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​Chapter 1: The Stranger in the Mirror
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The scream ripped through the silence, tearing the fabric of sleep with jagged edges of pure terror. Eliana’s eyes snapped open, a desperate gasp catching in her throat as she thrashed against the tangled sheets, her heart hammering a frantic rhythm against her ribs. The sound, raw and primal, echoed in the small, oppressive space of her bedroom, a chilling testament to the nightmare that had once again claimed her. It was always the same: a woman’s voice, hoarse with desperation, bellowing her name, yet the chilling realization that followed, like a cold hand clutching her chest, was that the voice belonged to her. Each night, the horror of her own scream, echoing back from the cavernous depths of her subconscious, served as a stark reminder of the fragile peace she rarely knew.

She pushed herself upright, the thin nightgown clinging to her sweat-dampened skin, and dragged a trembling hand through her dishevelled hair. The digital clock on her bedside table glowed an unforgiving 3:17 AM. Another night stolen, another few hours of fitful, dream-haunted rest snatched away. The exhaustion that gnawed at her bones was a constant companion, a dull ache that permeated every cell of her being, a physical manifestation of the spiritual burnout she carried like a heavy shroud. It wasn't just the lack of sleep; it was the ceaseless hum of a world unseen, the constant burden of knowledge she couldn't share, that truly depleted her.

Throwing off the covers, Eliana padded barefoot across the cool, wooden floor towards the window. The pre-dawn sky was a bruised purple, a hint of approaching light barely piercing the oppressive darkness. Below, the quiet street lay cloaked in shadows, a deceptively peaceful tableau that mocked the turmoil raging within her. She pressed her forehead against the cool glass, the faint tremor in her hands a testament to the lingering fear. For years, this nightmare had been her unwelcome nightly visitor, a relentless tormentor that stripped away any semblance of rest. She'd prayed, fasted, even sought counsel, but the scream, her own scream, remained a steadfast sentinel at the gates of her subconscious, guarding a pain she couldn't quite name.

In the eyes of her church community, Eliana Walker was a pillar of strength, a beacon of faith. She was the one they approached for counsel, the one whose prayers seemed to cut through the noise, the one who always had a comforting word or a profound insight drawn from the scriptures. They saw her diligent service, her unwavering commitment to ministry, her seemingly boundless well of spiritual wisdom. They saw the woman who led worship with an almost ethereal grace, whose prophetic utterances during prayer meetings resonated with uncanny accuracy, piercing hearts and minds with divine precision. They respected her, admired her, perhaps even revered her, but they did not see her. Not truly. Not the trembling hands hidden beneath the long sleeves of her modest blouses, not the dark circles that shadowed her eyes, carefully concealed by a dusting of powder, not the chasm of loneliness that yawned wide within her soul.

Her prophetic gift, a legacy inherited or perhaps bestowed upon her since early childhood, was a double-edged sword. It allowed her to perceive the intricate tapestry of people's inner lives – their unspoken fears, their hidden wounds, the secret burdens that weighed them down. She saw their potential, their struggles, the subtle movements of spiritual warfare around them like shifting currents in an unseen ocean. This gift was a conduit, a vessel through which divine revelation flowed, yet it often felt more like an open wound, perpetually exposed to the rawest edges of human suffering. While it connected her profoundly to the spiritual realm, it simultaneously erected an invisible barrier between her and the very people she sought to serve. How could she articulate the visceral impact of seeing a person's future pain etched upon their present smile, or the crushing weight of interceding for a soul caught in a snare she alone could perceive? The peace that her congregation so readily associated with spiritual gifting rarely found a permanent dwelling in her own heart. Instead, her inner world was a constant cacophony of echoes and whispers, a battlefield where spiritual insights often collided with the relentless onslaught of her own despair.

After a long, shuddering breath, Eliana pushed away from the window and walked towards the small, worn Bible resting on her nightstand. Its pages were soft and pliable from years of constant use, underlined verses and scribbled notes filling the margins – a testament to the countless hours she had spent seeking solace and understanding within its ancient words. Yet, even the familiar comfort of scripture felt distant tonight, like a language she once knew intimately but had somehow forgotten. She picked it up, letting it fall open to a random page, her eyes scanning the words without truly registering their meaning. Her mind was still ensnared by the lingering tendrils of the nightmare, the phantom echo of her own scream, a testament to the profound spiritual burnout that had taken root deep within her being.

She moved into the small, functional kitchen, the silence of the apartment pressing in on her. The rhythmic whir of the refrigerator was the only sound, a stark contrast to the chaotic symphony of her thoughts. She filled a glass with water, her reflection staring back at her from the darkened window above the sink. The woman in the glass looked tired, her features drawn, her eyes holding an age that belied her thirty-two years. She saw the outward signs of her faith – the modest clothing, the absence of makeup, the practical hairstyle – but beneath it all, there was a profound sense of emptiness, a quiet desolation that no amount of church attendance or fervent prayer seemed able to fill. She was a paradox: admired and respected, yet utterly, devastatingly alone.

As she lifted the glass to her lips, a sudden, jarring shift occurred. The mundane reality of her kitchen fractured, the edges of the room blurring as if seen through rippling water. A cold tremor snaked up her spine, a familiar precursor to the influx of revelation. It wasn't the usual gentle nudge or the quiet whisper in her spirit; this was an abrupt, almost violent intrusion, a tearing of the veil that separated her physical world from the spiritual. The water in her glass seemed to shimmer, reflecting not her own weary face, but another.

A woman.

She appeared in the distorted reflection, her image wavering at first, then solidifying with astonishing clarity. She was beautiful, with striking eyes that held an unexpected depth and a gentle smile that promised warmth and understanding. Her hair, a cascade of rich auburn curls, framed a face that seemed to radiate a quiet strength. Eliana felt an immediate, inexplicable pull towards her, a profound sense of recognition, as if she were looking at someone she had always known, yet had never encountered. The woman's gaze met hers directly, and in those eyes, Eliana saw not pity, not judgment, but a profound, almost aching empathy. It was a look that seemed to pierce through the layers of her carefully constructed facade, straight to the raw, bleeding core of her loneliness.

Then, as quickly as she had appeared, the woman’s image began to distort. The edges of her form wavered, becoming indistinct, like smoke dissipating in a strong wind. The vibrant colours of her hair and the warmth of her smile dissolved into an inky blackness that began to spread, consuming her from the edges inward. The beautiful face contorted, not in pain, but in a silent, desperate plea that Eliana couldn't decipher. The smile became a grimace, then a gaping void as the blackness consumed her mouth. Her eyes, those deep, empathetic eyes, were the last to vanish, swallowed by the encroaching darkness. Within moments, there was nothing left but a swirling vortex of impenetrable black smoke, coiling and twisting like a living entity, a silent scream of non-existence. It hung suspended in the space where the woman had been, a tangible representation of complete annihilation, before it too dissipated, leaving behind only the cold, ordinary reflection of Eliana’s own bewildered face in the window.

Eliana dropped the glass, the sound of shattering glass echoing deafeningly in the pre-dawn quiet. Water splattered across the floor, cold against her bare feet, but she barely registered it. Her breath hitched in her chest, her heart now a frantic drum solo against her ribs. What had just happened? This wasn’t a typical prophetic impression, a gentle knowing, or a symbolic image to be deciphered. This was a direct, visceral experience, a terrifying manifestation that had shaken her to the very core of her being. The clarity of the woman's initial appearance, the unexpected connection she had felt, followed by her horrifying dissolution into black smoke, left Eliana reeling. It was a vision that felt less like a message and more like a warning, a chilling glimpse into a reality far more disturbing than any she had previously encountered.

She sank to her knees amidst the broken glass and spilled water, the cold radiating through her nightgown. Her hands trembled violently as she covered her face, trying to block out the lingering image of the woman’s vanishing form, the silent plea in her eyes, and the terrifying blackness that had consumed her. The fear that had been simmering beneath the surface for so long now surged, raw and undeniable. This gift, which others saw as a blessing, felt increasingly like a curse, a conduit not just for divine truth but for a terrifying vulnerability to the unseen world. The isolation she felt was not merely an emotional state; it was a spiritual reality, a chasm that widened with every vision, every burden she carried alone.

Tears, hot and stinging, finally breached the dam she had so carefully constructed around her emotions. They streamed down her face, mingling with the lingering traces of sweat from the nightmare, a physical release of the profound emotional and spiritual exhaustion that had become her constant companion. She was Eliana, the respected church leader, the prophetic voice, the woman of faith. But in this moment, kneeling on the cold kitchen floor, surrounded by the debris of a shattered glass and a shattered sense of security, she was simply a woman, utterly alone, haunted by a gift she no longer understood and a scream that was undeniably her own. The woman in the mirror, the stranger who had offered a fleeting moment of connection before dissolving into nothingness, had ripped open a deeper wound, forcing Eliana to confront the terrifying reality that perhaps, despite her anointing, she was fundamentally broken, and utterly unseen.
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​Chapter 2: The Burden No One Sees
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The cold, unforgiving sting of the tiled kitchen floor against Eliana’s knees was a harsh anchor, slowly pulling her back from the precipice of fear that had threatened to consume her. The shattered glass lay scattered around her like cruel shards of her own fragmented peace, each glinting fragment mirroring the chaos that now reigned within her. The vivid, terrifying image of the smiling woman dissolving into an abyss of black smoke was seared into her mind, an unbidden, unwelcome guest that had burrowed deep into her consciousness. She inhaled deeply, the sharp scent of spilled water doing little to clear the lingering phantom of that terrifying vision. This was not the first time her gift had left her shaken, disoriented, or even physically unwell, but it was certainly one of the most unnerving. It evoked a primal fear, stirring dormant memories of a childhood marked by inexplicable phenomena and the isolating burden of possessing knowledge no one else could comprehend, let alone validate.

“Eliana, you’re just too sensitive, honey. It’s just your imagination.”

The words, soft and well-meaning yet utterly dismissive, echoed in her mind with the hollow resonance of a long-forgotten wound. She was six years old, clutching her favourite tattered teddy bear, its one eye hanging precariously by a thread. The air in her grandmother's house had felt heavy that day, thick with an unspoken sorrow. Everyone else bustled about, preparing for the funeral of a distant relative, a great-aunt she barely knew. But
















d2d_images/cover.jpg
A Christian Psychological

y

BIANCA
VADIVEL Il





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





