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            DO NOT TAKE IT TO HEART

          

        

      

    

    
      Some people like cemeteries.

      The best ones come to sit and remember. Quiet souls who bring flowers, talk a little, and leave the air softer than when they arrived. There are others too, the ones who take what isn’t theirs, or come to chase a thrill among the stones. I’ve little patience for them.

      And then there are the dead. I don’t know if they like it here, or if liking has nothing to do with it.

      And me—I’m the only living resident of St Aubin’s Rest, though some days the word living feels generous.

      “Lucien.”

      Her voice drifts through the still air—thin as smoke, fragile as the breeze through dry grass.

      I stop and glance behind the old rose bush, a vast, untamed thing whose branches arch like ribs over the gravel. Its blooms have come back with sudden abundance after the rain fortnight ago, crimson petals beaded with dew and the faint scent of rust. Beneath it stands Odette, her small shape half-lost in the green. She turns, eyes pale and clouded like morning mist. She’s been a quiet fixture in my days for as long as I can remember—a presence more than a person, a voice that returns no matter the season. I’ve often wondered if she truly sees me, or only feels the air shift where I stand. Best not to ask.

      “Odette,” I say quietly. “Good morning.”

      She brightens at once. “Oh, good morning, dear. Have you seen him about today?”

      “Not yet. Still another hour before visitors.”

      “Ah, yes… of course.” Her smile deepens, folding into the fine creases that map her cheeks, the sort of lines made by a lifetime of kindness. Then she fades a little into the light, content to wait.

      I move on, following the winding path through the graves. The stones dot the grassy hill like teeth in an old jaw—some white and clean as bone, others eroded to ghosts of names. Angel wings without faces. Crosses sunk at odd angles, tilting towards the valley below. A warm wind rises from the south, carrying the scent of thyme and dust from the fields. The first breath of summer. It whispers through the cypress and the wildflowers between the plots, stirring the edges of my coat.

      

      The office squats at the end of the lane just inside the main gate—one small room and a toilet block, both the colour of old plaster. A red truck is parked at an impatient angle across the gravel. I sigh under my breath. The trust’s been hiring extra hands again. “Casual labourers,” they call them. Strangers to the dead, I call them. They never stay long enough to learn the ground’s temperament.

      The door creaks as I push it open. A man in a red cap steps out of the toilet, wiping his hands on his jeans. He gives me a nod—or maybe just a grunt—and mistakes me for another day-hand.

      Fine by me.

      We walk into the office.

      Inside, a young woman I don’t recognise looks up from the desk. Her smile falters when her eyes land on me. To her credit, she pulls it back—trained reflex, maybe kindness. I tug the hood lower without thinking. It’s habit now, the small mercy of sparing people the sight of what’s left of me. Easier for them. Easier for me. Keeps the clean distance from the living.

      Mrs Arnaud told me last month she was retiring. I hadn’t wanted to believe her. Seeing this young woman behind the desk, neat blouse, hair pinned up against the heat, makes the truth settle. Must be her granddaughter.

      “M-morning,” I mumble, hoping my voice stays small.

      “Morning,” she replies, brave enough to sound almost steady.

      She tears a sheet from the pad and scribbles notes with brisk, nervous movements. “Open plot DA73 for tomorrow’s service. Head-end to the west. And please remember the tarp under the spoil heap this time.”

      “Yeah, yeah,” says Red Cap, bored already.

      She stiffens, keeping her tone even. “The canvas lining’s in the storage. Put it down before you leave.” The pen bites through the page, a sharp little scar on the desk. She adds another note or two—insurance against the kind of man who’ll misplace the instructions before he’s lifted a spade.

      I open my battered logbook and turn near the end—only a few pages left. I’ll need a new one soon. I’d asked Mrs Arnaud before she left, but she must have forgotten. There’s no real reason I should keep my own burial record; the trust already holds the official ledgers. Mine is private, unnecessary.

      Still, I pull the leather-bound copy towards me and begin copying the details into my little book. I always write each name carefully, reverently—as if the act itself were prayer. For many of them, this will be the only trace of their lives I’ll ever hold.

      Jonathan Rowan Graye

      Resident of Pontarçon

      1 Blackthorn Close

      Twenty years old

      I pause, the number pressing heavy behind my ribs. Twenty. A few years younger than me.

      Rule number one from Gideon’s Gravedigger handbook: Do not take it to heart.

      I swallow.

      Miss Arnaud glances at the page, perhaps to fill the silence.

      “So young,” she says quietly. “Our job isn’t to ask questions—only to turn the earth and close him over.”

      I manage a small smile she barely sees. “Yes, miss.”

      Her eyes meet mine for a heartbeat, then politely look away.

      “It’s fine. I know what I’m doing,” the man cuts in, snatching the paper before she’s done writing. The pen scrapes, the page tears slightly under his impatience. He strides out and slams the door.

      Miss Arnaud flinches at the noise. “… Don’t forget the grave boards,” she calls weakly after him.

      I nod once, murmuring, “I’ll make sure, miss.”

      Outside, the sunlight feels sharp after the dim office. The air is warm, almost sweet—the kind of morning that makes the soil easy to turn. A good day for digging, if ever there is one.

      From behind the building comes the sound of the man muttering and cursing, tools clattering in the shed. I’d rather not cross his path, so I take the other way. There are chores enough that don’t require company.

      Plot DA73—the new zone, just beyond my cottage. I can see it in my mind already: the slope soft with grass, an old rowan keeping watch over the ground. Its branches are heavy with late-spring leaves—feathered green touched with copper, and clusters of white blossom that catch the light like scattered ash. The tree is older than anyone who’ll ever rest beneath it. From there, the view opens towards the valley below.

      I know every rise and turn of this place by heart. It’s my duty to know it and, I suppose, my privilege too.

      Tomorrow’s the funeral. I’ll need to clear the path for the bearers when they bring him through the west gate.

      Across the yard, Red Cap hauls a spade and a shovel over his shoulder, still grumbling about the tarp. I watch him go, then turn back towards the graves, where the air is quieter and the ground knows my name.

      

      The path slopes gently down towards my cottage—the caretaker’s place. The building sits low against the hillside, stones weathered and lichened, probably as old as the cemetery itself. Mrs Arnaud once told me it was built for the first groundsman, long before records began; I like to think the walls have listened to every spade strike since.

      It claims the best spot in St Aubin’s Rest, tucked just below the chapel rise, facing the valley. From here, Pontarçon spills down the slope like a patchwork of old roofs and narrow lanes, all the way to where the river glints in the distance. Smoke lifts from morning chimneys; a church bell rings somewhere far off, soft and out of time with ours.

      Children’s voices drift faintly upwards, carried on the wind. A sunny orange school bus winds down the narrow road and glides over the Vale bridge, sunlight flickering across its windows like mirrors catching ghosts.

      For a moment, I imagine the lives inside them—people with destinations, appointments, reasons to hurry. The world keeps turning down there, polite enough to pretend I’m still part of it.

      I pause at the bend in the path, watching the town. The sight always feels both familiar and foreign—like something I dreamt once and then misplaced. I haven’t crossed that bridge in years. Not since I came to live with Gideon. From here, the distance is easier to manage; it looks almost kind.

      Outside my cottage, the birch leans towards the valley, its pale bark peeling in thin, papery curls. The first flush of green trembles along its branches—new leaves, soft as silk, catching the light. A blackbird chatters from the topmost bough, its song skipping through the still air. I walk past beneath its dappled shade.

      The cottage door sticks a little; it’ll only get worse once the summer rain sets in. I’ll see to the hinges tonight.

      Inside, the air smells of earth and lamp oil—my own kind of comfort. The cottage isn’t large, but for one person it’s more than enough. The front room serves as kitchen, sitting space, and workshop all at once. One side is lined with shelves and pegs where I keep my tools—each cleaned, oiled, and arranged with quiet devotion.

      Spades of different blades, tamping rods, ropes, canvas tarps. The saws and shears hung in pairs like polite companions. Secateurs gleam under the dim window light; the measuring staff leans by the wall beside my little dining table.

      Call it snobbishness or hoarding if you like—I prefer to call it professional pride. Ever since the trust started bringing in hired hands, I’ve kept my best tools in here, away from curious fingers. Those lads mean well enough, but they treat a spade like it’s a stick for stirring soup. Leave it out overnight, edges dull with rust by morning.

      The shears catch my eye. The hedges could do with a trim; they always get unruly after rain. I lift them down, test the hinge, then set them neatly in the barrow. The secateurs follow, and the small rake.

      After a pause—thinking of Red Cap and his fine opinion of tarpaulins—I add the shovel as well. Better safe than sorry.

      

      By late afternoon, the light softens to honey and dust. I tidy the gravel paths, gathering stray branches and clippings left by the morning wind. The broom rasps softly over stone; the sound settles into the stillness. When the barrow’s full, I take the waste round to the compost by the utility yard. The air there always smells of damp earth and sweet rot—the kind of scent that lingers on your hands no matter how hard you wash.

      As I make my way back past the office, the red truck is gone.

      Has he finished already? That’s fast.

      I knock on the door, but no answer comes. The place feels hollow without voices. Around the corner, the shed stands open, afternoon light pooling across the threshold. The grave boards are still stacked neatly against the wall. I sigh. Miss Arnaud had looked so determined when she gave the instruction.

      “Well,” I mutter, “someone’s got to do it.”

      I lift the boards into the barrow—heavy things, warped with age—and start the walk westwards.

      The rowan marks the edge of the new ground. It blocks the sun just enough that the grave lies half in shade, half in fire. The air shimmers with drifting dust and gnats. Sunspots dance across the spoil heap like coins scattered over dark soil.

      I stop a few paces short. The open ground always holds me still for a moment—a quiet that feels older than breath. To most, it’s a hole in the earth. To me, it’s something closer to a confession. A space where the living and the dead meet in truth. I’ve never known a place more honest.

      I walk to the edge and look down. At least Red Cap had attempted to square the corners. He hadn’t bothered to shore up the sides, and the lining’s nowhere to be seen. The tarp is there—one point to him—but no boards, no care for collapse.

      I let out a low breath.

      If I’m being truthful, I don’t really mind these half-hearted jobs. They give me something to put right. My tribute to the dead, if you like.

      I fetch the shovel from the barrow and start trimming the edges, making them true. The soil’s soft from the rain two weeks ago; it crumbles easily under the blade. The rhythm steadies me—scrape, lift, turn.

      The sun slips lower, the rowan tree losing its hold on shade. Heat builds between my shoulders. My coat’s already smeared with mud, heavy as wet paper. I pull the hood down, unbutton the front, and toss it onto the edge of the pit.

      The air clings to me. Sweat makes the shirt stick tight across my chest; the burn beneath it prickles as if newly made. The scars always wake when the heat does. I glance around—the gates are shut, the paths empty. Only the wind and the stones for company. I strip the shirt off with reluctance.

      “That’s better,” I say, half to myself.

      I brace the grave walls with boards—careful work, the kind Gideon taught me. The rain’s left the soil tender, quick to give way if not respected. Each plank goes in with measured taps of the mallet, the sound dull and rhythmic with my breathing. There’s comfort in it, the ritual of it.

      “I always thought it was just a hole.” The voice startles me. Warm, edged with amusement, like sunset caught in sound. “Do you put in this much work every time?”

      I jolt upright. Panic grips before sense. My hand goes to my face, instinctive, covering the left side—before I remember I’m bare to the waist. The light’s low now, merciful, the last of it filtering through the leaves. Still, I snatch up the coat and drag it on, pulling the hood close over my head.

      “The… cemetery’s closed,” I manage, my voice harsher than intended.

      “I know.” The voice again—easy, untroubled by guilt. “But I had to check on behalf of my family.”

      “The Grayes?” I ask, glancing up.

      A young man stands at the edge, the sky burning behind him. Slim build, brown hair tousled by the wind, the kind of face that belongs in sunlight.

      “That’s me,” he says. There’s a pause then, a trace of guilt softening the brightness.

      I should offer condolences—that’s what decent people do—but the words stick. Maybe it’s the cheer in his tone, leaving no room for sympathy, or maybe it’s that he’s looking at me. Being seen always stops the mouth first. Either way, nothing comes out.

      So I turn back to the grave and the work that steadies me. The board slides in, the soil shifts, the world rights itself.

      After a moment, he speaks again, lighter this time. “You look like you’re waiting for the ground to swallow you. Mind if I sit on the edge?”

      I glance over my shoulder. No point arguing. He’s already settled himself on the spoil heap, one knee bent, sunlight pooling round him like he belongs there.

      I tap the boards in place with the mallet, quick and deliberate. It’s easier to focus on the task than the eyes watching me. When it’s done, I climb out, brushing soil from my palms. He’s stretched back on the heap, staring up at the sky like it’s his own ceiling.

      He glances over, waiting.

      I should speak—something polite, human—but habit wins.

      “The lining,” I mumble, and wheel the barrow away before the silence can lengthen.

      By the time I return with the canvas, the place is empty. The grave sits quiet in the falling dusk, edges neat, walls braced, boards secure. The air has cooled; the rowan stirs with a low susurrus, its leaves speaking a language only the dead might understand.

      I set the canvas down beside the hole and rest my hand on the shovel. The night air whispers, soft and amused.

      Maybe I imagined him.

      Wouldn’t be the first time.
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            ARRIVE EARLY. THE GUEST OF HONOUR WON’T MIND

          

        

      

    

    
      The morning lies still beneath a low sky. Cool air gathers in the hollows, damp with the scent of turned soil and morning dew. I pull on my coat and step out just after dawn, the world still half-asleep. The grass clings to my boots, whispering, and the stones wear their sheen like thin glass.

      The birds are quiet today. Word gets around, even among them, when a burial’s due.

      Odette’s bench stands empty next to her grave—her shawl folded over the armrest, forgotten or meant as a sign she’ll be gone awhile. It feels wrong without her watching the gate. I circle the grounds, checking the fences, the paths, the grave itself. Nothing out of place. I brush a stray leaf from the canvas I’d laid over the pit last night and straighten the boards beside it.

      The faint swell of the organ drifts from St Mary’s—slow and solemn, like the land remembering how to pray. The choir follows, a pale ribbon of sound tangled in the mist. It sounds older than the valley, older than grief.

      By the time the sun pushes through the clouds, Red Cap appears at the edge of the path. He trudges over, shoulders hunched, hands buried deep in his coat pockets. His eyes narrow at the canvas.

      “Someone’s been at my work,” he mutters, crouching to prod at the lining I’d set in last night.

      I say nothing—just stoop nearby, pretending a sudden concern for a wilted bouquet in a grave vase. Wise to let him think the ghosts did it.

      He huffs, straightens, brushes the dirt from his knees. For a moment his gaze hooks on me—suspicion sharp beneath his cap’s brim—but he says nothing. Only spits into the soil and mutters about amateurs before stalking off towards the tool shed.

      From the west gate comes the sound of tyres on gravel. Miss Arnaud arrives with two lads from the Vale Funeral Home, each carrying boxes of flowers and the folded awning for the stand. Red Cap, in an uncharacteristic mood, strides forward to help—taking a box from her arms before I can. She gives him a tired smile. Between us, we set the props around the open ground with the ease of long habit.

      Within minutes the burial plot takes its shape⁠—

      a trestle draped in white cloth for the photograph,

      a ring of metal stands for the flower displays,

      a small wooden lectern for the priest’s notes,

      and a strip of green matting over the boards to keep the mourners from the mud.

      Everything neat, measured, temporary.

      Miss Arnaud kneels beside a cardboard box, opening it with care. Inside lies a framed photograph wrapped in tissue. She lifts it out, wipes a faint mark from the glass, and sets it on the stand.

      The face inside smiles—young, gentle, unguarded. I pause, already know who this is. Jonathan Graye, aged twenty.

      The sight catches somewhere low in my chest. I’ve seen that smile before.

      I move nearer, unable to stop myself.

      Yes—exactly the same, the lightness of it. The smile that looked down at me last night.

      A hush passes through the air. Even the soil seems to listen. Then the bell at St Mary’s tolls—slow, singular—its sound sliding down through the cloud like iron sinking in water.

      The bearing begins.

      I let out a quiet sigh, half wonder, half weariness, and step back from the plot.

      Rarely does a soul linger in this world after death. When they do, it’s for reasons that cling close to the heart. Odette waits for her husband still, sitting by the gate each morning. Some of the lads keep watch for a war long ended, certain the bugle will sound again. They hover near their own stones, patient as weather.

      But the lad from last night… he didn’t seem the waiting sort. There was nothing troubled in him, no binding I could feel. Just that smile—easy, careless, but unreal.

      Still, no sense puzzling over it. Most ghosts fade soon after their funeral rites are done, as though all they wanted was to stand once more among the living, to feel the warmth of love one last time before letting go.

      

      I wander towards the west gate. A long row of cypress trees flanks the path there—old giants, their trunks dark and furrowed, their crowns tapering into the pale sky. They stand close together like weary soldiers keeping their final watch, the wind threading softly through their limbs.

      Beyond them, through the gaps of green, the cortège winds up the lane—the hearse first, its black glass gleaming faintly beneath the dull morning light. The slow rhythm of tyres on gravel hums through the ground, steady as a heartbeat drawing nearer. The door shuts with a hollow thud, followed by the shuffling of shoes. Pallbearers move in steady time, the priest ahead, murmuring his prayer. Behind them trail the mourners—black coats, veils, lace trembling in the chill breeze.

      I fall into step at the back, quiet as shadow, my gaze searching the procession.

      But the face from last night isn’t among them.

      The cortège comes to halt beside the grave. Miss Arnaud gives her small nod, the one that tells the world to be still. The priest opens his book; the page flutters in the breeze, thin and pale as a moth’s wing. His voice rises and falls like the tide, washing through the silence: dust to dust, ashes to ashes. I’ve heard those words so many times they’ve turned to rhythm, not meaning—the soft cadence of letting go.

      It’s then I see him.

      A figure at the far side of the mourners—tall, slight, dressed too loosely for the cold. Layers of muted cloth, a scarf looped round his neck in a way that seems careless, almost bohemian. He moves through the gathered crowd like wind through reeds, quiet, unbothered by the bodies he passes.

      He stops beside a woman in black satin and veil. Mrs Graye, I realise—his mother. She doesn’t turn.

      “Mother,” he says, or mouths it; I can’t hear the sound, only see the shape of the word. He touches her arm, but his hand stirs no response. The man beside her glances up, brows drawn, but looks straight through him.

      Jonathan’s face changes then. The brightness I saw in the photo is gone; what stands here is older somehow—drawn, colourless, eyes hollow with grief. He looks at his mother as though willing her to see.

      The priest’s voice steadies, closing the rite. “Into your hands, O merciful Saviour, we commend thy servant.” He gestures to the bearers.

      I keep to the edge as the lads lower the coffin. The ropes creak, stretched under weight. Earth shifts beneath my boots. Miss Arnaud kneels to arrange the wreaths—white lilies, yellow roses, the same careful order her mother always kept. Her breath clouds faintly in the chill air. Around us, the mourners whisper; some pray, others only stare, uncertain whether to believe in endings.

      I glance again at Jonathan. He forces a small smile, still trying to reach his mother. She doesn’t respond. The priest closes his book, and the tight cluster of mourners loosens. People move, step around the grave, but he stands unmoving, eyes fixed on the coffin now resting in the pit.

      Then comes the soft thud of earth against wood—that dull, hollow sound that never leaves the bones.

      I bow my head out of habit more than faith. The scent of wet soil thickens, and I feel it—that faint shift in the air, the moment when warmth leaves the world. The space beside the grave seems lighter, emptier.

      When I look up, there’s a shimmer at the edge of sight, as if the air bends in on itself. I blink, and it’s gone.

      He’s gone.

      A long breath escapes me before I notice it. Relief, perhaps, or something close to it.

      The service ends. The mourners drift back towards the cars, voices low, footsteps muffled in the grass. Miss Arnaud stays behind to gather the leftover flowers. Red Cap folds the matting, muttering about the damp. I fetch the boards.

      Before I leave, I glance once more at the photograph. That same smile greets me—unguarded, eternal. I catch myself smiling back.

      “Rest easy,” I mumble.

      

      The afternoon settles grey and heavy over the valley. The light has thinned to pewter, the kind that makes every shadow linger too long. After the committal, Miss Arnaud and the lads from the Vale linger by the grave, checking ropes, clearing petals, murmuring over the neatness of things. Red Cap hangs back in his usual sour mood, waiting for them to leave so he can fill the pit. Too many people, too many reasons to be busy. I leave them to it.

      The mourners have gone. Their tyre tracks fade quickly into the gravel as I push my barrow towards the car park. A few stray ribbons and damp tissues lie scattered near the gate. I gather them in silence, drop them into the bin, and tamp the lid shut. The smell of wet soil and wilted flowers clings to the air.

      I steer the barrow along the row of cypress trees, their tall shapes lining the cemetery’s edge. Beneath them, the ground is soft with fallen needles. I stoop with the rake, drawing slow, even arcs until the soil breathes again.

      I glance up at the fourth tree from the car park. Its trunk split years before I came here, a wound long braced by Gideon’s hand. He’d bound it with wooden stakes and rope; it’s still thriving, stubborn as anything that refuses to die. Now and then I replace the rope, but otherwise, it manages well enough on its own. I take a stiff brush from the barrow and sweep at the moss that’s crept up the lower bark. Resin scents the air—sharp, clean, almost holy. As I work, I feel the faint stir, that slow watchfulness I’ve come to know.

      Within the grain of the rough bark, a pair of eyes open—pale, recessed, like knots that learned to see. They blink once, slow and ancient.

      “We’re putting one down today,” I say quietly.

      The eyes drift towards me, the lids half-closed, a patient acknowledgement.

      “Everything’s fine, Old Chap. Thank you for keeping watch.”

      The eyes close again, sinking back into wood.

      I finish brushing the trunk and sweep away the dry cones. When I straighten, I rest my hand against the bark a moment longer than I mean to. This ghost—I never learned his name. A soldier, I think, from the Great War. His name is carved and fading somewhere among the stones. He’s been here longer than anyone, too long, until the earth finally claimed him, folded him into the roots. Now the tree breathes for him. All I can do is keep the ground clean and the needles raked.

      Sometimes I wonder why I can see them at all. I like to think there’s a reason—a purpose, maybe divine. Perhaps I’m meant to help them find their way. But I don’t know how. They stay because they choose to, and I’m only the caretaker of their silence.

      

      The evening settles over the grounds like a cool, damp cloth. Somewhere behind the slate of cloud, the sun exhales its last breath of gold—no more than a shimmer caught on the western stones.

      I stop by the cottage to fetch the hand tamper. It’s purpose-made for the job, the handle worn smooth by years of use. The shepherd’s crook leans against the wall beside it. I take that too—might be out for a while.

      The lantern hangs from its hook just outside the door. I check the oil, trim the wick, strike the match. The light flares, soft and steady. I hang it from the crook and set it across my barrow. As I walk, the lantern swings, spilling thin slices of amber through the dark.

      The cemetery after closing hour is mine alone. The gates are locked, the roads silent. A blackbird gives one last sharp note before folding into the hedge. Insects murmur low to the grass, a pulse beneath the air. Everything else holds its breath.

      The old rowan leans at the edge of the lower ground, where the fence gives up and the earth begins its slow fall towards the valley. Before the trust opened this patch for burials, I used to come here when the air felt too thick. The branches tremble like bones remembering how to move. Even in summer the leaves keep a tired green, rubbed down to ash. But the berries—those are stubborn. Bright as drops of blood caught in dusk. The birds strip them bare each winter, and still the tree keeps trying.

      Gideon used to say old trees keep the dead from wandering, that’s why they plant them along the cemetery edge. I never knew if it was true or just something he told to quiet a boy’s fear, but I like to think the trees listen. When the wind moves through the rowan, the sound is softer than prayer. Like someone breathing through the cracks of the world.

      I leave the barrow on the gravel and step onto the new mound. The ground gives a little under my boot. Red Cap’s done a decent job for once. I take up the tamper and press the soil in slow, steady strokes. Each thud settles the earth a little closer to rest. The scent rises—raw, mineral, clean.

      Then the rake. I draw the teeth through the soil until the mound lies even and calm, a low rise smoothed like a blanket. The ribs it leaves are faint as a signature—mine, but quiet. Maybe Red Cap will notice, wonder if the dead tidy their own beds at night.

      There.

      Perfect.

      I step back. Jonathan would be pleased, I think.

      I sweep stray soil from the turf, fetch the watering can from the barrow, and climb the slope to the tap. A little water to settle the dust, to bind the surface so the soil will take.

      When I walk back down, something catches my eye—a faint glow behind the rowan, where the fence gives way to open dark. Moonlight drifts across the slope, pale as breath, and for a moment I think it’s only the lantern swinging.

      Then I see him.

      A figure standing still among the roots.

      The air tightens. The flame in my lantern flickers, guttering low. I can feel the ground draw cold beneath my boots.

      I thought he’d gone—crossed wherever the others go.

      But Jonathan Graye hasn’t gone anywhere.

      He lingers there, half in shadow, as if the earth itself won’t take him.

      And I don’t know whether to call his name… or start digging again.
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