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July 2014, rural Northumberland, UK. The Calder farm huddled under a bruised sky, its stone cottage dwarfed by rapeseed fields glowing fever-yellow in the dusk. James Calder, 52, a carpenter with hands scarred from shaping pine, climbed to the attic after supper, muttering to his wife, Ellen, “Fixing a leak.” The oak door, warped by centuries of damp, was bolted from inside, a quirk from his boyhood dread of thieves creeping through the Cheviots’ fog. Ellen, knitting by the hearth’s flicker, heard a single cough at 9:14 p.m. - dry, sharp, like sawdust rasping in a bellows. “Jim? You alright?” she called, needles pausing. Silence answered, thick as the mist curling over the hills. She climbed the creaking stairs, rapped the door, its grain cold under her knuckles. No reply. The bolt held fast, mocking her pounding fists. By midnight, she dialed 999, voice fraying like old twine. Northumbria Police broke the door at 2 a.m., hinges shrieking like a wounded beast. James hung from a rafter, hemp rope taut around his neck, face gray as ash, eyes wide to the slanted ceiling’s splintered beams. The rope’s end was sliced clean, no fray, no blade found. Autopsy etched a nightmare: lungs packed with fresh pine sawdust, no trace in throat or mouth, as if inhaled from the attic’s stale air. No note, no struggle, no whisper of despair. Coroner ruled suicide, case shelved by August. Ellen swore James shunned ropes; the attic was bare - no sawdust piles, no tools. Northumberland whispered: cursed air, ancient debts, a house that fed on breath. The case faded, a riddle in a land of stone walls and silent moors.

Ellen’s grief shadowed the cottage, her silhouette dim in its windows. At the Black Bull in Otterburn, locals spun tales - James crossed a tinkers’ hex, or the attic, built in 1763, held grudges older than the farm. The rope, bought at a Hexham market, bore only his prints. Ellen sold his chisels, kept the attic locked, its key buried in her mother’s rosewood jewelry box. A neighbor swore dust sifted from the eaves, golden in the gloaming, though no carpentry stirred. X posts buzzed with “sawdust lungs,” theories of occult air or poisoned beams. Ellen fled to an Alnwick bedsit, leaving the cottage to rot, its attic sealed like a crypt, the wind howling through its slats like a starved thing.

The cough wasn’t James’s. Not his lungs. It was the attic, exhaling. That night, as Ellen’s needles clicked below, the rope - coiled in a corner, untouched since James strung it for a clothesline - stirred like a waking vein. It slithered up the rafter, alive, looping around James’s neck as he stood frozen, plane in hand, sawdust dusting his boots. He carved into a joist, knife trembling: House swallowed me. The attic inhaled, air thick with pine, dust swirling like a storm in a bottle. Splinters bloomed in his mouth, sharp as thorns, rooting through




d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE ATTIC
/ THAT PULLS YOU






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





