A Day with the Dead
The cemetery gates seem to beckon him in.
A hot afternoon in May - the first hot day of the year. Get off the noisy street and find some peace among the departed.
A beautiful Victorian cemetery with a long central avenue stretching away up the hill for at least a mile and maybe two. On both sides a sea of granite and marble crosses. Here and there an imposing crypt. Smaller paths veer off from the main tree lined avenue and meander amongst the graves. The birds are singing and the gentlest hint of a summer breeze rustles through the branches of a giant ash. A couple and a lonely singleton come distantly into view but then disappear again like wraiths.
Curtis sits on a bench and takes out his note book. Writing is easy - it is staring at a blank page that is hellish. His characters are alive now. He can see them but he doesn’t yet know their names. It is the thing he finds most difficult, coming up with names. He has even resorted to looking through the telephone directory. It is some kind of mental block. He just can’t come up with names for his characters.
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/1123 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!