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IT WAS FATHER’S DAY. They were all still dead, and I was again dry-eyed over their grave.

I came this way every year, for the past few, as it was also my birthday. Such as it was.

Growing older just meant more sadness for me.

Father, Mother, and younger sister all passed that night. Horrific car accident. All decapitated or crushed instantly, head-on collision with another car, that seemed to come out of nowhere.

I was the only one remaining.

And I couldn’t even cry anymore.

Of course my heart ached. But it was almost the dull, screeching creak of some massive pump whose bearings were failing and overheated from lack of grease. The grease of kindness, of human love.

Why was I still here? What reason did I have for existing? I didn’t know. All I knew was that I kept going from day to day, month in, month out, and then showed up back here again - once a year.

Graveyards are funny things. Why they exist is such a morbid concept. Small and huge monuments erected to incite the memory of the fallen. Like it was the old Japanese ancestor worship. But just because they weren’t remembered after a few centuries, didn’t mean the ache went away. Only the persons who had the ache. To their own plot of earth and monument - or not.

People visited. And opened up that ache fresh to the sting of memory once again, like a wound opened to the air. Painful, abrupt. The ache continuing long after the bandage was re-applied.

Like that guy over there, a few rows over. Downcast young face. Blue jeans, black sweater jacket, high-top basketball sneakers. And that cute brown hair, those nice cheekbones. Why did he come here? Did it ever help him move on - or was he like me, a magnet for more punishment?
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“WELL, SIS, HOW DID this year go for you - wherever you are?” I visited my sister every chance I got, knowing that it wasn’t really her. She was long gone, only some ashes remained now. Buried under ground somewhere near that stone.

She was the only one who had left, and the rest of us carried on. Somehow.

Mother and Dad were busy in their new retirement job, a part-time detective agency. Didn’t pay much, but they didn’t need much to keep going, to pay the bills, to enjoy what was left of their own span on this earth.

Me, I was just starting out. Barely in college when this happened.

They said it was congenital, that it would jump generations. Neither of my parents had it. And I had no signs. But neither did she. She got a check up for a pain in her arm that wouldn’t go away. The doctor called for an ambulance and they rushed her to a hospital. By that evening she was dead. Not enough left of her heart to revive.

And she wasn’t even out of high school.

So I come to talk to her, tell her all the things I’d learned in college, of the people I’d met, of the charities I worked for in her memory. Just to live her life as well as mine.

But it never seemed to help. That stone just sat there and looked back at me. It wasn’t alive, neither was she, so what was the use.

“Hey.” A girl came to stand beside me. I’d seen her earlier, a couple of rows over. “I just thought that I should come talk to you. Of course you can’t see or hear me, but you looked like you could use some comfort. Some people feel that. And it feels good giving it, at least to me.” She was wearing dark brown slacks and with thick off-white shawl-collar sweater and sensible flats. Her blond hair center-parted and naturally curled in long waves. A looker for sure.

“Who says I can’t hear or see you?” I asked, looking directly at her.

She was shocked, “Wait, really? No, this can’t be.”

“Yes, it can. But I know why you think you’re invisible to everyone. You’re a ghost.” I said as calmly as I could. Some of these specters went into denial and started screeching, so a guy had to be careful what and how they talked to them.

“No, you aren’t real. Nobody talks to ghosts.” Her eyes were wide in surprise.

“Well, it’s kinda my gift and my curse. Must be inherited. My Mom and Dad can both do it, too.” I lightened up at this, since she wasn’t going to go into dramatics on me. “Hey, if you don’t mind me asking, who are you here for today?”

“My family. Over there.” She pointed. “I come here every year on the anniversary.

“Sorry for your loss,” I said.

“And I’m sorry for yours. Who are you here for?” She asked.

“My sister. She was in high school when it happened. Too suddenly. But at least I got to see and talk with her just after she left. That’s one ‘benefit’ I guess you could call it. She was at peace and wasn’t serious about it at all. She told me not to be down about it, that I’d be joining her soon and to go out and make a big thing of living. That was our joke. I was always telling her to not make a big thing out of the issues she came up with. And she’d say, ‘Why not? That’s all the fun there is to living.’”
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