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The Weight of Yesterday

The salty air of Seabreeze Cove did little to cleanse the perpetual haze that seemed to cling to Arthur Finch. It wasn’t the coastal fog, though that was a frequent visitor; it was the mist of memory, thick and suffocating. Three years. Three years since the accident, since the laughter died, since Sarah... Arthur tightened his grip on the well-worn railing of his small, weathered porch, his knuckles white against the peeling paint. The rhythmic crash of the waves against the shore was a constant, mournful drumbeat, a soundtrack to his self-imposed exile.

He’d once been a man who built, a architect with a passion for sleek lines and sustainable design. Now, his hands, once deft with a pen and a blueprint, mostly held a chipped mug of lukewarm coffee or the tools for the endless, minor repairs his dilapidated cottage demanded. The cottage itself was a metaphor for his life: sturdy bones, but crumbling at the edges, in desperate need of a renovation he couldn’t bring himself to start.

His only company was a stray cat he’d begrudgingly named ‘Shadow’ because of its uncanny ability to appear and disappear silently. Shadow, a sleek, black creature with eyes like emeralds, currently rubbed against his ankles, purring a low rumble that was surprisingly comforting. Arthur bent down, a slight wince in his knee, and scratched behind the cat’s ears. “At least someone still appreciates me, eh, Shadow?”

The cat responded with a head-butt and a more insistent purr.

Arthur’s days were a monotonous cycle: wake before dawn, watch the sunrise paint the sky in hues he no longer truly saw, drink bitter coffee, wander the beach searching for forgotten shells, make a meager lunch, read an old book, and then, as the sun dipped below the horizon, retreat into the quiet solitude of his cottage. The nights were the worst. That’s when Sarah’s face would appear, vivid and smiling, then shattering into a thousand pieces as the image of the crumpled car, the flashing lights, the guttural cry that had escaped him, took over.

He avoided mirrors. The man staring back was a stranger: gaunt, with haunted eyes and a perpetually furrowed brow. The once vibrant sparkle had been extinguished, replaced by a dull ache. Friends had tried, at first. Calls, visits, offers of help. He’d politely, then less politely, pushed them away. He couldn’t bear their pity, couldn’t endure their attempts to ‘cheer him up.’ How could they understand the chasm that had opened inside him?

This morning, however, something felt...different. Not better, not hopeful, but a subtle tremor beneath the surface of his usual despair. He’d received a letter. A real letter, on thick cream paper, not a bill or junk mail. It was from an old acquaintance, a former colleague named David Miller. David, a man whose boundless optimism had always grated on Arthur’s more cynical nature, yet whose unwavering belief in Arthur’s talent had once been a source of quiet strength.
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