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Author’s Note

What Stones Remember is a literary reconstruction inspired by the documented life of Dorothy Eady, later known as Omm Sety. Historical accounts, Egyptological research, interviews, memoirs, and recorded observations informed the foundation of this work, while certain scenes, dialogue, emotional reflections, and sensory details have been imaginatively interpreted for narrative continuity and emotional atmosphere.

This novella does not seek to prove or disprove Omm Sety’s extraordinary experiences. It invites readers to engage with enduring questions surrounding memory, consciousness, identity, belonging, and the human search for meaning.

AI-assisted creative tools were used selectively during the conceptual and visual development process. The narrative voice, thematic direction, emotional structure, and final written work remain shaped through the author’s creative vision and editorial judgment.

Readers are encouraged to approach the story with both curiosity and critical thought.

— Michelle Miller
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‘I do not know whether I am mad or whether this is reality,

but I know that I am home.’

— Dorothy Eady, upon first seeing the Temple of Seti I
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The Fall

London, 1907.

Before the desert, before Abydos, before the arguments between scholars and mystics, there was only a small girl born beneath a sky the color of soot and rainwater.

Dorothy Louise Eady entered the world in the final breath of the Edwardian age, into a household shaped by restraint, routine, and quiet endurance. Her father valued order. Her mother valued peace. Both understood survival through propriety, through measured emotion, through keeping difficult things behind closed doors where neighbors could not turn them into gossip.

Before the fall, Dorothy was spirited but ordinary enough. Sensitive perhaps. Curious. The sort of child who stared too long at clouds and asked questions adults did not always have time to answer.

Then came the staircase.

The sound reached her mother first: a sharp crack, a rush of movement, then silence. Later, Caroline Eady would remember the silence more vividly than the impact itself. Silence carried possibility. Silence carried dread. When she reached the bottom of the stairs, Dorothy lay motionless against the wood floorboards, small limbs folded unnaturally beneath her. For several terrible moments the child appeared gone from the world entirely. A doctor was summoned. Accounts differ in later retellings, embroidered by time and repetition, but all agree on one thing:

The child who woke was not quite the child who had fallen.

At first the changes were subtle.

Dorothy stared at people too intently, as though searching for recognition where none appeared. She became distressed by familiar foods: boiled cabbage, heavy stews, cold meat pies, porridge thick as paste.

The smells alone could reduce her to tears.

Yet she calmed strangely around foods uncommon in her household: dates, cucumbers, lentils, warm bread brushed with oil and herbs.

Her father dismissed it as stubbornness. Her mother suspected illness. Neither explanation accounted for the grief attached to the child’s reactions. Because Dorothy did not behave like someone refusing food. She behaved like someone mourning the wrong life.

Then came the nights. Caroline began waking before dawn to soft rhythmic sounds drifting beneath Dorothy’s bedroom door. Not crying exactly. Cadence. Repetition. The measured rise and fall of words spoken with unsettling certainty.

One evening she opened the door quietly and found Dorothy kneeling beside the bed, palms raised upward, spine perfectly straight despite the late hour. Moonlight silvered the child’s face while strange syllables moved steadily from her lips. Not English.

Not anything Caroline recognized.

The girl swayed gently as she whispered, as though answering music only she could hear. Doctors called it nervous disturbance. Overactive imagination. Delayed effects from the injury. The recommendations reflected the limits of the era: rest, routine, church attendance, discipline, less stimulation. Nobody had language yet for trauma, dissociation, or near-death experience. The mind remained largely mysterious territory, particularly the mind of a child.

Still, the incidents accumulated.

Dorothy spoke often of “home,” though no explanation satisfied her parents. “You are home,” her mother insisted once, trying to soothe her. The child shook her head slowly.

Not angry. Not defiant. Only heartbroken.

The breaking point came at the British Museum. Dorothy was still very young when her parents brought her there, perhaps hoping to redirect her fascination into something educational, manageable, respectable.

The moment she entered the Egyptian gallery, something inside her seemed to awaken violently. She pulled away from her parents and ran ahead through the stone corridors. Visitors turned to watch as the small girl reached the ancient statues and dropped to her knees before them. Then she kissed their feet. Again. And again.

Her father flushed with humiliation beneath the stares gathering around them. But Dorothy seemed unable to hear him. Tears streamed down her face as she pressed both hands against the cold stone.

“Where are my people?” she whispered.

The words unsettled even the strangers nearby.

Later, upon seeing an image of the Temple of Seti I at Abydos, Dorothy pointed toward it instantly. “That is my home.”

Then, after studying the image in silence: “Where are the gardens?”

At the time, no visible gardens remained there. Years later, archaeologists would uncover evidence suggesting gardens had once surrounded the temple complex. Believers would call it proof. Skeptics would call it coincidence, subconscious absorption, retrospective mythmaking. The mystery settled itself quietly between those explanations and stayed there.

At school, Dorothy drifted further from other children with every passing year. She excelled in history and symbolism yet struggled profoundly with obedience disguised as certainty.

During religious lessons she asked questions that exhausted her teachers. “If God made everyone, why would He reject people for praying differently?”

“What happens to souls that remember?”

The adults around her mistook questioning for rebellion because they’d forgotten that curiosity and defiance are not the same thing. Dorothy wasn’t searching for conflict. She was searching for recognition. Even then, long before Egypt, before Abydos, before she became Omm Sety, the longing already lived inside her: deep, persistent, impossible to silence.

The longing not merely to be understood, but to feel entirely, unmistakably at home somewhere within the world.
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The Child Who Remembered

As Dorothy grew older, the strangeness surrounding her no longer arrived in isolated incidents. It became atmosphere. A quiet weather system inside the household.

Her father responded by becoming more rigid, as though discipline might restore the daughter he believed had slipped somewhere beyond his reach after the fall. Newspapers were folded sharply. Corrections came faster. Silence stretched longer at the dinner table.

Her mother changed differently.

Caroline became watchful. Not believing exactly. Not disbelieving either. Only observing.

The child’s nighttime rituals continued.

Sometimes Caroline would wake to find Dorothy seated cross-legged on the floor facing the window while dawn gathered slowly over the rooftops of London. Other nights she knelt with her forehead lowered toward the ground, hands resting upward against her knees in postures far too deliberate for a child inventing games in sleep.

Beside her bed sat carefully arranged collections of objects: dried flowers, stones, bird feathers, small bits of blue glass, buttons polished smooth by nervous fingers.

Offerings perhaps. Or simply a child trying to create order around feelings too large to understand.

The sounds disturbed Caroline most. Not because they were frightening, but because they sounded practiced. Measured. Ancient. The syllables rose and fell rhythmically, almost musical in their repetition. Years later, some listeners would insist fragments resembled reconstructed Egyptian devotional phrasing. Others argued the human mind naturally searches for patterns inside mystery.

Dorothy herself never claimed certainty about those nights.

Only memory. Or something close enough to memory that the distinction ceased to matter emotionally.

The family physician remained unconvinced by Caroline’s concern. Children who suffer head injuries often change, he explained. Imagination attached itself easily to trauma. The girl required firmer structure, fewer books, less indulgence.

Her father accepted this immediately because it offered solution rather than uncertainty.

Her mother did not argue aloud. But mothers notice accumulation. One strange incident may be dismissed. Twenty begin reshaping the emotional architecture of a home.

By the age of eight, Dorothy had become deeply isolated at school. The other girls spoke excitedly about future marriages, dresses, proper manners, social visits. Dorothy wanted to discuss ancient burial rituals and why civilizations separated by oceans often created similar spiritual symbols.

She questioned everything. Not arrogantly. Earnestly. That made it worse. Teachers tolerate rebellion more easily than sincere inquiry because rebellion can be punished. Genuine curiosity spreads.

During scripture lessons, Dorothy asked why ancient Egyptians seemed so preoccupied with preserving memory after death.

The teacher answered simply: “They worshipped false gods.”

Dorothy frowned.

“Then why did they love so deeply?”

The question lingered unpleasantly in the room.

As punishment for her constant questioning, Dorothy was often isolated from classmates or instructed to kneel silently after lessons. Yet even punishment failed to quiet the deeper movement inside her. If anything, isolation intensified it. The more emotionally disconnected she felt from the world around her, the stronger her attachment to Egypt became.

At night, the dreams expanded.

Not fantasy exactly. Sensory fragments.

Torchlight trembling
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