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    For Lola Bening, and for all who journey between light and shadow. For the memories that do not fade, but become guides toward healing.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Time is the fire in which we burn, and the river in which we flow." — inspired by Jorge Luis Borges 

      

    


Prologue — The Memory Before Light

AUBREY WALKED THE STREETS of her neighborhood not with eyes, but with memory. The rustle of sampaguita garlands brushing against a vendor’s basket, the hollow clang of jeepney doors closing, the uneven rhythm of tricycle wheels on cracked pavement — these were her constellations. Each sound, each vibration, each texture was a star in the map she carried within.

Her grandmother, Lola Bening, had taught her this cartography of resonance. “Anak,” Lola would whisper, guiding her hand across woven mats or the cool surface of river stones, “the world is not seen, it is felt. Sight is only one language. Learn the others.”

Now, in the silence after Lola’s passing, Aubrey felt the world tilt. The familiar symphony of her neighborhood carried a hollow note, as though one instrument had been removed from the orchestra. In her pocket lay the silver comb Lola left behind — smooth, cold, and inexplicably heavy, as if it carried more than strands of hair.

That night, as Aubrey traced the comb’s teeth with her fingertips, the air trembled. A low hum rose from the earth, vibrating through the walls, rattling the glasses on the shelf. The tremor was not natural. It was as though the world itself had inhaled sharply, preparing to reveal something it had hidden all her life.

And in that moment, before the quake subsided, Aubrey felt it: a flicker. Not sound, not touch, but something alien — a shard of brightness piercing the darkness.

For the first time in twenty-two years, Aubrey remembered what light was.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1 — The Architecture of Sound
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Aubrey’s mornings began not with light, but with rhythm.
The rooster’s crow was a distant trumpet, softened by the rustle of banana leaves swaying against the breeze. The clang of a neighbor’s gate was a drumbeat marking the start of another day. Even the faint hiss of rice steaming in the kitchen was a melody she had known since childhood — a lullaby of survival and care.
She did not need eyes to know her street. The uneven cracks in the pavement spoke through the soles of her sandals. The tricycle’s sputtering engine told her which driver was impatient, which one was tired. The laughter of children bouncing rubber balls against the wall painted the air with color more vivid than any palette.

Her grandmother, Lola Bening, had called this world arkitektura ng tunog — the architecture of sound. “Every life builds its own house of resonance,” Lola would say, guiding Aubrey’s hand across woven mats or the cool surface of clay jars. “Sight is only one door. You, my child, have many.”

And Aubrey believed it. For twenty-two years, she had walked the bustling streets of Antipolo with confidence, her cane tapping like a conductor’s baton. Jeepneys roared, vendors sang their prices, church bells tolled — all of it forming a symphony she carried inside her chest.

Yet beneath the harmony, Aubrey sometimes felt a silence pressing in. A pause between notes, a hollow space where Lola’s voice used to be. The world was still rich, still alive, but one instrument had been removed from the orchestra. And though Aubrey could navigate every corner by sound and touch, she could not fill the absence that echoed in her heart.
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Chapter 2 — Inheritance
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The house was quieter now. Without Lola Bening’s voice humming old kundiman (traditional Filipino love songs), the silence pressed against the walls like a heavy curtain. Aubrey traced her way through the familiar rooms, each corner carrying echoes of her grandmother’s presence — the faint scent of sampaguita (jasmine) oil, the worn texture of abaca (native fiber) mats, the rhythm of prayers whispered at dawn.

Relatives came and went, their footsteps hurried, their condolences rehearsed. Aubrey listened more than she spoke. She could hear the tremor in their voices, the way grief made even strong men stumble over words. Yet none of them carried the weight Lola had left behind.

On the final night of the wake, Aubrey’s aunt pressed something into her hand. “It was hers,” the woman said softly. “She wanted you to have it.”

Aubrey’s fingers closed around the object: a silver comb, cool against her skin, heavier than its size should allow. She ran her thumb along its teeth — each one sharp, precise, almost humming with a faint vibration. It was not ordinary.

She remembered Lola’s last words, spoken in a whisper that seemed to come from both her lips and the air itself: “Anak, ang mundo ay higit sa nakikita. Ito ang tutulong sa’yo na alalahanin.” (“Child, the world hides more than it shows. This will help you remember.”)

Aubrey held the comb to her chest. She did not understand its meaning, but she felt its weight settle into her
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