
ILYAS ELMAHDI

 

The Last Light of Yesterday




Copyright © 2025 by ilyas elmahdi

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be

reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any

means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording,

scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the

publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or

distribute it by any other means without permission.

First edition

This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy.

Find out more at reedsy.com




Contents

 

1 Chapter 1: The Echo in the Mists 1

2 Chapter 2: The Unspoken Words 5

3 Chapter 3: The Memory of Light 9

4 Chapter 4: The Observer and the Stranger 13

5 Chapter 5: The Hiding Place 17

6 Chapter 6: The Burden of Trust 21

7 Chapter 7: The Last Map 25

8 Chapter 8: The Last Light of Yesterday 29




1

 




Chapter 1: The Echo in the Mists

 

T he world outside Elara’s window was a tapestry of grey and silver, woven from the threads of a persistent sea mist. It clung to the weathered cottages of Oakhaven like a shroud, muting the calls of the gulls and the low rumble of the surf. For a year, this muted reality had been her only one. The vibrancy of color, the sharp edges of joy and sorrow, had all been leached away by the fog of her grief, leaving her in a perpetual state of quiet, aching suspension. She was a cartographer of lost places, and her heart had become the most uncharted territory of all.

She traced the delicate, faded outline of a coastline on the map before her, her fingers moving with the mechanical precision of a body that had forgotten how to feel. It was a map of the archipelago of Eldoria, islands she and Liam had planned to sail to one day. She remembered his voice, a low hum of anticipation, as he described the volcanic rock and the azure coves. Now, the map was just a piece of paper, a testament to a journey that would never be taken. The longing for him was a physical weight, pressing down on her chest until it was
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difficult to draw a full breath.

The silence in the cottage was as thick as the mist outside. It was a silence filled not with nothing, but with everything he was not. The space on the settee where he used to read, the empty hook by the door where his jacket had hung, the absence of his laugh. Every object held a ghost, a memory so sharp it could draw blood. She had tried to put them away, to box them up and seal them off, but it was like trying to contain the sea; it always found a way to seep back in, to flood the shores of her quiet life. The despair was a familiar, unwelcome companion.

A sudden, sharp cry from the window startled her. A seagull, its form a momentary smudge against the grey, swooped past with an urgent, panicked call. Elara’s hand, which had been resting over the small, worn compass that had been Liam’s, trembled. She hadn’t heard a cry like that in a long time. The gulls of Oakhaven were a stoic, practical lot, more likely to scavenge than to panic. A flicker of anxiety, a feeling she had not truly felt since the day of the storm, pricked at the edges of her numbness.

She rose and moved to the window, pushing aside the lace curtain. The world outside looked the same, and yet it felt subtly different. The mist was thicker, a dense, swirling soup that was swallowing the distant line of the cliff and the lighthouse that stood sentinel upon it. She squinted, trying to make out the tell-tale sweep of the light. For a moment, the air hummed with a low, resonant thrum, a sound so deep it vibrated through the floorboards and up her legs. It was gone before she could identify it, leaving only a faint echo in the still, damp air.

She returned to her desk, the stillness in the cottage now feeling less like peace and more like a void waiting to be filled. The compass on her desk, a small brass disk with a clouded
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CHAPTER 1: THE ECHO IN THE MISTS

face, felt cold under her palm. She and Liam had used it on countless hikes, his arm around her as they debated which path to take. She remembered the sheer joy of those days, the simple act of choosing a direction together. Now she was completely directionless, floating without a compass on a sea of memory and loss. She closed her eyes, willing herself back to that small, perfect moment of happiness.

It didn’t work. The strange thrumming sound echoed in her memory, and the image of the panicked gull flashed behind her eyelids. A rational part of her mind, the part that dealt in longitude and latitude, tried to dismiss it as a fluke, a trick of the sea breeze. But a deeper, more primal part of her, the part that had felt the chill of her husband’s last moments, recognized the unsettling cadence of something wrong. Fear, a cold and unwelcome guest, slithered into the room. It was not the despair of grief, but an active, anticipatory fear.

She found herself walking towards the back of the cottage, where an old spyglass sat on a shelf. Liam had insisted on buying it from a dusty antique shop, claiming that you could never be too prepared for adventure. It was a beautiful, ridiculous thing, its leather-wrapped grip worn smooth from years of handling. Now, it felt heavy in her hands, a piece of his optimism she couldn’t quite bear to use. But the thrumming sound came again, a bit stronger this time, and she felt a jolt of courage she hadn’t known she still possessed. The unknown was a territory she was too familiar with, and it was better to face it than to wait for it to arrive.

She went back to the window, extending the spyglass with a practiced hand. She steadied it against the window frame and aimed it towards the cliff. The mist was a thick curtain, but through the glass, she could just make out the dark silhouette
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of the lighthouse, perched on the craggy headland like a lonely king. The light was not sweeping in its usual, rhythmic arc. Instead, it was blinking erratically, a frantic, stuttering pulse. A flash of brilliant, impossible green. Then red. Then green again. It was a signal, but one she didn’t recognize, a distress call from the very heart of the storm.

Elara lowered the spyglass, her heart pounding a frantic rhythm against her ribs. She was a woman who had lost everything, but in that moment, she understood with piercing clarity that something far greater than her personal grief was at stake. The lighthouse had stood as a symbol of Oakhaven’s steadfastness, a constant in a world of change. Now, even it was faltering, sending a desperate, fractured message into the encroaching gloom. The last light of yesterday, she thought, was not just a memory but a plea, and she was the only one who seemed to have heard it.
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Chapter 2: The Unspoken Words

 

A fierce, cold wind rattled the windowpane, a stark contrast to the thick, still silence of her cottage. Elara stood for a long moment, the spyglass heavy in her hand, watching the lighthouse’s frantic, stuttering pulse. The impossible colors were a violent wound on the grey canvas of the morning. It was not a mechanical failure, not a simple power surge. This was something else, something fundamentally wrong with the very nature of light and color itself. A shiver of profound dread, colder than the mist, ran down her spine. The grief that had been her steady companion felt suddenly insignificant, eclipsed by a looming, unnamed fear.

She dropped the spyglass onto her desk, grabbed her thick wool coat from the hook by the door, and pulled it on. Her hands were shaking as she fumbled with the buttons, a surge of adrenaline finally breaking through the numbing fog of her sorrow. For a year, her world had been small, confined to the cottage and the rhythm of her loss. Now, the unknown had arrived at her doorstep, a screaming, multi-colored beacon on the horizon, demanding her attention. It was a terrifying call
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