CREMATORY 
            

                  520 S. Patterson  
            Springfield, Missouri  65802       

         1-800 -259 -6207  

  (417) 869 -2826  FAX - 417 -869 -9242  

Brian and Sue Simmons and 

 Jennifer Bodenhamer 

 We are such a miniscule funeral es-

tablishment it is hard to believe we 

could be a bell-weather indicator for 

anything.  Yet we have hosted holiday 

memorial services, scattered cremains 

on a natural area and established our 

own scattering garden with a memorial 

cenotaph years ago.  Last month within 

less than an hour we had discussions 

with two families living 30 miles on 

either side of us about green burials. 

 Recently we got in one of those situa-

tions that calls for an additional charge 

for services that were outside the nor-

mal criteria of the non-declinable 

charge and not an item separately listed 

on the GPL.  Perhaps it is time to list 

concierge services as suggested by Al-

ice Adams, Texas Director, August, 

2009.  Alice is the editor of the Texas 

Director. 

 A former resident of this community 

died in Chicago.  Her son arranged for 

a visitation at a funeral home there and 

contacted us for graveside arrange-

ments to be held about 10 days later. 

 In what may be an indicator of tough 

times the son rented a minivan and de-

livered his motherôs casketed body di-

rectly to the country cemetery shortly 

before the scheduled graveside service.  

In Chicago he only borrowed a memo-

rial book, but was willing to buy pages 

there and use them here. 

 Along the lines of modern trends he 

had created a DVD of his motherôs 

photo album to be played during a buf-

fet luncheon for family members.  He 

also displayed other pictures on our 

equipment at the luncheon following 

the graveside service. 

 For the service he had opted to have 

Joanne (manager at funeral home) ful-

fill Master of Ceremonies duties, read-

ing the obituary and leading the singing.  

There was no minister.  A cousin read the 

23rd Psalm and the son read from a 

prayer card and made a few remarks.  

Then each cousin took a white rose from 

a vase brought from Chicago and placed it 

on the casket and adjourned for group 

pictures before heading out to lunch. 

 Last year the local cemetery was the last 

stop on ñMargaretôs Road Show.ò  Mar-

garetôs daughters put together a wonderful 

collection of photos reflecting their par-

entôs lives on a DVD.  They made several 

stops across the country to host receptions 

for family members and old friends show-

ing and distributing copies of the DVD.  

The final sequence of pictures were of 

Margaret in her bed with a favorite quilt 

and other items.  They were taken just 

before and after Margaretôs death.  I had 

mixed feelings about the closing se-

quence, but it added a really final touch. 

 A colleague commented the other day 

that we donôt really need a staff geek any-

more as most families can put a presenta-

tion together now better than we can.  We 

(Continued on page 8) 
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Colleagues Lost or Found!!! 

 (If you would like to find someone in the funeral in-
dustry, let us know- 

editor@the dead-beat. Com) 

Older Than Dirt  
Sent by Reader, Patti 

Patti, ñYep, Iôm older than dirt!! Makes me long for the 

ñgood olô days.ò 
*************  

This is a test.  How do you rate? 

 

 Someone asked the other day, ñWhat was your favorite fast 

food when you were growing up?ò  ñWe didnôt have fast 

food when I was growing up,ò  I informed him.  ñAll food 

was slow.ò 

 ñCômon, seriously.  Where did you eat?ò 

 ñIt was a place called óat home,ôò  I explained. 

 ñMom cooked every day and when Dad got home from 

work, we sat down together at the dining room table, and if I 

didnôt like what she put on my plate I was allowed to sit 

there until I did like it.ò 

 By this time, the kid was laughing so hard I was 

afraid he was going to suffer serious internal dam-

age, so I didnôt tell him the part about how I had  

to have permission to leave the table. 

 But here are some other things I would have told 

him about my childhood if I figured his system could have 

handled it. 

 Some parents NEVER owned their own house, wore Levis, 

set foot on a golf course, traveled out of the country or had a 

credit card.  In later years they had something called a re-

volving charge card.  The card was good only at Sears Roe-

buck.  Or  maybe it was Sears & Roebuck.  Either way, there 

is no Roebuck anymore.  Maybe he died. 

 My parents never drove me to soccer practice.  This was 

mostly because we never had heard of soc-

cer.  I had a bicycle that weighed about 50 

pounds, and only had one speed, (slow).  We 

didnôt have a television in our house until I 

was 5. It was, of course, black and white, and the station went off 

the air at midnight, after playing the national anthem and a poem 

about God;  it came back on the air about 6:00 a.m.  There was 

usually locally produced news and farm show on, featuring local 

people. 

 I was 13 before I tasted my first pizza, it was called ópizza pie.ô  

When I bit into it, I burned the roof of my mouth and 

the cheese slid off, swung down, plastered itself against 

my chin and burned that too.  Itôs still the best pizza I 

ever had. 

 We didnôt have a car until I was 4.  It was an old 

black Dodge. I never had a telephone in my room.  The 

only phone in the house was in the living room and it 

was on a party line.  Before you could dial, you had to listen and 

make sure some people you didnôt know werenôt already using 

the line. 

 Pizzas were not delivered to our home.  But milk was.  All 

newspapers were delivered by boys and all boys delivered news-

papers ð my brother delivered a newspaper, six days 

a week.  It cost 7 cents a paper, of which he got to 

keep 2 cents.  He had to get up at 6:00 a.m. every 

morning.  On Saturday, he had to collect the 42 cents 

from his customers.  His favorite customers were the 

ones who gave him 50 cents and told him to keep the 

change.  His least favorite customers were the ones who seemed 

to never be home on collection day. 

 Movie stars kissed with their mouths shut.  At least, they did in 

the movies.  There were no movie ratings because 

all movies were responsibly produced for everyone 

to enjoy viewing, without profanity or violence or 

most anything offensive. 

 If you grew up in a generation before there was 

fast food, you may want to share some of these 

memories with your children or grandchildren.  Just donôt blame 

me if they bust a gut laughing. 

***********  

Memories from a friend: 

 My dad is cleaning out my grandmotherôs house (she died in 

December) and he brought me an old Royal Crown Cola bottle.  

In the bottle top was a stopper with a bunch of holes in it.  I knew 

immediately what it was, but my daughter had no idea.  She 

thought they had tried to make it a salt shaker or something.  I 

knew it as the bottle that sat on the end of the ironing board to 

ósprinkleô clothes with because we didnôt have steam irons. 
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 Behind the Back Fence  
       ñDoes Chris Really Get It?ò      

By Lowell 

The Dead Beat 

 

 BAXTER VAULT COMPANY  
           Baxter Springs, Kansas/Independence, Kansas 

Phone 800-346 -0547  

òServing The 4-State Areaó 

          *Doric Burial Vaults 

           *Clark Steel Vaults 

            *Concrete Boxes 

             *Mausoleums 

              *Monuments/Markers 

       The finest tributeé the most trusted protection  

Allen  

Monuments  

 Chris Raymond, editor of NFDAôs The Director, ex-

plained his thoughts about electronically distributed words 

as opposed to the printed word in ñThe Director, August, 

2009.ò  After worrying about the demise of the printed 

word he came to the conclusion that the creativity and ideas 

were what was important not how the message was deliv-

ered. 

 Then he commented about Amazon.com which has made 

the founder and CEO, Jeff Bezos wealthy.  Why, then, 

would Bezos turn to the Internet as his ñKindle,ò a hand-

held device for reading e-books, e-magazines and e-

newspapers and thousands of book titles, to distribute his 

inventory?  Chris says it is because Mr. Bezos, ñGets it.ò 

 What does this have to do with funeral profession/

industry?  Chris completes his editorial with this commen-

tary: ñFuneral service pros resisted the rise of cremation 

nationwide four decades ago, viewing it as a threat to their 

cherished, longtime-lucrative funeral form.  You know that 

I mean: sale of the expensive box, visitation in a high-

overhead chapel, embalming fees, etc.  Only recently, be-

cause of the relentless rise of consumer preference for cre-

mation as just another form of disposition, are funeral pros 

starting to ñget itò and realizing perhaps, that what matters 

less is the smell of casket and crepe and instead the creation 

of memories and meaning.  The latter is the essence of your 

purpose as funeral pros, not selling óstuffôò 

 I assume the context of Raymondôs comments is to echo 

the sentiments of several of the contributing editors and 

About the Author:  Lowell Pugh has funeral director and em-

balmer licenses in Missouri and Texas and continues the opera-

tion of the 105-year-old family funeral  home.  He is publisher of 

The Dead Beat which began in 1999.  He can be contacted at 

The Dead Beat address.   

consultants.  They perceive funeral directors are re-

luctant and resistant to change their operations in 

light of rising cremation rates.  They had bandied 

phrases like two million dollar facilities for visita-

tions, baby boomers doing things their way and 

pointing out that different priorities are evolving as 

retirement incomes have diminished.  Consultants 

are urging funeral directors to come up with new and 

creative ways to provide meaningful services and 

replace income lost without the sales of caskets, em-

balming and expensive facilities.  (We might also 

have to replace expensive consultants). 

 Whatever Raymondôs intentions were, I was an-

gered by his comments.  I felt that he had insulted 

several generations of compassionate funeral service 

folks.  ñUndertakersò who had dedicated their lives 

to helping grieving families whileðyesï selling 

ñstuff.ò  ñStuffò that the families wanted.  Who is to 

say that a casket as opposed to a rough box to em-

brace the remains of a loved one did not bring a bit 

of solace to a mother, husband or child.  Or were 

memories better recollected in a comfortable gather-

ing place as opposed to a cramped upstairs flat or a 

rain or wind swept cemetery. 

 And what about embalming:  The overwhelming 

desire to have a loved one returned home from a 

distance or maintained until mourners can return for 

a last goodbye  is still important for about half the 

families in the U.S.  With the burgeoning delays in 

completing death certificates embalming may soon 

be a cheaper and more ascetic alternative to a long 

time residence in a communal cooler. 

 As for creating memoriesðwell, we can help cre-

ate a memorable event.  (I can think of a few I wish 

werenôt so memorable.)  The deceased is the one that 

created the memories.  We may help or facilitate the 

sharing of those memories among family and 

friends.  Assuming the family really wants to. 

 And guess what?  We may help with this memory 

recollection and sharing process by providing fami-

lies, at a cost to them, the use of electronic devices, 

internet connections, geek and catering service, me-

mentos and remembrance items ðSTUFF.  STUFF 

provided by many of our advertisers and The Direc-

torôs advertisers.  Chris do you really get it? 
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After-Thoughts By Joanne Howard 

 An interesting situation is in the making 

in relation to my mother in the nursing 

home.  Her sister who was in a nursing 

home in a town several hundred miles 

away has passed away.  It has been years 

since my mother has seen her sister.  Her 

sister has tried to touch base with her by 

phone, but we never accomplished the 

phone conversation.  My mother would 

probably not remember the call, but I feel 

bad that I didnôt try harder to make the 

connection.   

   Her sister is going to be cremated with 

no service, so I donôt have to coordinate 

her going to the service.  I do not  think 

she would have been able to go even if 

there were some service.  Now I have to 

decide how to tell her.  I feel I need to do 

it in person, but I really donôt want to 

upset her.  She will probably not remem-

ber it for long, but what about that time 

she realizes that all of her siblings have 

preceded her in death. 

     I can see my grandmother, her mother, 

with the three girls that have died and 

they are just waiting for my mom, the 

baby.  It just seems like a comforting vis-

ual to meðbut what about my mom?  

What will be a comfort to her? 

    I feel sad that I canôt go and acknowl-

edge my aunt.  I have an interesting asso-

ciation with her since her birthday was the 

same day as my oldest daughterôs death 

date.  Weird associations do happen in 

life.   

    But I have always liked my aunt and 

having been on this planet for 92 years, I 

just wish they were doing something for 

her.  A memorial service would be nice.  

A time for us to all remember all the 

good times and even some of the bad 

ones.  It seems a shame not to do some-

thing, but is that happening more than in 

the past?   

    Iôm sure economics are entering this 

picture and Iôm really not sure what is 

happening since I have not had a infor-

mative conversation with my cousin, her 

daughter, yet. 

   I remember several years ago that my 

aunt actually consulted with me as a 

funeral director of what should be done 

when she passed away in relation to cre-

mation.  I gave her some advice, but Iôm 

not totally sure what that was.  I hope I 

encouraged a memorial service, but 

maybe I didnôt.  As funeral directors we 

need to always make the families aware  

that a time of recognition is necessary. 

   That final recognition may actually 

help in the acceptance of the death.  But 

this is the typical situation of a person 

being in the nursing home for years and 

not as connected as if they had been 

home. 

    But what about her nursing home fam-

ily?  How do these residents deal with 

the missing person, if they realize it?  

How does the staff handle it?  Several 

people that my mother has been in the 

nursing home with have passed away.  

Family members of the residents who 

visit on a regular basis become ac-

quainted with other residents and feel 

bad when these residents pass away.  

There is really no way of acknowledging 

the grief.  Isnôt it  interesting how many 

grief dynamics are involved with the 

nursing home?  Actual death, death of the 

minds of the residents, loss of their physi-

cal capabilities are just a few considera-

tions.   

  As funeral directors we deal with the 

actual family of the residents, but what 

about the extended family of the nursing 

home community?  If youôve ever heard 

of disenfranchised grief, this is a prime 

example.  We should always be  open to 

remember the total grieving community 

and try our best to meet their needs.  

Though people have been in nursing 

homes for long periods of time, when the 

loss actually happens it still hurts and we 

should encourage families to allow every-

one to remember their loved one, friend, 

neighbor, fellow resident, or even the 

fellow residentôs family.  Letôs be the one 

to encourage a time to allow a person to 

be acknowledged for the life they have 

lived.  

About the author:  Joanne Howard is 

the editor of The Dead Beat.  She 

has been a licensed funeral director 

since 1992 with Pugh Funeral Home 

in Golden City, MO and also the 

aftercare coordinator. Much of her 

writing in this column is influenced by her loss of 

her two daughters Laura at age 10 in 1997 and 

Amy at age 19 in 2003.  Any comments or ques-

tions can be directed to 417-537-4412, P.O. Box 

145, Golden City, MO  64748 or email 

Joanne@thedead-beat.com. 

 When a door closes, another one opens, 

but often we stand there so long looking at 

the closed door, that we do not see that one 

thatôs opened. 

Do not look at physical appearances, they can be deceiving.  

Do not look at riches, for they are only temporary.  Look for 

someone who makes you smile.  Because it only takes a smile 

to brighten up a very dark day.  Look for someone who makes 

your heart sing. 

 Dream what you want to dream; go where 

you want to go; try to be who you really 

are; because life is short, and often only 

gives one chance to do things. 


