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      Dear reader, I regret to inform you that the story you are about to embark upon is not one of joy, merriment, or carefree adventures. Rather, it is a story fraught with mystery, danger, and a peculiar katana that would be better left undiscovered. If you prefer stories about puppies, ice cream, or delightful picnics in the park, I strongly advise you to close this book immediately and seek more cheerful literature. However, if you are brave enough to continue, prepare yourself for a journey into the shadows of Whispering Way.

      The Moore family - consisting of Mr. and Mrs. Moore, their children Eleanor and Ethan, and their unusually perceptive cat, Mabel - had just moved into their new home at 22 Whispering Way. The house, a towering Victorian structure with more gables than one could count without losing track (and I assure you, many have tried), loomed over them like a sentinel guarding ancient secrets.

      Eleanor Moore, a girl of twelve with a mind as sharp as a tack (which, I must inform you, is a small nail with a flat circular head used especially for attaching papers to a bulletin board, and not actually very sharp at all) was the first to sense that something was amiss. As she stood on the cracked sidewalk, her bright green eyes narrowed at the sight of the house.

      "Ethan," she whispered to her younger brother, who was busy trying to coax Mabel out of her cat carrier, "doesn't this house seem... peculiar to you?"

      Ethan, a boy of ten with a mop of unruly red hair and a penchant for asking questions at the most inopportune moments, looked up at the house. "Peculiar?" he asked, his freckled nose wrinkling in confusion. "What do you mean by peculiar? Do you mean odd, strange, curious, or downright bizarre?"

      Before Eleanor could answer, Mrs. Moore's cheerful voice rang out from behind them. "Children! Stop dawdling and help us with these boxes. We have a whole new adventure waiting for us inside!"

      Oh, how I wish I could tell you that Mrs. Moore was wrong, that there was no adventure waiting inside, and that the Moore family would spend their days in peaceful monotony. But alas, dear reader, that is not the case, for adventures have a nasty habit of finding those who least desire them.

      As the family began to move their belongings into the house, strange occurrences began to manifest. Picture frames would inexplicably tilt to one side, no matter how many times they were straightened. The floorboards in the upstairs hallway creaked in a pattern that sounded suspiciously like Morse code (a subject which Eleanor had fortuitously studied the previous summer). And most curiously of all, Mabel refused to set paw in the basement, hissing and arching her back whenever the door was opened.

      It wasn't until three days after moving in that the true nature of their predicament began to reveal itself. Ethan, in a fit of curiosity (a trait which, I'm sorry to say, often leads to trouble in stories such as these), decided to explore the basement despite Mabel's vehement protests.

      As he descended the creaky stairs, flashlight in hand, Ethan couldn't shake the feeling that he was being watched. The beam of light danced across dusty shelves and forgotten furniture, casting eerie shadows on the walls. And then, in a moment that would change the course of the Moores' lives forever, the flashlight beam fell upon a small, out-of-place crack in the far wall.

      Now, dear reader, I must pause here to explain that cracks in basement walls are not uncommon. They can be caused by settling foundations, water damage, or even the occasional misguided attempt at home improvement. However, the crack that Ethan discovered was anything but ordinary. For you see, peeking out from this crack was the unmistakable glint of metal.

      With trembling hands, Ethan reached out and gently tugged at the protruding object. To his astonishment, a long, slender katana slid from the wall as if it had been waiting centuries for this very moment. The blade gleamed in the dim light, its surface etched with strange symbols that seemed to shift and change as Ethan stared at them.

      Unbeknownst to young Ethan, he had just unleashed a force beyond his comprehension. For this was no ordinary katana, but the very blade mentioned in an ancient prophecy - a prophecy that spoke of a sword with the power to capture souls and unleash untold evil upon the world.

      As Ethan's fingers closed around the hilt, a chill ran through his body. The basement lights flickered ominously, and for a brief moment, Ethan could have sworn he saw a shadowy figure reflected in the blade's polished surface.

      "Ethan!" Eleanor's voice called from upstairs, breaking the spell. "Mom wants to know if you've found the box with the kitchen utensils!"

      Startled, Ethan quickly wrapped the katana in an old cloth he found nearby and tucked it under his arm. "Coming!" he shouted back, his voice cracking slightly. As he climbed the stairs, he couldn't shake the feeling that he had just set something terrible in motion.

      Little did Ethan know that his discovery would plunge the Moore family into a web of mystery, danger, and ancient curses. For the katana he had found was no mere decoration, but a vessel for a malevolent force that had waited centuries to be awakened.

      And so, dear reader, as the sun set on Whispering Way and the Moore family settled in for what they hoped would be a peaceful night in their new home, dark clouds gathered on the horizon. For in the basement, wrapped in an innocuous cloth, lay a weapon of unimaginable power - a blade that whispered of destiny, and a curse that would test the bonds of family, the limits of courage, and the very fabric of reality itself.

      As I conclude this first chapter, I must warn you once again: the story of the Moore family and the mysterious katana is not for the faint of heart. Should you choose to continue, you will encounter perplexing puzzles, nefarious villains, and secrets so dark they threaten to consume all who discover them. But perhaps, just perhaps, you will also find a story of bravery, ingenuity, and the unbreakable bonds of family.

      The choice, dear reader, is yours. Will you turn the page and delve deeper into the mystery of the whispering blade? Or will you heed my warning and seek out a more pleasant story? Whatever you decide, remember this: sometimes, the most dangerous adventures are the ones we never see coming.
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      Dear reader, I hope you have steeled yourself for what is to come, for the story of the Moore family grows ever more perilous with each passing moment. If you have chosen to continue despite my warnings, then I commend your bravery—or perhaps I should say, I lament your foolishness. For in this chapter, we delve deeper into the mysteries of 22 Whispering Way, where shadows lurk in every corner and whispers echo through the walls.

      The morning after Ethan's discovery of the katana dawned gray and gloomy, as if the very sky sensed the ominous turn of events. Eleanor awoke to the sound of rain pattering against her bedroom window, a melancholy rhythm that seemed to mirror her unease. As she dressed for the day, she couldn't shake the feeling that something was terribly wrong.

      Downstairs, she found her brother hunched over a bowl of cereal, his usual exuberance notably absent. "Ethan," she whispered, glancing around to ensure their parents weren't within earshot, "what happened in the basement yesterday? You've been acting strange ever since."

      Ethan's spoon clattered against the bowl as he looked up at his sister, his eyes wide with a mixture of fear and excitement. "I found something, El," he whispered back. "Something... impossible."

      Before Eleanor could press for more details, Mrs. Moore bustled into the kitchen, her arms laden with cardboard boxes. "Good morning, my little explorers!" she chirped, her cheerfulness a stark contrast to the gloomy atmosphere. "Who's ready for a day of unpacking?"

      Eleanor and Ethan exchanged a glance, a silent agreement passing between them. Whatever Ethan had found, they would need to investigate it later, away from their parents' watchful eyes.

      As the family set about the tedious task of unpacking, strange occurrences continued to plague the house. Books would inexplicably fall from shelves, their pages fluttering open to passages that spoke of ancient curses and forgotten legends. The temperature in certain rooms would plummet without warning, leaving behind patches of frost on the windows in intricate, swirling patterns that resembled the symbols Ethan had seen on the katana's blade.

      But it was the attic that held the greatest mystery of all. As Eleanor climbed the creaky stairs to store away some old family heirlooms, she couldn't shake the feeling that she was being watched. The air grew thick and heavy with each step, and the shadows seemed to writhe and twist in the corners of her vision.

      At the top of the stairs, Eleanor froze. There, in the far corner of the attic, stood a figure shrouded in darkness. It was tall and gaunt, with eyes that glowed like embers in the gloom. Eleanor's heart pounded in her chest as she tried to convince herself it was just a trick of the light, a shadow cast by one of the many boxes and trunks that cluttered the space.

      But then it moved.

      With a grace that defied its spectral appearance, the figure glided across the attic floor, disappearing behind a stack of old paintings. Eleanor let out a strangled gasp, dropping the box she had been carrying. The sound of shattering glass echoed through the attic, followed by her mother's concerned voice from below.

      "Eleanor? Is everything alright up there?"

      Eleanor struggled to find her voice, her eyes still fixed on the spot where the figure had vanished. "Y-yes, Mom," she called back, her voice trembling. "I just... dropped something. I'll clean it up."

      As she knelt to gather the broken shards, Eleanor's hand brushed against something cold and metallic. Pushing aside the remnants of what had once been her grandmother's antique mirror, she found herself staring at a small, ornate key. Its surface was etched with the same mysterious symbols she had glimpsed on Ethan's katana.

      With shaking hands, Eleanor pocketed the key, her mind racing. What did it open? And more importantly, what was the connection between this key, the katana, and the ghostly figure she had seen?

      As she descended the attic stairs, Eleanor couldn't shake the feeling that she had just stumbled upon a piece of a much larger puzzle—a puzzle that, if solved, might unlock secrets better left buried.

      Meanwhile, in the basement, Ethan sat cross-legged on the floor, the cloth-wrapped katana laid out before him. He had managed to sneak away from the unpacking chaos, drawn by an inexplicable urge to be near the blade. As he stared at it, the symbols seemed to pulse with an inner light, and he could have sworn he heard whispers—faint, unintelligible murmurings that seemed to come from everywhere and nowhere at once.

      Suddenly, a cold breeze swept through the basement, causing the lightbulb overhead to flicker. In that moment of darkness, Ethan saw a reflection in the katana's polished surface—not his own face, but that of a man he had never seen before. The man's eyes were filled with a mixture of sorrow and warning, his mouth moving as if trying to convey a message.

      But before Ethan could make sense of what he was seeing, the light stabilized, and the reflection vanished. He was left with nothing but questions and a growing sense of dread.

      As the day wore on, the Moore family continued to settle into their new home, blissfully unaware of the dark forces gathering around them. Mr. Moore hummed cheerfully as he hung family photos in the hallway, while Mrs. Moore busied herself with arranging the kitchen to her liking. Neither of them noticed the way the shadows seemed to lengthen as the sun began to set, nor did they hear the faint, mournful whispers that echoed through the walls.

      That night, as Eleanor lay in bed, turning the mysterious key over in her hands, and Ethan tossed and turned, haunted by visions of the man in the katana, a storm began to brew outside. Lightning flashed, illuminating the gables of 22 Whispering Way in stark relief against the night sky. And in that brief moment of brilliance, a figure could be

      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        The Guardians of Balance
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		The Guardians of Balance


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/image-21.jpg
THE
GUARDIANS OF
BALANCE

a short story

EMILY NATSU





OEBPS/images/em.jpg







