
Marble Garden  
By Charles Robertson. 
 
It’s always interesting traversing the garden, walking among the overgrown statues and 
crumbling ruins. The curse never allows her to interact with others, but she knows the stories 
of many lifetimes. 
 
Soapstone. She approaches the statue, ah yes, one who made many mistakes in their life. She 
traces the cracks and imperfections in the rock, a scratch here- unrequited love, a fissure 
there- a great loss. 
 
The man held an eerily calm expression for one who had been swiftly turned to stone- lucky 
enough to not see his fate coming. She often wonders how their lives would have played out 
had she not cut them short. 
 
She always felt especially bad for the ones with happy lives. Quartz- representing a positive 
outlook, the person had a look of sheer terror frozen on their face, but the crystal’s surface 
was smooth, rarely broken by scuffs or cracks. 
 
As she stepped among the lifeless statues she tried to avoid catching glimpses of herself in 
the reflective surfaces. It was of course, unavoidable, but she did not like to be reminded of 
why she was here. 
 
It was always quiet in the garden, save for the echoing footsteps of her own two feet, which is 
why the sudden call of a voice took her off guard. 
 
She hadn’t had visitors in many years, people had wisened up and decided to stop visiting the 
deadly conservatory. 
 
What made her so on edge was the innocence of the voice. It was only a child. She 
desperately wanted to shut her eyes tightly and never open them again, but she knew her 
duty, however awful it was. She called back to the child, beckoning her closer. 
 
“Over here little one! What are you doing in such a place?” 
 
The pitter-patter of small feet quickly approached her, followed by a reply, “Are you the lady 
of the garden? My momma sent me here to gather flowers!” 
 
She wanted to cry but her eyes wouldn’t let her, she knew that the mother wanted her child 
gone. The garden was a death sentence. 
 
“Come little one, the flowers are over here, do not fret, it will be over quickly.” 
 



She watched the small girl skip over to the white roses, wicker basket in hand, and pluck a 
small handful of the flowers. 
She turned back smiling and in an instant all that remained was the small basket rocking 
slightly in the crook of the marble girl’s arm. 
 


