
 

 
 

The name on the gravestone was faded by the years, and almost completely 
unrecognizable. The only words visible were the short phrase under the name. 

 
 “May his memory live on forever.”  
 
A sweet sentiment, but a childish one. Enoch knew better. If his time wandering the 

dreary graveyard that taught him anything, it was that his (and to a bigger extent, everyone’s), 
life was meaningless in the grand scheme of things.  

 
Enoch stood up and brushed off his trousers, as he watched the dreary fog curl around his 

feet like a clingy child. Perhaps he should have spent less time in the graveyard, it was bad for 
his already poor health. But he had nothing to return to. No friends, no family, no job… In this 
large bit of land, filled with people deep in the great sleep, the rest of the world seemed to blur 
away. 

 
He liked to spend his time wandering around the morbid landscape, reading the 

gravestones, wondering who these souls were before they descended into the beyond. This grave, 
the one who’s name was far too faded to understand, was one he had never seen before today. 
Now, he kept returning to it... Perhaps, if he was a more superstitious man, he would have 



 

believed this occurrence to be some sort of omen, but Enoch didn’t believe in any of that 
nonsense about ghosts. Yes, he was old-fashioned, but he knew what happened when people die. 
Nothing. Everything goes dark, and that’s that. There wasn’t any evidence otherwise. 
 

He took a few steps, deciding to wander another wing of the graveyard. He closed his 
eyes, attuned to every small sound and sense in the graveyard. The quiet gurgling of the pond, 
the meeting of his old-fashioned shoes and the stone path, the crying out of crows in the distance. 
Then a new one crept into his conscious. A strange rattling. It almost sounded like bones… 

 
Enoch stiffened, but, as he paused there, but all he could hear was the crowing from a 

nearby murder of crows. The rattling sound was no more. He took a deep breath. His old nerves 
were failing him. It was just a figment of his imagination, nothing more. Once again, he walked. 
After a while, he became painfully aware of another sound. The rattling came once again. He 
looked around, searching for the cause of such a thing.  

 
This was how he made his way, pausing every so often to try to shake the rattling sound 

from what he thought was the corners of his imagination. Like most days in the cemetery, he had 
no destination or path, just a strange, wandering pattern. There was no where he needed to get to. 
This was true today, but he couldn’t shake the feeling that there was a place he needed to get 
away from.  

 
He finally came to a small pool of water. He sat down, peering at his reflection. He 

looked pale and gaunt. His pale blue eyes were widened and his face was twisted into a look of 
alarm that seemed to linger whichever way he turned his head. He looked like he had seen a 
ghost.  

 
On any other day, he would have smiled. Oh, how he had fallen. These days he spent his 

time wandering a graveyard, pale and hungry for communication. But back in his childhood, he 
was praised for his good looks and popularity. It seemed like many lifetimes ago, but Enoch 
knew that in reality it was only 40 or so years. 

 
He had come from a wealthy family of aristocrats, and, although he wasn’t particularly 

close to anyone, (kin or otherwise) he had only the best. The finest clothes that money could buy, 
lavish feasts, proper schooling, it was a truly wonderful life. But, like many families at that time, 
his family fell on hard times. Suddenly, all of the luxury he was used to seemed to dissipate like 
a mirage, leaving nothing behind but a thirsty desert of sorrow. Sure, he was still of noble 
lineage, and held himself to certain standards, but what use is noble lineage without any money 
to back that claim? 

 



 

In those days, he was so obsessed with appearance, with looking good and becoming 
richer. But something happened along the way (for the life of him, he couldn’t remember what). 
It all seemed so… hopeless. He slowly sunk into hopelessness. He started visiting the cemetery 
more and more. It was his only place of solace. While his health weakened and weakened, he 
started to forget more and more of his worries. He loved to lose himself to the quiet harmony of 
the spirits. 

 
But as he kneeled there, looking at the water, something broke inside of him. He couldn’t 

escape the feeling he was being chased… That all of his mistakes were coming for him. He had 
put it off for so long, but it was as if his regrets were rising from the grave.  

 
Enoch stood up, and heard the rattling of bones once more. It seemed to be everywhere, 

coming from all around him. There was no escape! He blindly ran, feeling in front of him, 
running in any direction he could to get away from the guilt. He needed to get away… But in his 
blind panic, he had forgotten his surroundings. In fact, the very grave he was running away had 
sprouted in his path, as if it was rising out of the ground… 

 
____________________________________________________________________________ 

 
If you were to have passed a particular graveyard on a particularly cloudy day, you might 

have seen a strange man crouched over a gravestone, through the fog. But if you were to step 
closer to him, he would dissipate, much like the fog concealing him. All that would remain 
would be the gravestone. On closer inspection, it’s words would be very legible. 

 
“Here lies Enoch Willows. May his memory live on forever…” 
  


