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It was one of those mornings, where I didn’t want to wake up and again I was in Micka’s 

bed. Not with him, but still in his bed. Sebastian’s ring is on my finger and yet I still keep my 

ex lover’s bed warm. You see, as Lilith, I’m still no wiser who has my heart. 

But today is more important than my love life. It’s a day where I’d hoped to be older when 

I did this, but some bitch with a vendetta robbed me of that choice. Climbing out of bed, I 

see the hanging black dress I’ve chosen to wear. Sebastian is meeting me later. I spoke to 

him last night, made the effort to allow him to help me. Learn to be more giving towards 

him, whether I want to or not. He will be my husband after all.  

The shower does little to relieve the tension. I feel like I should be doing something other 

than waiting. Downstairs is off limits. An order from the Roses. They, with Craig and Dom 

are preparing the food for the Wake. 

‘Just rest and get yourself ready and leave us to worry,’ Mrs Rose said.  

I try and watch some TV to take my mind off the ticking clock, but it's not working and 

instead decide to dress and do my hair to distract myself. It’s the best I can do. In fact the 

best I can do is probably hide myself in here and not go. They don’t need me. I don’t want to 

see them put him in the ground, because that means he really has gone and left me to fend 

for myself. The heiress to the Marley legacy and whatever that is. 

The relationship I had with my father was always loving, but with an edge to it. Almost like 

opposing forces trying to grate and force ourselves together. I didn’t know then the secret 

he was holding on to and just thought he was being an overbearing parent. I now know the 

freedom he did give. What the Powers wanted from me as woman. A pure woman and yet 

he allowed me to make that choice by myself. Yes I gave it to that waste of manhood Jimmy, 

but it was my choice. There were times I really resented him and what he asked from me, 

but with those same choices, I’d probably lie in order to protect a child of my own. Now, I’ve 

no idea who I’ll go to. Danny? Uz? Will the angels even bother with me now I’m with 

Sebastian? 

The funeral is being taken care of by the town undertakers, the Grundles. They’ve been 

nothing but kind and supportive. Again one of the Grundles girls was in my year at 

school−although she rarely mixed with anyone. The family are human and it’s hard for 

humans living within Supton. Often they feel like outsiders. Jono−up until recently believed 



that he was human and would often comment that he felt like the dud Marley, because I 

had an angel father.  

There’s no need for the human residents to feel that way, in my mind. We are all in this 

world together. However, Margot Grundle was always stranger than most, and it’s her and 

her father that came to speak to me. It was then that I realised that as adults we are still 

very different. I suppose working with the dead all the time leaves no room for glam and 

colour. Black and grey still drips off her. Not that I can talk about looks or dress sense.  

All too soon, Margot is at my door telling me that they are ready for me. Grabbing my 

black jacket, I leave the security of my flat. My hand shakes as I fumble with the lock and 

realise I’m scared. Scared of saying goodbye. A hand touches mine and Margot gives me a 

smile as she takes the key from me. 

‘I’ll lock it,’ she says. ‘And take a moment to breathe.’ 

The small act of kindness pulls at my conscious after the things I’ve thought about her. 

Getting to the bottom of the stairs into the back of Mina’s, I expect to go through the front, 

but instead she steers me to the back. I know this is so I don’t see the work the Roses have 

done inside. But nothing prepares me for what happens when we round the corner.  

In front of Mina’s, the whole town stands in a sea of black and the sight catches my 

throat. But then what makes me stagger slightly is the black horse drawn corsage with my 

father in, laden with lilies.  

‘I didn’t order this,’ I whisper. 

‘No, Mr Daniels did,’ Margot whispers.  

I look at her and try and nod, but once again I feel annoyed. Why can’t he just leave me to 

it?  

‘They are waiting. Do you remember what we said?’ she asks. 

‘Yes, but I want Danny and Jono beside me, not Sebastian.’ 

I expect an argument, but a small smile warms her face.  

‘As you wish.’ 

She leaves me to go towards her father and instructs him of my request. He looks 

nervous, but just nods and waves me over. I stand behind the corsage with my eyes fixed on 

the pine box and I hear some frustrated murmurs from behind me. There’s nothing 

Sebastian can do. He won’t make a show in front of the town, so he’ll give me my way.  

‘You chose your time to piss him off,’ Danny says coming to my side.  



‘It will teach him to interfere,’ I snap.  

Jono’s hand goes into mine and I take Danny’s.  

‘Let’s do this.’ 

With a nod to Margot, the corsage starts its slow ascent through the town up towards my 

family home. Every step is heavy and I can barely hear anyone elses. If it’s not for the feel of 

Danny and Jono’s hand in mine, then I’d be convinced I’m alone. 

Concentrating on the box in front of me, it’s hard to imagine that something so small 

holds someone like my father. A sudden thought of the box being empty invades my 

thoughts and I shake it away. The lack of noise is giving me too much time to think and 

that’s not good. That’s the last thing I need is to think. The sound of the horses hooves are 

hypnotic and find I’m counting each step. Keeping my mind occupied.  

The path to the house is on an incline and the ache in my already heavy legs is growing in 

intensity. I can see the house in the distance and paralysis suddenly strikes me, bringing the 

whole precession to a stop, luckily a short sharp shout from Margot stops the horse.   

‘Mina, sweetheart, you need to carry on,’ Danny says.  

‘I don’t want to.’ 

'You have to. People need you to keep moving.' 

'Danny, I don't care,' I hiss. 

‘Mina look at me,’ Jono says forcing my eyes to his.  

‘Jonathan, don’t,’ Danny warns. 

But Jono raises his hand to silence him. I start to feel the Marley pull run through my body 

in warm waves and my palpating heart slows down a notch. It's not as heated as when we 

were laid together, but the attraction is still there.  

‘Mina, we are going to climb this hill to the top and then we will be there. Just a little 

further. Will you do what I ask?’  

I shake my head stubbornly and try and fight his charm with my own. But I’ve not really 

the strength.  

‘Don’t push it too far,’ Danny hisses.  

Jono wraps his arms around my waist which causes my body stretch against his and there 

are murmurs from behind. It must be some time since they’ve seen the Marleys in action.  

I can just about hear in the distance somewhere, Sebastian asking what’s going on and 

Danny telling him to back off. But the green in Jono’s eyes are the only thing I’m focused on.  



‘Mina, you will do what I tell you to because you love me as I love you. Now walk up that 

hill.’ 

‘Yes,’ I whisper and slowly he lets me go and with a nudge and a slight drag by the hand, 

we are on the move again. The road takes us through the woods and even they are silent. 

Nothing, but dead air.  

 We pass the gates and the last leg of the precession will take us to the land behind the 

house, which I would always call a meadow. There’s a place beneath a willow tree chosen.  I 

know he loved that tree. There waiting for us is Uz with another angel in a dark suit who I 

don’t know, but I’m told that he is the one they send for these sorts of things. I didn’t even 

bother asking his name, because I didn’t care. Beside them is Micka and my heart flinches 

painfully. Another unexpected surprise.  

The corsage stops finally and Margot tells me to move to one side and that’s when 

another surprise hits me and it threatens to tip me over the edge. I fully expected the pall 

bearers to lift my father, but none of them move, instead, Danny, Jono, Uz, Tannini, Micka 

and Sebastian step forward. Margot hurries some instruction to them and I find I’m rocking 

on the balls of my feet. Desperate to keep steady as they prepare to lift my father to his 

final resting place.  

A hand touches mine and looking up I smile with relief at having a familiar face. Jaq looks 

at me with watery eyes and gives me a slow nod.  

‘I’ve got you,’ she whispers.  

‘Thank you,’ I mouth.  

The men all lift my father with ease and slowly we all make the last walk to the graveside 

beneath the willow.  

The coffin is placed on a raised plinth beside the dug grave and we all take our places. The 

angel that Uz informs me is called Simiel, stands at the head of the grave with Uz and Micka 

on either side. He starts to speak words, but I’m not hearing anything. It’s something 

Archaic and old, which I assume is some form of blessing. Then he nods towards Tannini, 

who steps forward to talk about my father as a man.  

I’ve not really been to see Tannini since, because I have no idea what to say to him. To be 

honest just hearing the obligatory sorry is too much. How are you supposed to respond to 

that? All that end up coming out is it’s okay when really it isn’t, but what can you say? The 

truth?  



But I know Tannini too well and he’s very giving when it comes to the truth and I don’t 

need that right now. It will sting no doubt that I’ve not been in touch, but I’m sure he 

understands.  

As he starts to talk, the summer blossom from neighbouring trees fill the air in the breeze 

and I soak in their scent trying with all my might to calm my turning insides. It’s warming 

quickly and I find I’m shifting uncomfortably in my dress. Lifting my eyes, I catch Sebastian’s 

eye and I’m surprised to see tears in them. Did he really care about Ray that much?  

Tannini talks about his early memories of my father and how close they became as friends 

and the funny times they had while fishing at the lake and camping in the woods. There are 

a few polite chuckles from people, but I’m distracted. Just behind Sebastian, in the distance, 

just out of view is female figure dressed all in black with a heavy laced veil covering her face 

and hair. I turn towards Jono and whisper: ‘Do you know who that is?’ 

Jono follows my eye line and shakes his head. ‘Probably someone who was helped by 

Ray.’ 

He’s probably right, but there’s something about her that makes me uneasy and unable to 

concentrate on what Tannini is saying. Even though I can’t see, I’m sure she’s staring right 

back at me too and it’s not feeling good.  

‘Ignore her. Pay attention,’ Jono hisses at me.  

It’s then I realise that the angel and Tannini are waiting for something from me and it 

takes a moment for me to remember. I’m supposed to say something too. Getting to my 

feet, I negotiate heels and grass so I don’t fall face first. As I pass the coffin a sudden 

thought enters my head. What if I trip and knock the coffin over? What if I do that and 

there’s nothing inside? Shaking the thought away, I stand beside Tannini, who gives me a 

small hug. It is now I can see who has followed us to the willow tree. The whole town has 

come to say goodbye and to make it worse they are all looking at me.  

Digging into my pocket, I pull out the piece of paper that I’ve scribbled on and start to 

speak, but nothing comes out. The words are stuck in my throat; my tongue feels thick and 

swollen in my mouth. Glancing at Tannini, he gives me a nod, but still can’t.  

‘Don’t be scared?’ he whispers.  

I nod and start to read off the paper. I’m not talking to the crowd, I’m reading. If I look up 

then I’ll lose my nerve and I just have to get this over with, even if I do sound robotic. When 

I’m done, with my head still lowered, I hurry back to my seat.  



‘Now we must prepare to commit our brother Ray Marley into the ground where his body 

will become at one with the gift our father gave us,’ Simiel says.  

But then something truly astounding happens and it causes my resolve to break. Candice 

moves to the front of crowd and looking at her, I know that Lorreli has control. Standing 

stock still, she opens her mouth and the most beautiful noise comes out as she starts to 

sing. I’ve no idea what the words are, but she sounds like…well she sounds like an angel. 

Then Uz steps forward and joins in with a deep bass voice that melds into Lorreli’s perfectly. 

Finally Micka also starts to sing with a soft tenor tone and it sends shivers down my spine.  

Simiel scowls their way, but it doesn’t stop them. I think he knows that he’s no power over 

them. He must be one of the lower angels, but give him his dues, he merely stands with his 

eyes to the ground as we all listen.  

At first I’ve no idea what they are trying to do, until the brightest light starts to emerge 

from the ground. It grows bigger and brighter and I start to notice small figures within. 

There’s a collective gasp from behind and Danny whispers that these must be angels. I can 

barely comprehend what he’s just said, because I’m on my knees in shock, tears falling hard 

and fast down my cheeks. Both Danny and Jono are beside me holding me against them. 

The angels gather around my father’s coffin and then that same white light starts to emerge 

from the coffin and it takes a moment for me to realise what was happening. They were 

taking father’s soul back home. 

When it was all over and the light disappeared, there was a silence and with a small nod 

from the angel, the coffin is lowered into the ground and I say my final goodbye. 

The walk back to the Mina’s is a slow one and Uz catches up to me and pulls me a little 

away from the walking crowd. 

‘I didn’t know that was going to happen I swear,’ he says.  

‘I’m not mad, Uz. I’m just surprised. Why did they take him?’  

‘I’ve no idea. I only knew they would when Lorreli started to sing and that instinct kicked 

in. The Choirs made that decision and took him where he belongs.’ 

‘But I thought the Powers forbid it?’ I ask. 

‘The Choirs have their own laws. If they chose to take Ray, then they will take him no 

matter what. His spirit is where it belongs and at peace.’ 

‘Will I ever understand your world?’ I say.  



Uz gives me a small smile as he shakes his head. Of course I’ll never understand it, 

because even the angels don’t understand it. They just exist. 


