
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


ASHES OF THE BLACKSPIRE

by Raven MaCabre

© 2025 Raven MaCabre

All rights reserved.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Dedication

[image: ]




For Eboni Rai Drew, a dedicated wife who always believed in all my dreams.
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THE COFFIN GATE

The first time I saw the Coffin Gate I was nine, and snow was in the air though the sky hadn’t committed to it yet. Thirty years later the iron still remembered my hand, the frost taking my skin’s heat like a coin for entry. That gate didn’t belong to any graveyard I’d ever known. It stood alone, bolted into black basalt at the lip of the quarry where the Blackspire Mine caved in, a freestanding door to a place no one wanted to name.

Behind it, the land sloped down to a field of broken timber and granite like a frozen wave. The spine of the Blackspire itself—what the surveyors once called a columnar intrusion—thrust up on the far side, a tower of dark rock veined with rust. In certain light it looked wet, as if it had just risen from something deeper than the earth. Folks in Darlowe said there weren’t caves under it, only rooms.

I hadn’t planned to come back. But funerals are the kind of gravity you don’t negotiate with. My mother died the way she lived—quietly, like she was stepping out of the room for a second that just never ended. The service was perfunctory. The coffee at the fellowship hall tasted like someone boiled it to punish the beans. Neighbors I hadn’t seen in twenty years pressed my shoulders and told me what a good son I’d been. When the house emptied, I opened the flour bin and took out the shoebox she hid behind it. Inside lay a fan of newspapers brittle as moth wings: BLACKSPIRE DISASTER: TWELVE LOST. MINERS’ FAMILIES DEMAND SEARCH. BOY SURVIVES COLLAPSE. The photo was me wrapped in a foil blanket, coal dust striping my cheeks. The caption got my name wrong—Abel instead of Abe. It felt like the mine got to rename me and the town agreed.

I didn’t sleep. At four a.m., still in my suit, I drove out County 7 past the high school whose gym lights never went dark and the Dairy Bar with the dead neon cone. I left the truck by the jack pine with lightning scars like ribs and walked the last half mile. Crows shifted in the dark like the sound of cloth being folded. The gate was farther than I remembered, the black column taller. Childhood shrinks and enlarges things unfairly. I braced to be embarrassed by a smaller monster. Instead, it had grown teeth.

If you asked anyone in Darlowe who put the Coffin Gate there, you got more story than answer. One version said the company installed it after the collapse to keep out vandals. Another said it appeared overnight like frost. My favorite said the miners’ wives dragged it from the churchyard, hammered it into the rock themselves, and hung a lock on it with a word that wasn’t any language mortals use. I leaned in and studied the iron tongue and the heart-sized lock. The word was there, all right—tilted letters that hurt the eye, like looking at a nail head that keeps being a coin.
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