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The Father Who Never Died

The Shadow in the Rain

The rain drummed relentlessly against the cold glass of his high-rise apartment, creating a rhythmic cadence that mirrored the anxious beating of his heart. Arthur stared out into the grey abyss of the city, feeling the familiar weight of solitude settling upon his shoulders like a heavy woolen blanket. It had been five long years since the funeral, yet the silence in the room still felt deafeningly loud tonight.

He turned away from the weeping window and looked at the framed photograph sitting on the mantle, the glass slightly dusty from weeks of neglect. His father’s smile was frozen in time, a captured moment of joy that felt alien to Arthur’s current reality. Grief was supposed to fade with time, or so they said, but for him, it had merely transformed into a dull, constant ache in his bones.

A sudden clap of thunder shook the floorboards, startling him out of his melancholic reverie and propelling him toward the small kitchenette. He needed coffee, something bitter and hot to ground him in the present moment before the memories took over completely. As the dark liquid brewed, filling the small space with its roasted aroma, Arthur couldn’t shake the sensation that something significant was about to shift in his life.

He decided to leave the suffocating quiet of the apartment, grabbing his coat and heading out into the storm for a walk. The streets were slick with oil and water, reflecting the neon signs of the city like a distorted watercolor painting. Arthur walked with his head down, navigating the puddles with the muscle memory of a man who had walked these same lonely paths for a thousand nights.

Passing the old jazz club where his father used to play the saxophone on Tuesday nights, Arthur felt a sharp pang of loss. The music spilling out onto the street was vibrant and alive, a cruel contrast to the silence of the grave. He paused by the entrance, the rain dripping from the brim of his hat, listening to a melody that sounded hauntingly like one of Thomas’s favorites.

He was about to turn away when a figure exiting the club caught his eye, causing his breath to hitch in his throat painfully. The man was wearing a faded brown leather jacket, the exact same style his father had worn every day for twenty years. Arthur blinked rapidly, trying to clear the rain from his lashes, certain that his tired mind was playing cruel tricks on him again.

The figure turned slightly to light a cigarette, cupping his hands against the wind in a gesture that was unmistakably familiar. The flare of the lighter illuminated a profile that Arthur had memorized since childhood—the sharp nose, the heavy brow, the weary set of the jaw. Arthur froze in the middle of the sidewalk, the bustling city sounds fading into a dull roar as the world narrowed down.

Panic and disbelief warred within him, creating a chaotic storm of emotions that left him momentarily paralyzed and unable to move his feet. It was impossible, he told himself, because he had stood by the grave and watched the coffin descend into the earth. Yet, the man standing just twenty feet away was the living, breathing embodiment of the father he had mourned for five agonizing years.

Arthur took a tentative step forward, his voice trapped in his throat, realizing he didn’t even know what he would say if he reached him. The man exhaled a cloud of smoke that mingled with the misty rain, then turned his collar up against the cold. He began to walk away, his gait possessing a distinctive, slightly uneven rhythm that Arthur knew better than his own heartbeat.

Adrenaline finally surged through Arthur’s veins, breaking his paralysis and urging him to give chase before the ghost disappeared into the night. He ran across the slick pavement, ignoring the honking horns of taxis that swerved to avoid him. “Dad!” he screamed, the word tearing from his throat raw and desperate, but the wind snatched the sound away before it could reach the man ahead.

The figure didn’t stop or turn around, continuing his steady pace toward the subway entrance that swallowed commuters into the underground. Arthur pushed himself harder, his lungs burning with the cold air, terror and hope mixing in a potent cocktail. He reached the stairs just as the man descended, the brown leather jacket disappearing into the throng of people rushing to escape the miserable weather.
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