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         The Cat’s Grave
      

         

         Tobias stared out the window of his new room, his lips curling in disgust. Both the window and the room sucked. A dead fly, legs up, lay stiffly on the windowsill. Downstairs, the muffled sounds of his parents unpacking were irritatingly cheerful. They actually liked this house, this ridiculously ordinary house. But the view outside? That was anything but ordinary.

         Headstones. That’s all Tobias saw. Grey, weathered headstones as far as the eye could see. He tried to count them but gave up.

         “I’m going for a walk,” he announced, his voice flat.

         “Don’t you have to unpack?” Mom called back.

         Tobias shrugged.

         “Okay then, go explore. Get a feel for the place,” Dad said, smiling happily.

         Poor Dad, Tobias thought. He had been searching for a new job for ages. It wasn't his fault that the only offer he’d received was to become a gravedigger at the cemetery. A gravedigger! Someone who digs holes in the ground for coffins. As if that wasn’t bad enough, he also had to tend the graveyard, basically becoming a glorified gardener for the dead.

         Their house wasn’t in the cemetery, but it was close. Too close. Just outside Tobias's window, a gnarled tree grew within the cemetery walls. Its upper branches stretched precariously toward the house, reaching, clawing, as if trying to catch someone. Tobias shivered. He didn’t say anything to his parents, though. He didn’t want to upset them, not after all the sacrifices they’d made.

         The street was eerily quiet, not a single person in sight. Tobias used to live in an apartment in the city and longed for the constant hum of traffic, the sounds of people laughing and talking. He hated this place and wanted to leave. Unlike Zach, the boy who had lived in this house before. He had wanted to stay. Tobias met Zach when he and his parents came to visit. Zach’s dad was a gravedigger, too, and he had trained Tobias’ dad.

         Tobias slumped onto a bench. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a crumbled envelope that he had found in his room. His name was scrawled across the front, confirming it was meant for him. He tore it open, revealing a folded note and a faded photograph of a cat. He carefully unfolded the note:

         
            Dear Tobias,
      

            I hope you like it here. I did. I had a cat named Sibbi who died just before we had to move. She got run over, which was super sad. She was the sweetest cat in the world. She used to climb up into the tree and meow outside my window whenever she wanted to come inside. We buried her in the cemetery, just outside my window. I’m leaving you a picture so you can see her.
      

            I have a small favour to ask, but you don’t have to if you don’t want to. Could you maybe put a flower on her grave sometimes? I miss her a lot.
      

            Thanks,

Zach
      

         

         Tobias glanced at the photo. The cat was undeniably cute, with sleek, black fur, except for a white patch around one eye, and a white tip on its tail. Tobias had always liked cats.
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