
Read and Vote Weekly eBook

Welcome to our latest issue of Ad Hoc Fiction

Contributors

With thanks to all the writers who have made this issue possible.

Absana Rutherford, Bill Cox, Boyan Botev, Carol Leggatt, Ceci Mazzarella, Charles Wood, Cheryl Byrne, Christina Taylor, Christine Nedahl, Claire Delores Storr, Clara Mok, CR Smith, D. Milne, Darragh Ambrose, Dave Murray, David A Jones, Dean

Hodsfry, Donna Frances Thomson, Ellen, Ellie Barnett, Emma J Myatt, Erik D'Souza, Faiza Bokhari, Fee Johnstone, Fergus Samuels, Hannah Brown, Heather Curtis, Hilary Taylor, Ivy Brooke, Javier Gómez, Jay Bee, Jen Dawson, John Dapolito, John

Murphy, John Wigham Shirt, Judi Walsh, Justin Rulton, Karen Jones, Karen McCandless, Kat Gardiner, Kate Jones, Kelsey Josephson, kerry, Klaus Kluge, Laura Besley, Lindsay Bamfield, Liz Jones, LJApples, Lola Darlington, Louise Mangos, M.D.Jaya-

balan, María Noel Legaspi, Maria Zanlungo, Marina, Mark Ralph-Bowman, Mark Sadler, Mary Davies, Michael Carter, Michael Rumsey, Michelle Matheson, Mike O'Reilly, Morna Clements, Neil James, Nick Jaster, Noelle Bryant, Paritosh Chandra

Dugar, Paul Snow., Paul Welsh, Peter Lillywhite, Phil Hudson, Poppy Hawkins, R. James, Raewyn Bassett, Rebecca Field, Robina Beattie, Rosanna Wood, Russell Shoebridge, S.B. Borgersen, Samantha Pepen, Sarah Gillett, shamra wazeer, Sophie

Watson, Susan Carey, Sylvia Petter, Thomas Malloch, Tim Kenny, Veronica Whittaker, Victoria Benstead-Hume

A Bath Flash Fiction Award Project

Ad Hoc Fiction

back 34 more

back read 34 more
→

Grave Undigger

Everyone told me I had the worst job. But I

loved it, up until my last dig.

 

You wouldn’t guess, but sometimes they put

the wrong bodies in graves. Other times items

left in a casket gain historical or scientific

value. Sometimes cops request an undigging.

 

No matter the reason, it was my job to dig it

back up.

 

On the night I quit, I reached about six feet un-

der when I realized something was wrong.

There was no casket. I kept digging and even-

tually got so deep I didn’t think I could get out.

 

 

That’s when I learned everyone was right. As I

hollered up, “Nothing’s here,” someone—or

something—dumped a wheelbarrow of soil on

me. I tried to claw and climb my way out, but

shovels of earth kept coming. I am no longer a

grave undigger. And now, there’s a body in

that empty grave.  
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