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    To the children I had the privilege to walk beside in social care; the quiet ones, the fierce ones, the questioning ones,and the ones who carried more than any child ever should.
Thank you for your courage, your resilience,and for trusting me with pieces of your story.
This book is for youfor the voices that were silenced,for the truths that were overlooked,and for the strength you found in the dark.
May you always know you deserved safety, love and a childhood that was yours.

      

    



  	
        
            
            'Not all scars live on skin.Some grow in the quiet placeswhere no one thinks to look'.
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There are houses that shelter, houses that protect and houses that stand as monuments to the memories within their walls. But this one was different. It watched. It waited. And it remembered.

Perched on a lonely hill and encircled by mist, the house had welcomed generations of lost children orphans, the abandoned, the silent and the broken. They arrived believing they would find safety within its ancient stone halls, sanctuary under the watchful eyes of the priest who commanded it. Instead they discovered that some sanctuaries carve deeper wounds than the world outside ever could.

For in this place the walls did more than echo footsteps. They listened. They absorbed secrets too heavy for young hearts, fears that could not be spoken and truths no one dared to name. And those truths took root in the children who walked through its doors; children who carried grief, rage, guilt and trauma that the world had no place for.

Alexa, Dora, George, David, Leah, Sam... each child arrived with shadows trailing behind them. They thought the house would help them forget. Instead they learned that silence could be its own kind of prison and memory its own kind of haunt.

This is their story of vows made in whispers, of ghosts that are not always dead and of a house that bore witness to every unspoken scar. Here the greatest horrors are not the monsters in the dark but the truths that no one is willing to confront.

Some places heal.

This house remembers.
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This is not a story of haunted rooms but of haunted hearts.

The children who entered the house on the hill came with wounds no one could see grief, fear and memories too heavy for their age. The house promised safety yet within its walls silence was demanded and pain was left to grow unseen.

This book is for every child who was told to be strong before they were ever allowed to simply be young. For every voice that learned to whisper or stopped speaking altogether.

Welcome to The House of Unspoken Scars.

Here the walls remember what others choose to forget.

The house sat upon the hill like a sentinel carved from the bones of the earth, its silhouette clawing at the pale morning sky. Mist curled thick around its stone walls, seeping into the cracks as if the house itself breathed in the cold air. The iron gates stood rigid and blackened with rust, their tips bent like spears pointing toward the gray heavens.

The children gathered at the threshold with their small bags resting at their feet each one clutching belongings too fragile too ordinary for the enormity of what awaited them. Their breath rose in uneven clouds, vanishing quickly as though the house would not allow even air to linger.

Alexa’s suitcase was too heavy for her hands, yet she gripped it so tightly her knuckles glowed a ghostly white. She had no one left to carry the burden for her not since her parents had died under circumstances so strange and unresolved that whispers followed her everywhere she went. A gas leak, the papers had said. But the neighbors spoke of locked doors, unbroken windows and screams that were never explained. As an only child with no traceable relatives, Alexa had been passed from temporary foster home to foster temporary home until finally the priest’s men came for her. She could not take her eyes off the great oak door above looming at the top of the gravel path. It looked impossibly large, carved with swirling symbols that made no sense but felt like they should. She wondered and feared that the door might open by itself and if it did whether the house would swallow them whole. A prickling thought whispered inside her; Does the house know I am afraid?

Beside her stood Dora, stiff as a statue. Her lips pressed together in a silence that hurt just to look at, as though she held back an ocean of words that would never find release. Dora had never spoken, not once, not in her first foster home nor in the second nor in the third. Adults called it selective mutism in clipped, clinical tones, but those who lived with her whispered other explanations in the dark. Some said Dora was born with her tongue tied by fear. Others swore she had once spoken until the night she watched her father’s shadow stretch across the wall, knife in hand, her mother’s screams ending too quickly.

No one knew for certain. What was known was that Dora was found huddled beneath the kitchen table with blood on her socks, her eyes wide and unblinking and her mouth clamped shut. When the police asked her questions, she stared past them as though they were ghosts. When social workers and psychologists tried to coax words from her, she blinked slowly lips trembling but never parting. The world became a place where silence was safer than sound.

Now, at the threshold of the house on the hill, Dora’s silence felt heavier still. It was not the muteness of someone who could not speak but the deliberate silence of someone who dared not. Her eyes flicked to the symbols carved into the great oak door and a ripple of unease crossed her face. It was almost as if she understood what the others didn’t yet, that the house itself was listening, straining to catch the smallest syllable, hungry for the truth locked inside children’s throats. To speak here might be dangerous. And Dora more than anyone knew the price of a word.

George shifted on the gravel, his fists curling and uncurling. His jaw tightened each time the mist swirled too close to him, as if daring it to cross some invisible line. He knew his mother had died of some cancer, her face drawn and pale in the hospital bed with her hand slipping out of his for the final time. After her passing, George had been sent to live with his aging grandparents, both worn down by illness, too weak to raise a boy with fists full of rage and eyes that burned for answers about the father he had never known. He kicked a loose rock, sending it skittering down the hill. The sharp clatter made him think of that last moment with his mother, the sudden silence after the machines stopped beeping and the rage rose up hot in his throat. He bit it back but not before his eyes flicked toward the priest. Something in the man’s hollow stare made George think of devils from the old pictures in storybooks, only now the devil had flesh and breath.

Leah felt a tug at her sleeve. Her little brother Sam’s small hand trembled inside hers. At seven years old, Sam clung to her like a lifeline. Their mother, a single parent with too many burdens and not enough help had been arrested and sent to prison. Leah never spoke of what crime had stolen their mother away; the words were too jagged, too dangerous to let out. All she knew was that from the moment the prison gates had swallowed their mother, Leah had become both sister and parent. She squeezed Sam’s hand fiercely, whispering a promise she dared not speak aloud; I will protect you. Whatever this place is, I will keep you safe. Yet a quieter thought hissed inside her; But how, when you are just as scared?

It was then the priest appeared.

He seemed to materialize from the mist, his black cassock gliding over the stones with a sound like paper tearing. His presence drew the air inward, as if even the fog recoiled from him. The children instinctively stiffened. His face was pale, his eyes dark but not simply in color but in depth like pits that swallowed light. When he looked at them it was not the way a guardian studies children; it was colder, like a merchant appraising flawed goods.

Welcome, he said, his voice smooth yet scratched the ear like broken glass. You are here to find sanctuary, guidance... and truth.

His gaze lingered too long on each child until they squirmed beneath it. When his eyes rested on Dora, she flinched and clutched her arms across her chest though she could not have said why.

The priest’s lips curled into what might have been a smile, though it did not touch his eyes. But remember this, he continued, lowering his voice until the mist itself seemed to lean closer. The house remembers everything even when you cannot. Some things are better left unspoken.

The words slithered into their ears heavy and sharp. Alexa felt them settle in her chest like stones. George’s fists curled tighter. Leah pulled Sam closer. Dora, still silent, stared at the priest with wide unblinking eyes as though she could already hear the walls whispering back.

The iron gates screeched as they swung open, the groan dragging out like a warning. The children stepped forward as one, the gravel crunching underfoot. Each step sounded too loud and too precise as if the stones had been waiting centuries to echo their arrival.

The oak door loomed closer with its carvings more visible now, intricate spirals and sharp-edged runes and patterns that hurt the eyes if you stared too long. Alexa’s stomach twisted. The symbols seemed alive like frozen mouths mid-scream.

When the door opened, it did so slowly, unwillingly with the hinges crying out with a hollow wail. Inside, the air was different; thicker and heavier. It smelled of incense burned too long, mingled with damp stone and something sour like forgotten rooms that had not seen daylight in years.

The children stepped into a wide corridor where their footsteps rang back at them, louder than they should have been. Shadows clung to the corners, stretching unnaturally long across the cracked tiles. Somewhere far away a door creaked though no one was near it.

The priest led them without hesitation gliding across the floor as though he belonged to the house in the same way the walls and stones did. He brought them into the chapel, a cavernous space where rows of pews faced a tall skeletal altar. Candles lined the walls their flames flickering despite the still air. The firelight painted shadows across the ceiling twisting them into shapes that looked almost human but not quite.

This house the priest said softly, reverently, was built to shelter those who have lost their way. But remember some shelter can be as sharp as a knife. And some nights you may feel like the walls are speaking to you. Listen carefully... as not all voices are friendly.

A chill settled into the children’s bones. Leah pulled Sam closer. George’s nails dug into his palms. Dora’s silence deepened into something watchful with her eyes reflecting the candle flames. Alexa shivered, unable to tell if she feared the house more or the man who claimed to guard it.

They sat together on the pews, a trembling cluster of children who didn’t yet know how much silence they would learn to carry. The chapel’s air pressed down on them, heavy with incense and secrets.

Alexa’s eyes wandered to the cracked ceiling where shadows twisted like ink stains. She thought of her parents, their laughter now nothing more than echoes. She replayed the unanswered question that haunted her every night: What really happened to them? If she closed her eyes too long, she feared she might hear their voices in the flicker of the flames or worse, screams. She tightened her grip on her suitcase, as though the last thread of their memory was hidden inside.

George sat hunched forward, fists pressed to his knees. His jaw ached from clenching it so hard, but he would not let anyone see the tears that threatened. I won’t be weak. Not here. Not ever again. He told himself he was stone but inside he wished for a father he had never known, a man who might have shielded him from all of this. Rage was his only armor, and he prayed it would be enough.

Leah’s arms circled her little brother protectively, holding Sam against her side as though her body could block out the house itself. I am mother now. I must be mother now. The thought repeated like a drumbeat. But another voice crept beneath it, soft and cruel: You are just a child, too. She shut her eyes against the voice, willing herself to believe her embrace could be stronger than fear.

Sam clutched Leah’s sleeve, burying his face against her. He tried to imagine the smell of their mother’s hair, the warmth of her hug. But the memory was slipping away, like water through his fingers. He wondered if he would forget her completely one day and the thought scared him more than the shadows twisting on the walls.

Dora sat very still, her eyes fixed on the altar. In her mind, words screamed and rattled against the cage of her silence. Don’t speak. Don’t speak. Don’t speak. The mantra beat against her ribs like a second heartbeat. She thought the house was listening, straining to hear which child would break first. And she swore it would not be her.

Around them, the candles burned lower. Their flames leaned inward as if the house itself bent close to listen.

Outside, the mist thickened swallowing the hill until the house stood alone cut off from the world. The wind slid through the trees with a low moan, carrying with it a sound that might have been children’s laughter... or crying.

The silence in the chapel broke not with the priest’s voice, but with the slow creak of a side door. Three figures emerged, not adults but children older than some of the newcomers yet worn in ways that made their faces seem carved from wax.

Nina was the first to step forward. She moved gracefully, almost too gracefully as if every gesture had been rehearsed. Her dark eyes scanned the newcomers with a mixture of pity and distance. The house had taught her to mimic kindness without ever offering it. Once, she had been lively and loud but now her laughter rang hollow and brittle as though each note had been borrowed from someone else. She folded her hands neatly in front of her and spoke with a voice too smooth for a child. Welcome, she said. But behind her eyes flickered the truth that the house had stripped away her innocence and taught her how to smile even when it hurt.

Adley trailed behind, smaller than the others but with a stare sharp as broken glass. He said nothing at first, his lips twitching as if he wanted to speak but the words were locked in some private code only he understood. His hands fidgeted constantly, tracing invisible patterns in the air, patterns that seemed to mirror the runes carved into the oak door outside. Adley had once whispered to another child about hearing the house breathe at night, about voices murmuring in the walls. No one knew if he was cursed or simply touched by the house’s hunger. His silence now was not like Dora’s but it was restless, twitching a silence that hinted at secrets too dangerous to voice.

Then came Grace. Her steps were slow and deliberate as though the weight of each movement pressed down on her bones. Her eyes were pale, almost colorless, and when she looked at the newcomers, it was as if she were looking through them. Grace had been in the house the longest. No one knew how many nights she had endured but the hollowness in her gaze spoke louder than words. They said she had once tried to leave, sneaking toward the gates in the dark, but had been found in the morning standing motionless at the threshold, her feet bare and bloody, whispering: The house won’t let me go. Since then, she rarely spoke and when she did, her words were threaded with the house’s echoes.

The three children stood before the newcomers like a strange welcoming committee but their presence offered no comfort. They were not hosts; they were warnings.

Alexa felt her throat tighten. If these were the ones who had
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