
Hamza Laaouamri

Whispers of the Other Side





  

  Copyright © 2025 by Hamza Laaouamri


  
    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
    

    
    
      	
        Chapter 1
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 2
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 3
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 4
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 5
        
      

    
    


  




  
  
  Chapter 1

  
  




The First Whisper 


Mara Hale considered the silence of the Oakhaven Historical Archive a living entity, a vast, breathing thing composed of dust motes dancing in weak sunlight and the hushed weight of a thousand forgotten stories. It clung to her, a familiar shroud on these late autumn afternoons, as the fog outside thickened beyond the grimy windowpanes. Her fingers, stained faintly with ink and the faint must of ancient paper, traced the spine of a leather-bound ledger, its pages brittle with the passage of decades, holding local tax records from 1908. She felt a kinship with these quiet remnants. A chill permeated the archive, a dampness that seeped into her bones, an ever-present feature of Oakhaven’s persistent November. Outside, the world was muted, the sounds of distant traffic and the occasional mournful clang of the old church bell absorbed by the burgeoning mist. Mara often found solace in this muffled existence, a mirror to the quiet chambers of her own heart. Grief, a constant companion since her brother’s accident, had carved a space that craved stillness, a refuge from the clamor of a life she no longer recognized. The yellow glow of her desk lamp cast a small, comforting circle on the polished oak, highlighting a photograph tucked discreetly beneath her blotter. It showed a younger Mara, vibrant and laughing, arm-in-arm with a man whose smile held the warmth of a summer afternoon – Liam. She touched the image lightly, a faint, familiar ache blossoming in her chest. His absence was a pervasive hum beneath the surface of her days, a whisper she could almost hear in the rustle of turning pages, but it was a phantom of her memory, not a sound in the air. Today, however, a new kind of silence had begun to settle, one laced with an unfamiliar tension. As she worked through a box of donated parish records, she’d caught herself pausing, head cocked, listening to something that wasn’t there. It felt like the air itself was holding its breath, a nascent hum vibrating just beyond the range of human hearing. She attributed it to fatigue, perhaps the lingering cold that always seemed to take root in her chest this time of year, or simply the eerie stillness of the archive on a particularly heavy fog day. A name jumped out from the handwritten script on a faded baptism certificate: “Elara Thorne, born October 14, 1923.” The ink was a delicate sepia, the loops and flourishes of the minister’s hand elegant even in their age. As her gaze lingered on Elara’s name, Mara felt a strange prickle at the back of her neck, a sensation like an unseen spider spinning a web. It wasn’t unpleasant, merely… unexpected. She shivered, pulling her cardigan tighter, convincing herself it was the draft from the leaky window. A true whisper then, faint as a moth’s wingbeat against glass, brushed the edge of her hearing. It was barely a sound, more a fleeting impression of words, like someone talking in another room, their voice muffled by heavy doors. Mara froze, her hand hovering over the document. Her eyes scanned the empty, towering shelves, the rows of silent books, the hushed corridors. No one else was meant to be here; the archive was always locked from the inside when she worked late, its heavy oak door secured. She held her breath, straining to catch the elusive sound again. The archive offered only its usual symphony of creaks and groans, the settling sighs of an old building, the rhythmic drip from a faulty gutter outside. Mara mentally chided herself. Years of solitary work in a place steeped in history could play tricks on a person, conjuring echoes of the past from thin air. Her imagination, she told herself, was simply overactive, conjuring phantoms from the autumn gloom, manufacturing mystery where none existed. Yet, a subtle shift had occurred. The quality of the air around her felt different, thicker, as though weighted by unseen expectations. She glanced at the clock on the wall, its slow, methodical tick suddenly amplified. Half past five. The streetlights outside, already hazy through the mist, were beginning to cast long, watery shadows. Oakhaven was slipping into its evening cloak of gray, and with it, a familiar sense of quiet isolation, but tonight, it felt distinctly different, charged with a strange anticipation. Mara pushed aside the parish records, turning instead to a stack of local newspaper clippings from the 1970s that needed cataloging. She hoped that focusing on a more mundane task would ground her, dispel the nascent unease. The crisp, slightly acidic smell of newsprint filled her nostrils as she unfolded a yellowed page, revealing a headline about the annual Harvest Festival and a smaller, more unsettling article tucked beneath it, its type stark against the aged paper. “Local Girl Vanishes After Dance.” Her breath hitched. The whisper, clearer now, less a suggestion and more an insistent murmur, snaked through the air, directly behind her. It wasn’t words she understood, not yet, but a feeling, an urgent pull, a sensation of cold dread coiling in her gut. Mara spun around, her chair scraping loudly across the wooden floor, the sound sharp and jarring in the heavy quiet. Nothing. Only the shadows stretching long and distorted, cast by the single desk lamp. The shelves stood silent, unwavering. A cold, clammy sensation crawled up her arm, raising goosebumps. This wasn’t her imagination anymore. The air had dropped several degrees around her, distinct from the general chill of the building. She felt watched, observed by something just beyond the periphery of her sight, a presence that pressed in, heavy and unseen. Her heart began to hammer against her ribs, a frantic bird trapped within her chest, echoing in her ears with a rush that almost drowned out the sound that came next. “Elara,” the voice breathed, soft and elongated, like silk tearing slowly. It was unmistakably a name, the same name she had just read on the baptism certificate. The sound was not from the room’s acoustics, nor the building’s creaks; it was a pure, disembodied sound, directly into her mind, yet undeniably external. Mara stumbled back, knocking her chair over with a clatter that reverberated through the archive, sending a fresh wave of terror coursing through her. Her hand flew to her mouth, stifling a gasp. She scrambled to her feet, her eyes darting wildly. The whisper had vanished as quickly as it had come, leaving behind only the profound silence, now amplified by her own racing pulse. Was she losing her mind? The thought was a cold, rational counterpoint to the raw fear gripping her. She squeezed her eyes shut, then opened them again, trying to reset her vision, to clear the lingering image of shadows that seemed to writhe in her peripheral vision, to make sense of the impossible. Her gaze landed on the newspaper clipping again, the one about the vanished girl. A small photograph accompanied the article, grainy and faded: a young woman with wide, frightened eyes, her hair swept back from a heart-shaped face. “Sarah Jenkins, 17, last seen October 28, 1977, leaving the Oakhaven Town Hall dance.” A different name, a different time, yet the unsettling correlation felt too potent, too immediate, to be coincidence. The archive, usually a sanctuary, now felt like a mausoleum. A frantic urge to flee surged through her, to run from the suffocating presence, from the voice that had spoken a name from the past. But beneath the fear, a tiny, stubborn seed of curiosity took root, a librarian’s instinct to connect disparate pieces of information. “Elara” was the whisper’s focus, yet Sarah Jenkins was the headline. Could the two be linked, somehow, across the decades? The thought was absurd, yet the urgency of the whisper felt intensely real, undeniably tied to the archive’s old secrets. Mara cautiously approached the fallen chair, righting it, her movements stiff and jerky. Her fingers trembled as she picked up the newspaper article again, her eyes scanning for any detail, any hidden clue. The article was brief, noting the girl’s popular reputation and the lack of any leads. It mentioned a search party, a frustrated sheriff, and a town gripped by fear. Then, a small, almost incidental line at the bottom caught her attention, a sentence she’d previously overlooked in her haste. “Sarah Jenkins, a distant relative of the prominent Thorne family, was known to frequent the town hall’s archives for her history class research.” The blood drained from Mara’s face. Thorne. The name Elara Thorne, spoken by the whisper, was now connected, however tenuously, to the vanished Sarah Jenkins. The archive, this quiet repository of Oakhaven’s past, wasn’t merely housing records; it was holding on to something far more sinister, something that was now reaching out to her across time. A new whisper, clearer than before, though still a breathy, ethereal sound, seemed to emanate directly from the page. This time, there were more than just names; there was a direction, a command. “West wing… lower shelf… behind the atlas.” Mara’s rational mind screamed at her, urging her to ignore it, to dismiss it as a trick of her overwrought nerves. But the words were too specific, too compelling, and the chill in the air had intensified, a cold hand gripping her heart. She grabbed a heavy-duty flashlight from her desk, its beam cutting a stark path through the deepening shadows of the main reading room. Her movements were stiff, hesitant, as if wading through unseen water. The west wing housed the archive’s oldest, least-disturbed collections, rarely accessed. Cobwebs, thick as spun sugar, often draped the forgotten corners there, undisturbed for years. The thought of venturing deeper into that forgotten section, alone, in the fading light, filled her with profound dread. Every creak of the floorboards, every rustle of old paper, seemed to amplify the sense of an unseen presence dogging her steps. The air grew colder with each step she took towards the west wing, a glacial chill that settled into her bones, stealing her breath. She clutched the flashlight like a talisman against the encroaching darkness, its beam a meager defense against the looming shadows that seemed to grow more substantial, more menacing, with every footfall. The archive was transforming around her. Reaching the entrance to the west wing, Mara hesitated, her hand on the cold metal doorknob. The silence here was different, heavier, expectant. She could hear her own ragged breathing, loud in her ears, and the frantic thump of her heart. With a surge of reluctant courage, she pushed the door open, revealing a cavernous space where the towering shelves seemed to lean in, oppressive and watchful. The beam of her flashlight cut through the gloom, illuminating dust motes dancing like lost spirits. She moved slowly, her eyes scanning the shelf labels, seeking the “lower shelf” and “the atlas.” The rows of ancient volumes, bound in deteriorating leather and cloth, seemed to absorb the light, clinging to their secrets. The air was thick with the scent of aged paper and something else, something metallic and faint, like old blood, or perhaps just the rusty pipes of the old building. She tried to dismiss the latter, but the thought lingered, a cold dread clinging to the back of her throat. Finally, she located a row of oversized, heavy atlases, their covers worn smooth with time. Her fingers brushed against their cold surfaces, her heart thudding a frantic rhythm. The lowest shelf was shrouded in deeper shadow, hidden behind a loose stack of forgotten periodicals. With a shaky breath, Mara knelt, pushing aside the brittle papers. Her hand closed around something solid, tucked away in the recess, a small, wooden box, barely visible in the dim light. It was warm to the touch, almost pulsing with a faint, internal heat. The whisper was a cacophony now, a symphony of hushed, urgent voices, pressing in on her














