
        The Sepulchral Ledger 
It is often claimed that fear reveals the truth about a person. I have come to suspect 

something far more disquieting. Fear merely exposes fragility; power reveals the architecture 

of the soul. When a human being begins to believe they possess authority over life and 

death, the moral boundaries that once restrained them dissolve with astonishing ease. I 

know this because, for a brief and catastrophic span of time, I believed I had been entrusted 

with such authority. 

The beginning was almost absurdly ordinary. 

A bell. 

Ordinarily the school bell erupts with a crude metallic shriek, scattering students into the 

corridors with the graceless urgency of a machine performing its duty. Yet that morning the 

sound was entirely different. The note that reverberated through the classroom possessed a 

grave, resonant depth, slow and solemn, like the tolling of some immense cathedral bell 

suspended within a subterranean chamber. The vibration lingered in the air long after it 

should have faded, settling into the walls and desks with the oppressive stillness of dust 

drifting through a crypt. 

What unsettled me was not merely the sound, but the indifference it provoked. No one else 

reacted. My classmates continued whispering, laughing, scribbling half-hearted notes across 

their exercise books. Mrs Alder wrote methodically across the board, the dry rasp of chalk 

punctuating the silence with tedious regularity. When the bell sounded again...low, 

sepulchral, impossibly patient...the room remained unchanged. 

A peculiar sensation gathered within my chest, something colder than fear yet more 

persistent than curiosity. It was the subtle but undeniable impression that reality itself had 

shifted imperceptibly, like a painting hung crooked upon the wall while everyone else 

remained blind to the distortion. 

It was then that I noticed the figure standing in the corner of the room. 

At first, I mistook it for a mere distortion of shadow, an irregularity created by the fluorescent 

lights overhead. Yet the darkness shifted. Slowly, with a languid deliberation that suggested 

neither urgency nor restraint, the shape unfolded into something impossibly tall. Its limbs 

were elongated and angular, resembling the skeletal branches of a winter tree stripped bare 

by frost. The face was narrow, the skin drawn taut across bone with a pallor that seemed less 

like death and more like the absence of life itself. Upon that cadaverous expression rested a 

faint, inscrutable smile. 



“You can see me,” the figure observed. 

Its voice possessed a dry, papery timbre, as though ancient parchment was being drawn 

slowly across stone. 

My throat tightened slightly. “Yes,” I replied. 

The creature regarded me with unsettling composure, tilting its head in a gesture that 

suggested quiet fascination. Then, from the folds of darkness surrounding it, it produced a 

book. 

The object seemed disturbingly significant even before it was explained. Its cover was black... 

not the ordinary black of ink or leather, but a depthless darkness that appeared to swallow 

the surrounding light. Simply looking at it produced the faint impression of staring into a well 

whose bottom could never be reached. 

“This,” the creature murmured, “is the Sepulchral Ledger.” 

Within its pages, it explained, lay the final moments of every human life. Every death that had 

occurred and every death yet to come, recorded with patient inevitability. Yet the book did 

not merely catalogue mortality; it allowed its bearer to alter the circumstances through 

which death would arrive. A name written upon its pages would inevitably guide fate itself 

toward the destruction of that individual. 

The proposition should have repelled me. 

Instead, an image surfaced unbidden within my thoughts. 

Aurora. 

My younger sister had once been the brightest presence within our home. Her laughter filled 

the house with effortless warmth, light spilling through the corridors like sunlight filtering 

through open windows. Then came the accident. A man...reckless, intoxicated, impatient... 

drove through a red light and transformed that light into silence. Aurora survived, but 

survival is a deceptive word. Her body never truly recovered, and the memory of twisted 

metal and shattering glass seemed permanently embedded within her mind. Loud noises 

caused her shoulders to flinch involuntarily. Sudden movements reduced her to trembling 

stillness. 

The man responsible paid a modest fine. 

He apologised once. 

Then he returned to his life. 



That moment engraved a permanent conviction upon my mind: the world was not governed 

by justice but by indifference. 

When I looked down at the ledger again, the creature’s offer no longer appeared monstrous. 

If society could not protect the innocent, then perhaps someone else was required to 

intervene. 

I accepted the book. 

At first, I convinced myself it was merely curiosity. That evening I sat before the pale glow of 

my computer screen, scrolling through endless reports of violence and corruption. Murderers 

who had evaded conviction. Traffickers shielded by wealth and influence. Predators whose 

cruelty had been quietly ignored by institutions too fragile to confront them. 

My hand trembled slightly as I wrote the first name. 

The ink bled slowly into the paper, spreading like dark veins beneath pale skin. 

The man died the following morning. 

The news described it as sudden cardiac failure. 

I stared at the report for a long time. Shock came first. Yet beneath the shock, another 

sensation slowly crystallised. 

Possibility. 

The second name was easier to write. 

Then a third followed, and a fourth. Soon the act became disturbingly natural. Each life 

erased from existence felt less like murder and more like calculation...the removal of a 

corrupted variable from an already unstable equation. 

Weeks passed. The deaths spread across cities and continents. News networks speculated 

about a mysterious global phenomenon. Governments launched investigations. Religious 

leaders spoke cautiously about divine judgment. 

But they could not perceive the pattern. 

I could. 

Humanity, I realised, had always been fundamentally flawed. Greed flourished while 

innocence suffered quietly in hospital beds and dimly lit bedrooms. Aurora’s pain became the 

cornerstone of my reasoning. If the world permitted such injustice to endure, then the world 

itself required correction. 



Gradually my thoughts began to transform. I no longer considered my actions murder. I 

began to perceive them as purification. Each name inscribed within the ledger represented 

progress toward a more rational world. 

The idea emerged slowly but irresistibly: perhaps I had not discovered the ledger by chance. 

Perhaps I had been chosen. 

Sleep became rare. Sirens echoed through the night as investigators struggled to 

comprehend the phenomenon spreading across the globe. Sometimes, when I walked 

through crowded streets, faint numbers appeared above strangers’ heads...countdowns 

marking the fragile duration of their remaining existence. 

One night the ledger lay open before me once again, its pages crowded with names written 

in feverish ink. My pulse throbbed violently against my temples as the pen moved rapidly 

across the paper. 

“Delete,” I whispered. 

Another life vanished. 

“Delete.” 

The word became a rhythm, steady as a heartbeat. 

“Delete… delete… delete…” 

My breathing accelerated. The pen tore across the paper in frantic strokes. 

“DELETE.” 

Faces flooded my mind in chaotic succession...criminals, strangers, people whose 

imperfections now seemed intolerable. 

“DELETE. DELETE. DELETE—” 

The door creaked softly behind me. 

“Elias?” 

Aurora stood in the doorway. 

For a moment the world faltered. 

Yet my hand continued moving. 



The pen traced the first letter. 

A. 

Then another. 

U. 

Aur— 

Aurora. 

Her name appeared upon the page with terrible precision. Time seemed to slow just enough 

for comprehension to pierce the fever consuming my mind. In that instant I saw myself 

clearly...not as a saviour, nor as a judge, but as something far more grotesque: a man who 

had mistaken arrogance for righteousness. 

The pen hovered above the final letter. 

Horror surged through me like ice water. 

“I revoke it,” I whispered hoarsely. “I revoke ownership.” 

The ledger slammed shut with the dull finality of a coffin lid sealing. The oppressive tension 

within the room collapsed instantly. The numbers vanished from the air, and with them the 

memories of what the book had been. Soon even the creature itself would dissolve from my 

mind, leaving only a faint and inexplicable disquiet. 

Yet long after those memories faded, one sensation remained buried deep within my 

thoughts. 

A quiet, persistent dread. 

As though some hidden part of me understood a truth more unsettling than any nightmare: 

the darkness I had attempted to eradicate from the world had never truly disappeared. 

It had merely been waiting. 

Waiting for another human arrogant enough to believe they were righteous enough to 

control it. 

 


