
Epilogue 

Taken from Remain Free by Gautam Narula

One year had passed since our last visit to Savannah. I drove down I-75 in silence while my 

mother slept in the passenger seat waking up only to feed me cucumber sandwiches she made before 

we’d left. 

“I'm feeding you again, just like when you were a baby.” she joked. 

Although the cemetery was only a few miles from the touristy boardwalks and elegant square 

parks of River Street, I only saw rundown buildings and abandoned construction sites. I couldn't 

remember what the cemetery looked like. I expected a road leading to a large office near the cemetery, 

but we found small, shuttered houses overrun with weeds and leafy saplings. 

After driving up and down the street a few times, we discovered a hut large enough for maybe five or 

six people to stand in at one time. This must’ve been the cemetery's office. There were less than a 

dozen parking spots, but nearly all were empty. There would be no crowds or media circus like the year

before. Today, exactly one year after Troy Davis had been executed, it would just be us.

Two men sat at computers inside the hut. 

“I'll handle this,” one said as we approached—a tall, black man in his early forties. “What can I do for 

you?”

“We want to visit the grave of Troy Davis,” I said. “Can you tell us where it is?” 

He nodded. “I'll show you. It would be impossible to find by yourself.” 

He walked out of the building and we followed. He and my mother talked, but I was more 

interested in reading headstones we passed by. Some had died young, some old, and some in-between. 

There were more ornate graves in the distance, one with a tombstone surrounded by a marble gazebo, 

complete with marble benches. Others were no more than a worn stone with a name and years listed, a 

lifetime summed into a few ruddy, faded characters.

The man motioned toward two graves. “This is the most popular grave in the entire cemetery. 

We get visitors for Troy Davis every day.” The sun had risen directly overhead, and the three of us cast 

short, stark shadows over the pale grass. “He's buried on top of his mother.” He paused for a moment, 

and then quietly added, “This whole thing was just so sad.” 

We thanked him, but he just shook his head then walked back to the office, his figure soon receding 

into the distance. 

The grave didn’t have a headstone, nothing that betrayed Troy's celebrity or the millions of 



people who knew of him. Just two slates of marble, side by side. The names “Virginia Davis” and 

“Troy Davis” were on one and “Martina Correia” on the other. They all gave the dates of birth and 

death, but under Virginia Davis it simply stated: “A Virtuous Woman.” 

We gently laid flowers in a cylindrical vessel on the grave, folding the card we made to fit in the

space. As I bent down to get a closer look, I saw the markers were more than just names. Each was 

intricately engraved with scenes from their lives. I recognized the scenes from photos—on the top left, 

one of Troy and his mother taken on death row—on the top right, Troy at his graduation. 

I knelt in silence, staring at what remained of three people I knew, people who suffered for most of 

their lives before all dying within eight months of each other. I closed my eyes and inhaled deeply. 

How was this fair? Why did they suffer and I did not? What could I do other than hope their 

deaths wouldn’t be in vain? I took another breath and opened my eyes. They’d been like me once, 

young and alive. And one day, I would be like them. 

Sometimes I still dream about him. I am on death row, September 12th, 2011. It's just Troy and I 

in the visitation cell, the prison deserted. Troy knows he's nine days away from his execution date. He 

knows he need only rearrange the numbers of the date to reach the Wednesday when his life ends. But 

he won't listen to me, and no matter how hard I try, his optimism can't be crushed. I've seen the future. 

Why doesn't he understand he will die? Why does he refuse to believe it? 

I beg him to write down everything in a letter, all the answers to the questions I should've asked, all the 

things too important for the world to forget. But he keeps laughing and joking and then asks me about 

this Amazon.com people keep talking about. 

“Amazing! How can you just click on something on a screen and have it show up at your house 

the next day?” 

He begins to fade as he talks about one day learning how to use a computer. 

In one dream, Troy has disappeared, and I have taken his place on death row. The guards back me into 

a corner before a wall of bars magically appears, separating us. All I want is to see my family. I want to

apologize to Pranavi, to my father, for treating them with such contempt. Now the other inmates are 

looking at me ravenously. I'm afraid of what they might do . . .

Troy appears in another dream. But now it’s September 27th and I’m in the death chamber with 

him. He’s strapped to the gurney, and the guards around him don't seem to notice me as they busily 

prepare their instruments of death. How did he survive the execution six days earlier? Troy smiles and 

points to his chest, where his heart is, but says nothing. I don't know what to say so I just stand there, 

watching him at peace as the guards around him stir into a frenzy. The scene fades out again, but before



it does, he looks at me. “Do you know what I miss?” he asks. “I miss looking at the stars.”


