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Whispers in the Walls

The house never really quieted down after that day. Even when I was home alone, I could tell it was alive—breathing, settling, shifting, making all sorts of sounds as if it had something to say. I kept trying to convince myself it was just the old wood or the AC kicking on, but deep down, I knew the difference. Regular houses don’t whisper your name.

It started one afternoon when Mama was running late from work. The sun was slipping behind the trees, turning the walls this deep orange. I was lying on the couch just watching the ceiling fan move in slow circles when I heard it. Faint at first—barely a whisper, like somebody outside talking through a cracked window.

“...Mara...”

I shot up. “Mama?”

Silence. I waited, but nothing. Then it came again, a little closer this time.

“...Amara...”

My stomach twisted up. The sound was coming from the hallway—the same one where that bald man had pointed earlier that summer. The same hallway Mama always caught me staring into, telling me to knock it off like something was going to come out of it.

I slid off the couch and just stood there, listening. I didn’t move for a minute. Nothing at first, until it called again.

“Amara...”

So I tiptoed towards it, toes touching the cold wooden floor. The house smelled like Pine-Sol and dust—clean, but never clean enough. The farther I went, the heavier the air felt around me.

When I got to the end of the hallway, I saw that one of the picture frames had fallen. I bent down and picked it up. The glass wasn’t broken all the way, just a single crack straight across Grandma Lucille’s face. And for some reason, that scared me even more than the whisper. Her smile looked off under the broken glass. Sad, almost.

That’s when the whisper came again—right at my ear. “He’s waiting.”

I jumped, almost dropped the picture. My voice was shaking, but I asked anyway, “Who’s waiting?” Nothing answered me. Just a low, steady humming in the air. The kind of tune Grandma used to hum when she thought no one was listening.

I hugged the picture frame to my chest and backed away until my courage broke. Then I ran, straight to my room. I slammed the door, jammed my headphones in, and turned up the music as loud as it would go.

By the time Mama got home, I couldn’t say a word. At dinner, she started up about the bills again. Another shift at the nursing home, electricity costs, groceries—everything costing more. I just kept pushing my food around my plate. At first, she didn’t notice. She was exhausted. But then, halfway through, she looked up and frowned.

“You okay, baby?”

“Yeah,” I lied, not meeting her eyes. “Just tired.”

She kept looking at me. “You sure? You been quiet all week. You sick or something?”

I wanted to tell her about the voice, about the humming, about the sense that something watched me from the hallway every night. But I already knew what she’d say: Amara, you gotta stop letting your imagination run wild. That’s why you can’t sleep.

So I just nodded. “I’m fine.”

She smiled, but it was thin—like she was holding back the truth because she couldn’t stand to face anything else. That night, I woke up to a slow, deliberate scratching inside my wall. Scratch... Scratch... My whole body went cold. The sound crept from one corner to the next, like a fingernail dragging along the wood inside.

I reached for the lamp, heart pounding. That’s when I heard it—the humming. The same old tune.

I got out of bed and pressed my ear to the wall. “Hello?”

Nothing. Nothing but my own breath, and then a whisper.

“Find the root.”

I stumbled back, elbowed the lamp, and the bulb popped as it hit the floor, throwing everything into darkness. Then the smell hit me—burned honey and sage. My throat closed up.

“What do you want?” I whispered.

A shadow crawled along the wall, long and thin, sinking down under the floorboards. The scratching stopped.

Mama burst in. “Amara, what on earth are you doing up? It’s past midnight!”

“There’s something—something in the walls!”

She just sighed and pinched her eyes shut. “Baby, we got mice again. I’ll call somebody. Go on, get back to sleep.”

“But Mama—”

She cut me off and shut the door. I sat in the darkness, staring at the empty spot where the shadow disappeared. I knew it wasn’t mice. Mice don’t whisper your name. They don’t hum songs Grandma used to hum. And they definitely don’t tell you to find the root.

Those words echoed in my head: Find the root.

I didn’t understand then. But I learned, eventually. And when I did, nothing was the same.
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The Girl with the Same Eyes

By the time school rolled around that fall, I already knew to keep my mouth shut. Talking about ghosts or strange noises just got you called crazy, and I didn’t need more of that. Mama said it was just a phase. She kept telling me I’d grow out of “seeing things.” But I knew that wasn’t how it worked. You don’t outgrow something that grows right along with you.

That morning, the sky looked that weird grayish-yellow it gets before a storm. Even the crows seemed jumpy. I was about halfway down the hallway when I saw her—Zora King. She leaned against the lockers, chewing her gum slow, looking like she didn’t care about anything. Her shirt was untucked, and her braids were pulled back with these copper clips that caught the light under the buzzing fluorescent lights.

Kids just moved around her like she was invisible. But I couldn’t look away. It wasn’t just that she was new. She felt familiar somehow—like a face from a dream you can’t shake.

She caught me staring. “What you lookin’ at?” she said, kind of grinning.

I froze. “Nothing. Sorry.”

She tilted her head, squinting at me. “You see it too, don’t you?”

My heart stuttered. “See what?”

Her smile grew. “The shadows that don’t belong.”

For a second, I forgot how to breathe. “How did you—?”

She shrugged. “You got that look.”

“What look?”

“The look people get when they know something’s wrong but don’t know who to tell.”

I couldn’t break her gaze.

“My grandma calls it second sight,” she said quietly. “Folks around here act like it ain’t real, but trust me—I know better.”

That’s where it started.

At lunch, we sat out back by the old oak tree behind the gym. Zora told me she’d just moved up from Georgia after her grandma died. Her voice was soft, but her words carried weight, like she’d seen too much for her age.

“My grandma used to dream in colors nobody else could see,” Zora said, picking at her sandwich. “She could always tell when the spirits were thick in the air.”

I glanced at her. “She taught you?”

“She showed me how to listen.”

“To what?”

Zora met my eyes straight on. “Not with my ears.” She tapped her chest. “With my blood.”

I felt a chill tiptoe up my arms. I swallowed. “Did she ever talk about seeing people nobody else could?”

“All the time.” Zora smiled, but her eyes looked sad. “Sometimes they come to warn you,” she said. “Sometimes they come to take back what’s theirs.”

My mind drifted to the bald man, the hallway, the whisper in my room.

“You’ve been seeing someone, haven’t you?” she asked.

I hesitated, then nodded. “A man.”

“What’s he like?”

“Brown skin. Bald. Old-fashioned clothes. He walked right into my house.”

Zora’s face shifted
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