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Rose

The hum of the fluorescent lights above was a constant, a drone that blurred the line between waking and sleeping. I stared at the stack of papers before me—old maps, Taino settlement sketches, Spanish colonial documents. It all blurred together, and after three years of doing this, it all felt tiring. 

When I first started at the Historical Society in San Juan, I had imagined something different. I thought I’d be unearthing forgotten treasures, discovering lost histories buried in forgotten corners. Instead, it felt like I was slowly suffocating under layers of dust, cataloging pieces of a past that had already been picked over, analyzed, and reduced to the same, repetitive facts. Some days, it was hard to even remember why I’d wanted to work here in the first place.

I glanced at the clock on the wall. Noon. Already? Time had a way of slipping by when I wasn’t paying attention. It was like the hours had a habit of expanding and contracting to suit the mood of the room. And today, the mood felt very empty.

I ran my fingers over one of the maps. Crude depictions of Taino villages, some of the oldest settlements on the island, their circular homes arranged around central outbuildings. It was fascinating stuff, once. When I’d first learned about the Tainos, their architecture had spoken to me. The way they lived in harmony with the land, how every structure was designed to honor their connection to nature, it had been a kind of history I could believe in. But now, all I saw was just more lines and ink. The poetry of it had faded. Everything here felt dead—every page, every artifact, a mute ghost of something that once lived, now reduced to data. Data that had no meaning, just words on a page.

I leaned back in my chair, stretching my arms above my head. I was tired, but not the kind of tired you get from a hard day's work. This was the kind of tiredness that came from doing the same thing every single day until you forgot why you started. The kind that comes from looking at history and wondering if anything in the present could ever match the beauty or significance of the past.

The office felt colder than usual today. I shivered a little, despite the heat of the San Juan sun outside. Maybe it was the stale air, or maybe it was the sense that something was missing, that something was waiting. But I couldn’t quite put my finger on what it was. 

I looked down at the stack of papers again. The maps. The documents. The routine. It was all starting to feel like nothing. My fingers hovered over the keyboard for a moment before I pushed it aside. 

Maybe I needed a break.

I stood and stretched, the tension in my neck and shoulders suddenly more apparent after hours of hunched-over work. The small, windowless office had always felt like a little tomb, the kind of place where time seemed to move slower and slower, where history was preserved but not celebrated. The air was stale, heavy with the scent of dust, old books, and faded memories. The shelves were lined with brittle, forgotten pages, most of them yellowing and cracking with age. Some were meticulously cataloged, others abandoned in mismatched piles. No one paid much attention to the history here anymore, and it had started to feel like we were just caretakers of someone else’s long-lost past. 

I glanced at the clock on the wall. It was already past lunchtime, the minutes slipping away without my noticing. I pushed my chair back and stood, walking toward the narrow hallway that led to the break room. As I passed the cluttered shelves and the towering stacks of old documents, the sound of the buzzing fluorescent lights overhead seemed to reverberate in my ears. The room felt smaller than usual, as though I were being boxed in by all these forgotten lives.

Just as I was about to push open the door to the break room, I heard a voice.

“Rose.”

I stopped and turned to see Leo standing in the doorway of the archive room, his arms crossed. He was the newest addition to the Historical Society, hired just a few months ago to assist with some of the more tedious cataloging. While I had been here for three years now, he had already made a name for himself with his strict adherence to protocol and no-nonsense attitude. It wasn’t that Leo was unfriendly, but he had a way of coming across as distant, even cold at times. He was precise, methodical, and while I appreciated his work ethic, I couldn’t deny that he and I had different approaches to the archives. 

I gave him a quick nod. “Hey, Leo. What’s up?”

He leaned against the doorframe, watching me for a moment. “You’re still here?”

I glanced back at my desk, cluttered with papers I hadn’t managed to sort through yet. “Yeah. Trying to make a dent in some of this stuff.”

“You know, you could probably take a break,” he said, his tone somewhere between a suggestion and a mild reprimand. "You’ve been at it for hours."

I waved a hand dismissively, trying to shrug off the advice. “I’ll take a break later. I’m almost done with this project.”

Leo raised an eyebrow, his gaze flicking toward the pile of papers in front of me. "Almost done" was a stretch, I knew. It had been the same with every project lately. Cataloguing, sorting, reorganizing—my work had started to feel mechanical, as though I were just moving paper from one place to another without really finding anything. That’s what made the work feel so draining: it was always the same, nothing ever changed.

"You're digging through this old stuff again?” Leo asked, looking at the stack of colonial-era documents I was sorting. "I mean, no judgment, but it seems like we’ve been through this a thousand times. You don’t think we should be moving on to newer material? There's so much more that needs attention."

I could feel my frustration building, but I didn’t want to snap at him. "It’s not about the age of the material, Leo. Sometimes it’s the oldest things that hold the most meaning." I could tell by his expression that he didn’t get it. To him, history was about facts and dates and records. To me, it was about stories—the ones that lived on, long after the people who created them were gone.

Leo didn’t reply right away. He shifted his weight, his eyes scanning the stacks of papers on my desk. "I just don’t get it," he said, the corner of his mouth twitching slightly. "It’s all so... impersonal. I mean, who cares about these things? I guess it’s fine if you’re into it, but don't you ever feel like you're wasting your time?"

The question hung in the air for a moment, making the room feel even smaller. Leo’s bluntness didn’t surprise me. I’d heard it before. But today, for some reason, it stung. Maybe it was the exhaustion, or the frustration I’d been feeling about my own work, but I felt a sharp retort rise in my chest.

I tried to brush it off with a forced smile. “Not everyone needs to see the past the same way. Some of us just... feel it.”

He didn’t seem convinced. He gave a small shrug and glanced toward the break room. "Alright, well, I’ll leave you to it. Just don’t forget to eat something, okay? You’re not going to get anywhere if you burn yourself out."

I nodded, but it wasn’t like Leo’s words had any real weight to them. I wasn’t burning out. I was just drifting.

He turned and walked out, leaving me standing there, the quiet stillness of the room swallowing up his retreating footsteps. I took a deep breath, trying to shake off the lingering tension from the conversation. The last thing I needed was more doubt. 

Turning back to my desk, I began to sift through the papers in front of me, but my thoughts kept drifting. I had never felt so disconnected from my work. I was starting to wonder if Leo was right; if it was time to move on, find something new, something more. But as my fingers hovered over a stack of colonial letters, something caught my eye. 

In the far corner of the room, partly obscured by a leaning stack of maps and some old boxes, I noticed a small, unmarked box. It was tucked away so carelessly, hidden in the mess like a forgotten relic. I blinked, feeling a strange sense of pull, like it was waiting for me, even though I never noticed it before.

I paused, a strange sensation prickling at the back of my neck. Something about this box felt... different. Like it had been placed there deliberately, as if it were waiting for me to notice it. I had worked in this room for over three years, and I was certain this box hadn’t been here before. Maybe it had always been tucked away, hidden behind the clutter. Or maybe it had just appeared, as if out of nowhere. Either way, I couldn’t ignore the pull I felt toward it.

I pulled it out from behind the pile of maps. It was small, no larger than a shoebox, but as I ran my hand over the top, I could feel the faint grooves in the wood. The kind you only get when something has been touched over and over again. I noticed there were no markings on it, no catalog number, no label. No indication of its origin. Nothing about it suggested it belonged here, tucked away in the back corner of the archives. 

What the hell was this?

Something about the box felt oddly familiar, as if it had been waiting for me. My heart skipped a beat as I lifted the lid. It creaked open, and a rush of old paper and ink filled the air. There, nestled inside, were a series of letters—neatly folded and stacked, their yellowed edges fraying with age.

The first letter I pulled from the box was written in beautiful Spanish script—elegant, flowing, as if the writer had taken great care with every word. I flipped the letter open, and the first line of text jumped out at me, almost as if it had been written for my eyes alone: 

"Mi amor, mi destino, no importa cuán lejos estemos. Los hilos invisibles que nos unen atraviesan el tiempo."

“My love, my destiny, no matter how far we are. The invisible threads that bind us cross through time.”

I stopped. The words burned into my mind, a sudden weight settling over my chest. Who was this written to? And why was it hidden in this box, forgotten here in the archives?

I ran my fingers over the paper again, the edges frayed from age. I didn’t know where this would lead, but I knew one thing for sure. I couldn’t ignore it. 

I had to know more. 

And just like that, I was hooked. And as I continued to read, I felt the world around me shift just slightly, as though I were crossing over into a new chapter of my life; one that had been waiting, hidden for far too long. 

And all of a sudden, I wasn’t sure if Leo’s doubt was right. Maybe I wasn’t wasting my time at all. 

Maybe I was about to uncover something far bigger than I had ever imagined.
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Rose

The next few hours passed in a blur, my mind consumed by the letters I’d found in that strange little box. Each one felt like a puzzle piece, a fragment of something bigger, a story that had been buried beneath layers of time and dust. The office around me—its stale air, its oppressive quiet seemed to fade into the background as I carefully unfolded the next letter. It was as if the very room itself had become a portal, transporting me to another time. A different world.

The second letter was written in the same elegant script as the first, though this one was much shorter, its words even more urgent. 

"No sé cuánto tiempo pasará antes de que recibas estas palabras, pero quiero que sepas que mi amor por ti es eterno. Aunque el destino nos separe, no hay distancia que pueda borrar lo que hemos vivido."

"I don’t know how long it will be before you receive these words, but I want you to know that my love for you is eternal. Though fate may separate us, no distance can erase what we’ve shared."

I read it twice, the weight of the words sinking in. There was something so personal about them, so raw. It was like I was intruding on an intimate moment, one that had been sealed in time, waiting to be uncovered.

What had this person endured? What kind of love had they shared? And why had these letters, these precious pieces of someone’s soul, been hidden away for so long?

I glanced around the small archive room, feeling a sense of urgency settle over me. It was as if the universe had conspired to bring me here, to this exact moment. To this box. 

The third letter I pulled out was more worn than the others. The paper was tattered at the edges, the ink slightly faded, but the words were still legible, still filled with the same intensity as the others. It spoke of separation, of longing, of an undying bond between two people. But this time, there was something else, something unsettling. 

“Hay algo que debo decirte. Algo que temo, algo que he ocultado por tanto tiempo. Las circunstancias de nuestra separación no son lo que parecen. El destino no nos separó por casualidad."

"There is something I must tell you. Something I fear, something I’ve hidden for so long. The circumstances of our separation are not what they seem. Fate did not separate us by chance."

I stopped, my heart pounding. What was this? The words seemed to echo, reverberating through my chest. I turned the letter over, desperate for more, but there was nothing else. No signature. Just the unsettling end of a sentence that begged to be completed.

I felt a chill crawl up my spine. There was something deeper at play here, something beyond the simple love story I’d assumed. Something hidden. Something dark.

I placed the letter back in the box carefully, my hands trembling slightly. The room around me seemed colder now, more oppressive. I couldn’t just leave it at this. I had to know more. 

But where to begin?

I turned back to the letters. Maybe the answer was in the dates, perhaps the letters had been written during a specific time in history. The Taino maps, the colonial documents I’d been sorting through, they all had a story to tell, though often they felt like fragmented memories. But these letters, they were living things, breathing with emotion and purpose. They wanted to be found. 

I quickly scanned the first few lines of the first letter again, looking for anything I might have missed. It was only then that I noticed something odd. The letter wasn’t dated, but there was a faint, almost imperceptible mark in the corner. At first, I thought it was just a smudge of ink, but as I examined it more closely, I realized it was a small, intricate symbol—a crescent moon, with a star etched into its curve. 

The symbol was too deliberate to be a mistake. It felt significant. But where had I seen it before?

My mind raced, trying to place it. Then it hit me. The symbol was familiar. I’d seen it before, in the margins of the old maps I’d been sorting through earlier. It had been inscribed on a few of the Taino sketches, along with other markings that seemed to speak of something spiritual, something beyond the ordinary. 

I stood up abruptly, my chair scraping loudly against the floor. My pulse quickened as I grabbed the stack of maps from my desk and began flipping through them, searching for the symbol. My fingers flew over the worn pages, the map edges curling with age, the ink fading in some places but still discernible in others.

And there it was.

A map of a Taino settlement, drawn in exquisite detail. The homes, the winding paths through the forest. But in the lower-right corner, almost hidden among the swirls of ink and ancient sketches, was the same crescent moon and star symbol.

I stared at it for a moment, unable to tear my eyes away. This symbol was connected to both the letters and the Taino people. But how? Was it a relic of their culture, or was it something more, something that transcended time?

I didn’t have answers. Not yet. But I had a feeling I was on the verge of discovering something monumental.

Just as I was about to pull out more maps to investigate further, I heard footsteps behind me. I turned quickly, startled to find Leo standing in the doorway again, his arms folded, looking more concerned than I’d ever seen him.

"Rose," he said, his voice quieter than usual. "You okay?"

I took a deep breath, forcing myself to calm down. I hadn’t realized how intensely I’d been focused on the
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