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Chapter 1: The House on Elderberry Lane
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The moving truck left at 4:17 PM.

Alice Thompson stood in the middle of the living room and turned a full circle. Hardwood floors. Crown molding. A fireplace she would never use but loved looking at. The afternoon sun cut through the bay window and painted gold stripes across the empty floor.

Her husband came up behind her. "It's a lot of house."

"It's our house," Alice said.

The only thing she didn't love was the bedroom mirror.

It was a full-length antique thing, wooden frame carved with flowers that might have been roses once. The previous owner left it behind, bolted to the wall directly across from the foot of the bed. Her husband frowned at it.

"That's bad luck."

"I don't believe in luck."

She left the mirror where it was.

The first week was everything she hoped for.

Alice painted the living room a warm gray. She unpacked the kitchen and filled the pantry. She discovered the farmer's market three blocks away and the coffee shop on the corner that knew her order by the fifth day. Her commute to work dropped from forty-five minutes to twenty.

"This was the best decision," she said to herself on a Sunday morning, coffee in hand, watching squirrels fight over an acorn in the backyard.

Her husband was at work. She had the house to herself.

Helen came by on Tuesday with a casserole.

She was seventy-three, small and bird-like, with white hair pulled into a bun so tight it looked painful. Her eyes were the kind that had seen too much. She stood at the front door and handed over the dish without stepping inside.

"Settling in okay?"

"I love it," Alice said. "Why didn't anyone buy this place sooner? Four years empty seems long for a house this nice."

Helen's hands tightened around her purse strap. "The last owner... she left suddenly."

"The agent said she moved to Florida."

"The agent lied."

Alice waited. Helen looked past her into the house, toward the staircase.

"If you hear crying at night," Helen said quietly, "don't go downstairs. And don't look in the mirror."

Before Alice could ask what she meant, Helen turned and walked back to her own house. The door closed.

Alice told her husband that night. He shrugged. "Old woman. Lonely. Wants attention."

Alice didn't think he was right. But she didn't argue.

The third week.

Wednesday. 2:47 AM.

Alice woke up cold.

The blanket was still on her. The window was closed. The heat was set to seventy-two. But her skin was covered in goosebumps, and her breath came out in thin clouds.

She sat up.

Her husband was asleep beside her, one arm thrown over his face. The room was dark except for the blue glow of the digital clock. 2:47.

She swung her legs over the side of the bed.

And she saw it.

The mirror.

In the mirror, her bedroom looked the same. The same dark walls. The same tangled sheets. The same digital clock glowing 2:47.

But at the foot of the bed, standing between the two posts, there was a woman.

White dress. Long sleeves. A train pooling on the floor. A wedding gown.

The woman's face was the color of wet clay. Gray. Sunken on the left side, like the bone underneath had collapsed. Her lips were pulled into a smile, but the corners were sewn shut with black thread. Her eyes were open too wide.

She was looking at Alice.

Alice opened her mouth to scream.

The woman's smile widened.

Alice screamed.

Her husband shot up. "What?"

Alice pointed at the mirror. Her hand was shaking. "There's a woman. A bride. She's standing at the foot of the bed."

Her husband looked at the mirror. He looked back at Alice.

"There's nothing there."

Alice looked again.

The bedroom was empty. No bride. No white dress. No gray face.

"She was there," Alice whispered.

"You were dreaming."

Alice walked to the mirror. She touched the cold glass. Her fingers left prints on the surface.

There was nothing behind the glass.

But there was something on her wrist.

Three red marks. Like fingers.

Someone had held her.

She didn't sleep for the rest of the night.

[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2: The Crying in the Walls
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Alice searched online the next morning.

The house was built in 1987. One previous owner. A woman named Evelyn Morrow. Sold the property after her death. Date of death: November 14, 2019.

That was all. No photos. No obituary.

She searched "Evelyn Morrow" again. Nothing.

Her husband had already left for work. The house was quiet. Too quiet.

Then she heard it.

A cry.

High-pitched. Thin. Coming from inside the wall.

Alice froze.

The cry came again. Not from the living room wall. From the bedroom. From the north wall. The wall that separated the master bedroom from the small second bedroom they used for storage.

She walked to the bedroom. Pressed her ear against the wall.

Silence.

She waited. One minute. Two.

Then the cry. Closer this time. Like something small was pressed against the other side of the drywall.

Alice backed away from the wall. Her heel hit the doorframe. She stumbled, caught herself, and went to the second bedroom.

The second bedroom was small, maybe ten by ten, filled with boxes they hadn't bothered to unpack. Moving boxes labeled "KITCHEN" and "BOOKS."

The north wall was bare except for old wallpaper—faded yellow flowers on a white background.

Alice pressed her palm flat against it.

The wallpaper was cold. Colder than the other walls.

She found the edge of the wallpaper and pulled.

The paper tore away in a long strip, revealing the drywall underneath. The drywall was covered in writing. Red writing. Letters written in something that had dried dark brown, almost black.

I SEE YOU.

The words were written over and over. Across the entire wall. Hundreds of times. Small. Cramped. Like a child's handwriting.

I SEE YOU I SEE YOU I SEE YOU.

Alice stepped back. Her hand went to her mouth.

She called her husband.

"You need to come home."

"I'm at work."

"I don't care. Come home. There's writing on the wall. Hundreds of times. 'I see you.'"

A pause. "What are you talking about?"

"Just come home."

He came home. He looked at the wall. He didn't say anything for a long time.

Then he said, "We should call someone."

"Who?"

"I don't know. A contractor. Maybe it's old paint."

"It's not paint," Alice said. "It's written with a finger."

He didn't have an answer.

That night, Alice couldn't sleep. She lay in bed with the lights on, staring at the ceiling. Her husband slept beside her.

At 2:47 AM, she heard the crying again.

Not from the wall this time.

From the mirror.

She sat up.

The mirror showed her bedroom. The bed. The clock. Her husband's sleeping body.

And standing at the foot of the bed, the bride.

But the bride wasn't looking at Alice.

She was looking at the mirror. At her own reflection.

She was crying. Silent tears running down her gray face, washing tracks through the rot.

Alice didn't scream. She didn't move.

The bride raised one hand and pressed it against the glass. Her palm left a print—not on the mirror's surface, but inside it. Behind the glass.

Alice raised her own hand. Pressed it against the mirror from her side.

Their palms lined up. Glass between them.

The bride's eyes met Alice's.

"Help me," the bride whispered.

Then she was gone.
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Chapter 3: The Photograph
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Alice went back to the garage the next morning.

Her husband was at work. She had told him about the bride's words. He had said, "You're tired. You need rest."

She stopped telling him things after that.

The garage had a storage rack against the back wall. On the top shelf, behind a broken lawnmower and a stack of old paint cans, she found a cardboard box. Sealed with yellowing tape that cracked when she pulled it.

Inside: a wedding veil. Yellowed lace. Yellowed silk. The smell of dust and something else. Something sweet and rotten.

A wedding invitation. Thick cardstock, embossed letters.

"Evelyn & ____"

The groom's name was blank.

A photograph.

Alice picked it up with shaking hands.

A woman in a white wedding dress stood outside a church. Her face had been painted over with black ink. Not scratched out. Painted. Deliberately. The ink had soaked into the paper, bleeding into the white of the dress.

Alice turned the photograph over.

Writing on the back. Red ink. Same handwriting as the wall.

"He left. She waited. The baby never came."

Alice needed to know more.

She drove to the public library. The librarian showed her how to use the microfilm machine. November 1987. The local paper.

Headline: LOCAL BRIDE FOUND DEAD HOURS BEFORE WEDDING.

Evelyn Morrow, 26, was found in her home on Elderberry Lane on the morning of November 14, 1987. She was wearing her wedding gown. Cause of death: overdose of prescription medication. The groom had not been seen since the
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