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Scene 1: The Procession Without End
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The bells tolled across the valley, even though no church remained to claim them. Their sound was hollow, metallic, echoing through the mist that clung to the ground like a shroud.

A procession wound its way along the broken road - figures cloaked in black, faces hidden beneath veils. Each carried a candle, although the flames burned cold, casting no warmth. At the front walked the pallbearers, their shoulders bowed beneath a coffin carved from obsidian, its surface etched with runes that pulsed faintly in the gloom.

The coffin was empty.

The mourners whispered as they walked, voices blending into a dirge that seemed older than the world itself. “The last funeral... the last funeral...” The words repeated like a chant, as if they were not merely attending a burial but enacting a ritual that would close the book of existence.

From the shadows at the edge of the road, a lone figure watched. His coat was worn, his eyes hollow, his breath visible in the chill air. He had attended countless funerals, carried countless griefs - but this one was different. This was not the funeral of a man or a woman or even a nation.

This was the funeral of death itself.

The procession slowed as it reached the ruined cemetery, where gravestones leaned like broken teeth against the earth. The coffin was lowered onto a bier of stone and the bells tolled once more - louder, deeper, final.

The figure stepped forward, compelled by something he did not understand. The mourners turned toward him, their veils lifting slightly, revealing eyes that glowed faintly in the mist.

“You should not be here,” one whispered.

He swallowed, his voice trembling. “Then tell me - who is this funeral for?”

The mourner’s gaze pierced him, and the answer came like a blade:

“For you. For all of us. For the end of endings.”
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Scene 2: The Coffin of Silence
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The ruined cemetery was hushed, although the mourners’ chant still lingered in the mist. The coffin of obsidian rested upon the bier, its runes glowing faintly, pulsing like a heartbeat.

The lone figure stepped closer, compelled by a force he could not name. His breath caught as the veiled mourners parted, forming a circle around him. Their candles flickered, casting shadows that seemed to lean toward him, waiting.

“You should not be here,” the mourner had said. Yet now they made space for him, as if he had always been meant to stand among them.

The coffin’s lid shifted. Not opening, not closing - just breathing. The runes flared, and a low hum filled the air.

The figure whispered, “What is inside?”

A mourner’s voice answered, soft but sharp: “Nothing. And everything. It is the vessel of endings.”

He frowned. “But it is empty.”

The mourner stepped closer, veil lifting just enough to reveal hollow eyes that glowed faintly. “It waits for you.”

The bells tolled again, more deeply, more slowly, shaking the earth beneath his feet. The procession’s chant rose, voices weaving into a dirge that seemed to name him, syllables bending into his own breath.

The figure staggered back. “No... I am not the one to be buried.”

The coffin’s runes flared more brightly and the air thickened, pressing against his chest. The mourners raised their candles in unison, their flames bending toward him.

“You are the last,” they whispered together. “The last funeral. The end of endings.”

The figure’s heart pounded. He realized with sudden clarity: this was not a funeral he had stumbled upon. This was his funeral - and he had been summoned to attend it.
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