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Phantom Origins


Tag-line: “From the house that hid him came the legend that would haunt the world.Born with an angel’s voice and a devil’s face, he was never meant to walk among us.”

Prologue: The House of the Madwoman

Between Normandy and Paris, hidden beneath a tangle of brambles and wild roses, stands a small, decaying house that the villagers refuse to approach. Its garden—once tended with pride—has grown into a choking wilderness. The white picket fence, long since surrendered to rot, leans drunkenly in the weeds. The gate has collapsed into splinters across the stone path, as though even it tried to flee.

The windows of the two-storey house are shattered or boarded over with warped planks that do little to keep out the wind. Through the gaps, one can glimpse the remnants of a life abandoned: mould-eaten chairs, a collapsed settee, a Persian rug blackened with damp. The air inside is thick with the smell of mildew and old sorrow.

Those who dare to stand on the threshold see a narrow staircase rising into darkness. To the right lies the living room, its fireplace cold for decades. To the left, the dining room and cloak room sag under the weight of time. The kitchen still holds the ghosts of meals never eaten—rotted food so ancient it no longer smells, dishes crusted with dirt and age.

The stairs groan underfoot, but they hold. At the top, two rooms wait: one cluttered with the tattered remains of a woman’s life—moth-eaten dresses, broken drawers, curtains that crumble at a touch. The other stands empty, as though it had been prepared for someone who never arrived.

But it is the attic that holds the truth.

The door resists, swollen with damp, its hinges rusted. Inside, the air is stale and cold. A cradle lies in pieces. A mattress, gnawed by rats, slumps in a corner. Books and papers, mottled with mould, litter the floor. The windows are boarded shut from the outside, sealing the room in perpetual twilight.

This was not a bedroom.

It was a cell.

And in that cell, long ago, a child lived—a child the villagers whispered about, a child they feared. They spoke of him as a monster, born with a devil’s face and an angel’s voice. They said his mother was mad, cursed, punished by God. They said she hid him away so the world would not see what she had brought into it.

But the truth is simpler, and far more cruel.

This was the home of Erik’s mother.

And within these rotting walls, the boy who would one day become the Phantom of the Opera first learned what it meant to be unloved, unseen, and unwanted. Here, in the darkness of the attic, the seeds of his genius—and his torment—were sown.

The villagers still avoid the house. They say it is haunted by the ghost of the mad woman, or by the child she kept hidden. But the house is empty now, save for the silence and the memories it refuses to release.

For this is where the Phantom’s story truly begins. Here is the natural next movement in the story: Erik’s birth and the first days of his life inside that house, written in the same atmospheric, gothic tone you’ve been shaping. This continues directly from the prologue and deepens the emotional and narrative foundation of Erik’s origins.

Chapter I — The Birth in the Darkened House

The villagers remembered the night the child was born, though none of them had been present. They remembered it because the wind howled like a living thing, rattling shutters and bending the trees until their branches scraped the rooftops like skeletal fingers. They remembered it because the old house on the outskirts—her house—glowed with a single flickering light long past midnight, as though a lantern were fighting a losing battle against the darkness.

Inside that house, in the upstairs room where the curtains had long since rotted away, a woman laboured alone.

Her name was whispered, never spoken aloud. Some called her the seamstress, others the recluse, others still the madwoman. She had once been seen in the village, years ago, before shame and fear drove her into isolation. But on that night, no one dared approach her door. They heard the cries—hers first, then the thin, sharp wail of a newborn—and they crossed themselves, muttering prayers.

When the child finally came into the world, the woman stared at him in silence.

He was small, fragile, his limbs trembling with the effort of breathing. But it was his face that froze her blood. She recoiled, pressing herself against the wall, her breath coming in ragged gasps. The lantern’s flame guttered, throwing monstrous shadows across the room.

“No...” she whispered. “No, no, no...”

The child cried harder, reaching blindly for warmth.

She did not touch him.

Instead, she wrapped him in a blanket without looking at him and carried him to the attic—the only room in the house that could be sealed away from the world. She placed him on the mattress, its stuffing spilling out like entrails, and stepped back as though he were a serpent poised to strike.

The child quieted, sensing the coldness in her.

“You will stay here,” she said, her voice trembling. “You must stay hidden. God forgive me... God forgive us both.”

She closed the attic door. The bolt slid into place with a final, decisive click.

And so Erik’s life began in darkness.

The Days That Followed

The woman tended to him, but only just. She brought milk in a chipped bottle, blankets when the nights grew cold, scraps of cloth to soften the mattress. But she never held him. Never rocked him. Never sang to him.

She could not bear to look at him.

Sometimes she would stand at the attic door, listening to his soft coos or his thin, lonely cries. Her hand would hover over the latch, torn between instinct and terror. But always she turned away.

The villagers noticed she no longer came into town at all. They assumed her madness had worsened. They did not know she was not alone.

The Child in the Shadows

Erik grew quickly. His mind was sharp, hungry. He watched the slivers of light that slipped between the boards. He listened to the sounds of the house—the creak of the stairs, the rustle of his mother’s skirts, the distant murmur of the wind. He learned the rhythm of her footsteps, the pattern of her visits, the tone of her voice when she spoke through the door.

He learned, too, that he was not wanted.

But he also learned something else: the attic had secrets. The hidden panel in the wall fascinated him. His small fingers traced its edges, sensing the faintest shift in the wood. Something lay behind it—something meant to be concealed.

And even as an infant, Erik understood that secrets were powerful things.

Here is the continuation, now written with the explicit truth that Erik was born a genius—not only musically, but intellectually in every direction his mind reached. This version keeps the gothic tone, the emotional weight, and the tragic intimacy of his early life, while showing that even as an infant he was extraordinary.

Chapter II — The Child Who Understood Too Much

From the moment Erik opened his eyes in the darkened attic, something in him was different. His mother sensed it before she ever dared look at him again. It was not only his face that frightened her—it was the way he watched the world, silent and alert, as though he understood far more than any newborn should.

Even as an infant, he rarely cried. Instead, he listened.

He listened to the wind slipping through the cracks in the boards. He listened to the creak of the house settling at night. He listened to his mother’s footsteps on the stairs, memorizing the rhythm of her gait, the hesitation in her breath, the tremor in her voice when she whispered prayers outside the attic door.

He absorbed everything.

The First Signs

By the time he could sit upright, Erik had already begun to explore the attic with a precision that startled even his mother. He touched the walls, the floorboards, the broken cradle—testing textures, tapping surfaces, learning the shape of his prison. He discovered that different parts of the wall produced different sounds when struck. He learned which boards were hollow, which were solid, which concealed something behind them.

He learned the attic the way a master craftsman learns his tools.

His mother noticed. She would open the door to leave milk or blankets and find him sitting perfectly still, watching her with those dark, intelligent eyes. It unnerved her. She would retreat quickly, closing the door before he could make a sound.

But Erik was already learning her, too.

He knew the exact moment she approached the stairs. He knew when she was angry, when she was afraid, when she was exhausted. He knew when she cried at night. He knew she avoided him not out of hatred, but out of terror—terror of what he was, and perhaps of what he might become.

A Mind That Would Not Be Contained

By the time he could walk, Erik had begun to solve problems no child his age should have been capable of understanding. He learned how to stack broken pieces of furniture to reach the boarded windows. He learned how to pry nails loose with his small fingers. He learned how to open the hidden panel in the wall—something even an adult might have missed.

Behind it, he found scraps of paper, old tools, and a small, rusted music box.

The music box fascinated him.

It was broken, its gears jammed, its spring rusted through. But Erik studied it for hours, turning it over in his hands, examining every cog and pin. He understood instinctively how it should work. He understood why it didn’t. And one day—barely more than a toddler—he repaired it.

When he wound it for the first time, the attic filled with a thin, trembling melody.

His mother heard it from downstairs.

She froze, her blood turning to ice. No one had played that music box since before Erik was born. No one should have been able to fix it
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