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T he Ghosts  in My Garden Have  S tarted D igging Graves

The Ghosts in My Garden Have Started Digging Graves

It is a gauzy morning, dust drifting through the air, sunlight splitting shadows and beams across the faded yellow
kitchen tiles. I am cutting an apple in paper-thin sheets, listening to the rhythmic thunk of the knife on the cutting
board. And that is when I see them.

The ghosts in my house have not been hostile. They offered to live with me not against me, but made it very clear
they would never offer to leave. And now they are standing in my garden, crouching to peer down at carrot tops and
running their half dead hands along the stems, gauging the rivets in the basil leaves. One of them sees me. We lock
eyes, and any sort of deadness in a friend's gaze could not possibly be comparable to the view of a half-chewed life
peering back at me out the body of a dead man. He flicks one hand into the air, and he waves. Picking up one of my
garden shovels, he puts a firm grip on the handle and gently rests the tip against the Earth, and with one swift push he
boots it deep into the soil.

...

This goes on. And I do not know how to stop them so I reconcile with the fact that I too will simply go on. 

Days start to slip by as easily as they always have. I start growing an avocado plant on the kitchen windowsill. I do
not go out to the garden anymore. One night as I am washing tomato off a plate from pasta, the leftover juice turning
the water red as it leaks out the sponge and splashes down the drain, I hear the kitchen door creak behind me. I feel
the weight of the floor shift and I feel the careful hesitance of something behind me, peering at my back, like a child
waiting to ask their teacher a question. There is no cold gust of wind. But I feel breath on my neck and it is warm.

I turn around and they’re gone.

...

They start to watch me sleep. I don’t have to see them doing it to know. They don’t pause at my doorway and stand
in the silhouette of the hallway light; watching me dream unencumbered like an overbearing mother. I hear them
resting on rafters of the ceiling and in the dry scrape of tree branches against my window.

...

They have been getting braver, I think. I still don’t see them inside the house, but they do not hesitate to watch me
from outside. One of them, a woman I think (or at least somebody who used to be), keeps an especially watchful
eye. She is one of the only ones who bothered to safely relocate the plants in the garden before upheaving the Earth,
and sure they’re simply moved to the pavement by the shed as she digs into the dirt where they used to be, but I’d
like to believe her intention is good.

The windowsill plant is starting to droop. I believe I may have been overwatering it, and even with my good
intentions it is still drowning. I’m afraid I don’t know how to take care of it properly, but I decide that I will
continue to try.



 

...

I wake up in the middle of the night feeling disrupted. Less awake so much as awoken. I sit up in bed, eyes blurry
with sleep and hair poofing around my head like an exploding halo. There is a creak from the rafters. I follow the
sound of footsteps that are not there down the stairs and into the kitchen. The door out to the garden stutters open
and I watch it shake in the wind of a false body passing through.

Against my better judgment, I step outside. My bare feet leave silhouettes in the damp dirt and they are not alone.
She is standing there. The ghost from before, hair limp and skin flaking off like plaster. Up close she does not look
as vacant and I find it is not her stripping and shedding skin or her body that is almost exclusively bones which
upsets me, it’s her chest that still rises and falls with breathes that shouldn’t still be able to hit the air and her balled
fists which still press crescent moons into her palms. She looks towards one of the holes in the ground in a half-
baked gesture for me to do the same.

I take a few steps forward, standing on the rim, and look down at it. There is a wisp of a comforting hand on my
shoulder and I look to see that she cannot touch me but she is trying. The hole, I realize now, is not a hole but a
grave.

I do not look back at here. I do not look at the kitchen door still shaking but now with a real tangible wind. I do not
look at the windowsill plant but if I had I would have seen that it was on its last legs. Instead I stare at the grave, no
longer a hole in my perception, but the absence of dirt. The space where something should be. It is shallow, and the
soil still looks soft and malleable from being freshly turned. It is right there, a step away, and for being a thing of
death in a place that was once so full of growth it looks so shockingly at home. Moonlight spills out of the sky,
echoing through a thick canopy of clouds and illuminating it like a spotlight, and some part of me argues that in this
moment everything is exactly where it is supposed to be. I am on the edge of a grave, under the considerate gaze of
a ghost, not staring death in the eye but rather what must be the passage towards it.

I go back inside.

...

I wind up on the edge of a grave every night from then on. There are multiple and I spread my time between them
evenly. I never think I will step into one, but in my head this is only something I manage to believe through the fact
that I visit them. I manage to convince myself that if I keep an eye on them, they will never consume me.

The same woman is not always there, but one of them always is. It is mostly her and the one that first waved at me.
They never say anything. I’m not sure if they’re capable, but some part of me thinks that even if they could they
wouldn’t. The occasional ricochet of clumps of dirt, prompted by my shifting feet, off the edge and down into the
bottom of a grave says enough.

Every night I go back inside.

...

It is the graves watching me more than the ghosts now. Sure, the ghosts are still there, but it feels less of their own
accord. They are doing the bidding of the graves. A slow yet relentless peer pressure. I can tell they have gotten
tired of watching me in the heavier weight of the creaks in the floor and rafters. They are waiting.

...

The ghosts have gotten more confrontational. I start to see them in the bathroom mirror, and the reflection of the
kitchen window. The windowsill plant is dead but I do not throw it out, yet I find myself constantly on the precipice
of tossing it in the trash and being done with it for good. I spend longer by the graves each night.

...



Sunday evening I do not bother to go to bed in the first place. I take my spot by the graves. I think I must be
watching them more than the ghosts now. I stand there for an extent of time that I cannot gauge but judging by the
dip of the moon it must be a while. Eventually I take a step back. Rubbing exhaustion out of my eyes with the balls
of my hands, I start to turn away.

She stops me. I blink at her slowly for a moment, standing in my path. I think I could walk through her but I don’t
want to risk trying. Her hair is a frizzy halo, weighed down by grease and backlit by the moon. The pits below her
cheekbones look bottomless.

“What do you want?” I croak, voice dull and cracked by the sleepless night.

She falters and for a brief moment I wonder if she has only failed to speak previously because I never prompted her.
Her mouth opens and closes around unsaid words for a moment before closing it firmly, and that hesitance ended
with failure to act is the most human thing I see her do.

She takes a shaky step forward and I am backed one step closer to the grave. She does not go to move, she simply
stares at me, and I know her waiting is present now more than ever. Waiting for me to yield. Waiting for me to lay
down in the grave in rest. Waiting for me to act.

Exhausted, I reach out and try to touch her. I expect my hand to go right through but instead it hits her cheek. Her
skin is cold and dry and I adjust my hand to cup her cheek. I do not feel a pulse but I feel the absence of it. I feel
her mouth part with breath and it hits my face, warm and smelling of wet dirt, but there is no dull thump of a pulse
beneath her skin. She looks at me with knowing. She looks like she knows with absolute certainty what I am about
to do next, and I am sure she thought that she did.

I slip my hand down, and in one move, I grab the front of her shirt, switch our positions and I push her into the
grave.
 


