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Mirror of the Lost Souls

Echoes in the Attic Dust

The salt-laced wind, a familiar caress against the aged stone walls of the coastal town, whispered secrets that the present often chose to ignore. Layan, her fingers tracing the weathered wood of the attic door, felt a tremor of anticipation mingled with a poignant sadness. This house, her grandmother’s silent sentinel against the relentless march of time, held the fragments of a family history she was only beginning to piece together. The scent of dried lavender and forgotten paper filled the air, a ghostly perfume of lives lived and memories faded. Sunlight, fractured by the grimy windowpanes, cast long, dancing shadows across the cluttered space, illuminating dust motes that swirled like miniature galaxies, each a tiny universe of untold stories.

For months, ever since her grandmother’s passing, Layan had felt an inexplicable pull towards this place, a yearning to connect with the women who had shaped her existence. Her mother had spoken of this attic in hushed tones, a realm of forgotten treasures and whispered tales, but had rarely ventured beyond the creaking stairs. Now, with the key, heavy and cold in her palm, Layan felt like an archaeologist about to unearth a lost civilization. The silence within the attic seemed to hum with a latent energy, a waiting stillness that both intrigued and unsettled her. She pushed the door open, its hinges groaning in protest, and stepped into the dim, history-laden expanse.

The air inside was thick with the scent of decay and the mustiness of age. Furniture draped in white sheets stood like silent specters, their forms hinting at forgotten elegance. Trunks overflowing with yellowed photographs and brittle letters lay scattered across the floor, testament to lives documented and then tucked away. Layan moved slowly, her gaze sweeping across the collection of forgotten objects, each whispering a fragment of the past. A porcelain doll with vacant eyes stared blankly ahead, a tarnished silver locket lay open, revealing the faded image of a stern-faced man, and stacks of old books leaned precariously against each other, their spines cracked and their pages brittle.

It was in a dark corner, tucked beneath a pile of moth-eaten tapestries, that she found it. A mirror, unlike any she had ever seen. Its frame was crafted from a dark, unidentifiable wood, intricately carved with swirling patterns that seemed to writhe in the dim light. The glass itself was not the clear, reflective surface she expected, but held a smoky, opalescent quality, as if a nebula had been captured within its depths. It was surprisingly heavy as she carefully lifted it, the cool surface sending a shiver up her spine. An inexplicable draw emanated from it, a silent invitation to peer beyond the surface of the ordinary.

As Layan gazed into the depths of the antique mirror, the smoky haze within began to swirl and coalesce. It was as if the dust of ages was being stirred, revealing glimpses of fleeting images. She saw a woman with her grandmother’s eyes laughing by the sea, a man with a familiar smile she couldn’t quite place whispering secrets in a moonlit garden, and a child, her own younger self perhaps, playing innocently on a sun-drenched beach. Each reflection was ephemeral, lasting only a heartbeat before dissolving back into the swirling mist. A sense of vertigo washed over her, a feeling of being pulled into another time, another reality.

Then, a clearer image formed within the mirror’s depths. A young woman, her face etched with a profound sadness, stood in a room that seemed both familiar and alien. Her eyes, wide and filled with an unspeakable longing, locked with Layan’s own reflection. A silent plea seemed to emanate from her, a desperate whisper that resonated deep within Layan’s soul. It was then that Layan understood: this was no ordinary mirror. It was a window, a gateway to something beyond the veil of the living world, a mirror reflecting not just light, but the lost echoes of forgotten souls. And somehow, inexplicably, she felt connected to them, to their unspoken stories, to their yearning for peace. The adventure, she sensed with a mixture of fear and exhilaration, had just begun.

The encounter with the mirror had shaken her more profoundly than she cared to admit. Layan’s heart, a frantic drum against her ribs, was still racing as she set the mirror down on a sturdy, dust-covered chest. The smoky depths of the glass seemed to pulse with a faint, internal light, and the memory of the young woman’s sorrowful eyes lingered in her mind. This was no mere antique; it was a conduit, a vessel of forgotten echoes and lingering pains. Her pragmatic, scientific mind, so used to quantifiable data and logical conclusions, struggled to reconcile with this newfound, supernatural reality. A sense of awe and terror warred within her, a fear of the unknown clashing with an irresistible curiosity.

She spent the rest of the afternoon meticulously searching the attic, her focus now sharpened by this discovery. She wasn’t looking for family heirlooms or sentimental trinkets anymore; she was hunting for clues. Clues that would explain the mirror, her grandmother’s secrecy, and the ghostly faces that had flickered within the glass. Beneath a loose floorboard near the chimney, she found a small, leather-bound journal. The pages, brittle with age, were filled with her grandmother’s elegant, looping script. The entries were a mix of mundane daily life and increasingly cryptic references to a “gift” and a “burden.” The words became more desperate towards the end, speaking of a “lost soul” and the “unraveling veil.”

One entry, dated a week before her grandmother’s death, stood out. It spoke of a powerful, malevolent entity known only as “The Weaver,” a being that feasted on lost souls and sought to tear down the barriers between worlds. It warned that The Weaver was growing stronger, its influence spreading like a dark stain. The journal ended with a final, chilling plea: “Layan, my dear, the mirror will find you. You are the last one. Protect the balance. Do not let them cross over.” The words sent a cold dread through Layan’s veins. The responsibility, heavy and overwhelming, settled on her shoulders. She was not just an observer in this spectral drama; she was a participant, destined to inherit a legacy she never knew existed.

Back in her own room, with the journal open before her, Layan’s logical mind began to construct a hypothesis. The mirror was not just a tool for seeing ghosts; it was a key. A key to a dimension where souls, unable to move on, were trapped. Her grandmother, and presumably her ancestors before her, were the guardians of this key, the keepers of the balance. The Weaver, a malevolent force, was trying to corrupt this balance. The final, horrifying truth clicked into place: the “lost soul” her grandmother spoke of was the key to The Weaver’s power. She needed to be found and freed, or the consequences would be catastrophic.

That night, Layan’s dreams were a whirlwind of fragmented images and whispers. She saw the young woman from the mirror again, her face a mask of sorrow, reaching out a hand that passed through Layan’s own. She heard her grandmother’s voice, not in a loving memory, but as a desperate echo, a warning. When she awoke, the mirror, which she had propped against a wall, was glowing faintly. She walked towards it, her body moving of its own accord, drawn by a force she could no longer deny. As her reflection appeared, the image of the young woman from the day before superimposed itself over her own face. Her lips moved, forming words Layan could almost hear: “Save me. The Weaver is coming.” The first chapter concluded not with a sense of triumph or discovery, but with a terrifying realization. The journey had begun, and Layan, the rational, modern woman, was now a reluctant player in a timeless, supernatural war.
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Whispers from the Other Side

Sleep offered no escape, the spectral visage of the trapped soul and the chilling warning echoing in the hollow chambers of Layan’s mind. The morning sun, filtering weakly through her bedroom window, did little to dispel the lingering unease. The air felt heavy, charged with an unseen presence. The mirror, now covered with a thick cloth, seemed to pulse faintly beneath its shroud, a silent reminder of the reality she could no longer ignore. Her life, just days ago a predictable routine of research and quiet contemplation, had been irrevocably altered, thrust into a realm of shadows and forgotten histories.

Driven by a mixture of fear and a burgeoning sense of responsibility, Layan returned to the attic. The journal lay open where she had left it, her grandmother’s final words a stark reminder of the danger. “Protect the balance. Do not let them cross over.” The weight of this inherited duty pressed down on her, a burden she felt ill-equipped to carry. Yet, the image of the sorrowful woman in the mirror, her silent plea for help, resonated deeply within her. She couldn’t simply turn away, pretending she hadn’t seen, hadn’t felt the palpable despair emanating from the other side.

Days turned into nights as Layan immersed herself in her grandmother’s journal, searching for any clue, any explanation that could shed light on the mirror and its spectral inhabitants. The entries became a roadmap into a world she never knew existed, a secret history
















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
BRPA SLONK






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





