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​THE RAIN HAMMERED AGAINST the windows of the grand yet decaying mansion, drowning out the sound of scrubbing. Prawl Bayarden’s fingers were raw from dragging a damp cloth across the cold stone floor, the scent of soap mixing with the stale air of neglect. Prawl Bayarden is a 15-year-old boy with a mind as sharp as a dagger and a heart that refuses to break, no matter how much the world tries to shatter it. Born into privilege, but thrown into misery.

Prawl had a lean yet sturdy frame, his youthful face carrying a quiet, almost unreadable expression. His neatly combed yet slightly tousled hair framed his delicate features, the soft waves adding a boyish charm to his otherwise serious demeanor. His sharp eyes, though downcast, held a hint of quiet determination, as if he saw beyond the moment. The soft lighting cast subtle shadows on his angular cheekbones, emphasizing the natural contours of his face. Dressed in a simple buttoned-up shirt with suspenders holding up his slightly oversized trousers, he had an air of understated resilience. His sleeves were rolled up just enough to reveal his forearms, showing signs of labor without making him appear weak. Though his posture was slightly hunched from his work, there was a quiet grace in the way he held the broom, his fingers wrapped around it with a firm yet effortless grip. Every detail about him, from the slight furrow of his brows to the way his lips were set in a neutral line, spoke of someone who carried more weight than he let on, yet refused to be crushed by it.

“Faster, you useless brat!” Lady Grimhilde’s voice cut through the air like a blade, her golden cane tapping against the floor impatiently. “I want to see my own reflection in that floor!”
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Prawl clenched his teeth, ignoring the sharp pang in his knees from kneeling too long. He had spent years enduring her cruelty, waiting for the moment he could break free. But until then, he had to pretend to be the obedient servant in his own house.

As Prawl cleaned the floor, his hands moved steadily, not with defeat but with quiet focus. He listened carefully, observing everything around him, storing details that others ignored. Though his stepmother scolded him, he showed no reaction—wasting energy on anger wasn’t worth it. He worked efficiently, not out of obedience, but because he refused to let hardship break him.

A house that should have been his loomed around him, vast and unwelcoming. The high ceilings and grand chandeliers cast a glow that felt distant, their light never reaching the cold marble beneath his feet. The furniture stood tall and polished, yet it held no warmth, no sense of belonging. Every room seemed too big, too empty, as if the walls whispered secrets he couldn’t grasp. He moved through the space like an outsider, his presence blending into the background, unnoticed and unimportant. The throbbing in his head returned, a sharp reminder of something he couldn’t quite name, but he pushed through, gripping the broom tighter. This house, this place, was supposed to mean something to him—he could feel it—but all it gave him now was an aching void. Prawl often suffered from intense headaches that struck without warning, gripping his skull with a sharp, pulsing pain that made his vision blur for a moment. It felt as if something inside his head was tightening, pressing down with an unbearable weight. Sometimes, the pain started as a dull throb at his temples, growing into a storm that made even the simplest movements feel exhausting. He would pause, gripping the broom tightly, his breath shallow as he fought to steady himself, knowing that showing weakness would only invite more scorn. The world around him would fade into a hazy blur, his stepmother’s harsh voice becoming distant and muffled. But he never let it stop him—no matter how much his head pounded, no matter how dizzy he felt, he pushed through, swallowing the pain like he always did.

His real parents were gone—dead,under suspicious circumstances. No one had dared to question it, except for Prawl. He never believed the story of a simple carriage accident. There had been no bodies. No one had ever seen them
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buried. And yet, Lady Grimhilde had taken over the estate like it was always meant to be hers
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​Chapter 2:The call for the action
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WHILE SCRUBBING THE dusty floors near the storeroom, Prawl 's aching head throbbed with each movement, but his hands worked mechanically, pushing through the exhaustion. The air in this part of the house was thick with dust, the dim light barely reaching the corners of the cramped space. His stepmother, Grimhilde, had always made it clear—he was never to touch the old cupboard standing against the farthest wall. Yet, as he worked near it, an uneasy curiosity stirred within him.

The cupboard was tall and made of dark, aged wood, its surface covered in scratches that told of time and secrets long hidden. The brass handle felt cold under his fingers as he hesitated, his heartbeat quickening. He knew he shouldn’t—if Grimhilde found out, there would be consequences. But something about it pulled him in, an instinct beyond reason. With a deep breath, he tugged at the handle.

The door creaked open, the sound cutting through the silence like a warning. A musty scent filled the air, carrying hints of something forgotten, something untouched for years. Inside, layers of dust clung to old books, papers, and strange objects wrapped in cloth. But one thing stood out, it was the photo frames with old but still shiny golden plate, nothing was clearly visible because of the glass which was broken

As Prawl stared at the broken photo inside the cupboard, a sudden, searing pain shot through his head. He clutched his temples, his vision blurring as a sharp, unbearable headache took hold. It wasn’t just pain—it was something deeper, something clawing its way to the surface of his mind. His breath hitched as flashes of unfamiliar images flickered before his eyes. A dimly lit room, a shadowed figure, the sound of someone calling his name—fragments of a memory long buried. His knees buckled, and he pressed his back against
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the cupboard, struggling to make sense of what he was seeing. Was this real? Or just a cruel trick of his mind?

Prawl gasped, his fingers digging into his scalp as the images grew clearer. The shadowed figure in his vision moved closer, and a voice—distorted yet eerily familiar—whispered his name. His heart pounded against his ribs as he tried to focus, but just as he was about to make out the face, a sharp jolt of pain forced him to shut his eyes.

When he opened them again, the vision was gone. The cupboard, the broken frame, the dusty books—they were all the same. But something felt different. His breathing was ragged, his body trembling as if he had just woken from a nightmare. Yet, deep inside, he knew this was no dream.

Staggering to his feet, he turned back to the broken photo. His hands shook as he picked it up, brushing away the shards of glass. The faded picture inside sent another chill down his spine. He knew this place. He had been here before.


But how? And why couldn't he remember?


Prawl staggered back, his breathing uneven as the throbbing in his head grew unbearable. It felt as if his own mind was screaming at him, trying to force him to remember something—something important. His vision blurred again, and in the haze, faint images flickered before him.

A hidden path. A dark corridor. The feeling of cold metal beneath his fingertips.


His heart pounded as realization clawed at the edges of his consciousness.


His brain was trying to tell him something


Before Prawl could grasp the full picture, a sharp voice shattered the silence. “What are you doing in here?”


His mother stood at the doorway, her eyes blazing with fury. The moment her voice reached him, the pounding in his skull intensified, like a hammer striking against his brain. His vision swayed, his knees buckling beneath him. The last thing he saw was the broken frame inside the cupboard before darkness consumed him. When he woke up, he was lying on his bed, his body weak and drained of energy. His mother’s stern face hovered over him, her voice cold and final.


“You are never to enter the storeroom again, Prawl. Do you hear me?”



He wanted to protest, to ask why, to tell her about the strange memories clawing at his mind. But his throat was dry, and his head still ached. He could do nothing but nod.


The storeroom was now forbidden. But why? What was his mother hiding?


And why did he feel that the answer was his dream?

That night, silence blanketed the house. The soft creaks of the wooden floor echoed as Prawl tiptoed toward the storeroom. His heart pounded, but his determination was stronger than his fear. His mother had forbidden him from coming here, but he had to know the truth.

He pushed the door open carefully, the rusty hinges letting out a whisper of resistance. The moonlight filtered through the small, dusty window, casting faint shadows across the room. His eyes locked onto the broken frame inside the cupboard.

With trembling hands, he reached for it, his fingers brushing against the cracked glass. The image inside was still unclear, partially hidden by the darkness, but before he could make sense of it, the same unbearable pain shot through his head. It was as if something inside him was fighting to emerge—memories, lost and buried deep, struggling against the walls of his mind.

This time, however, Prawl was ready. He gritted his teeth, refusing to give in to the pain. His body trembled, sweat forming on his brow, but he held on. His brain was showing him something—a path, a direction. The copper box. It was hidden somewhere, but where? His vision blurred as flashes of unfamiliar places, whispers of forgotten voices, and the faint glimmer of the box flickered in his mind.


He clenched his fists.

This time, he wouldn’t faint. This time, he would uncover the truth.


As Prawl traced his fingers along the rough wooden back of the cupboard, his breath hitched. His mind was guiding him, leading him toward something—something hidden. His fingers stopped at an irregular gap between the wooden panels. It was small, almost unnoticeable, but it felt different.

His headache flared again, but this time, he fought through the pain. He clenched his jaw, trying to force the memories back. His mind whispered—A door... there was a door...

Heart pounding, he pressed against the gap, but nothing happened. He searched desperately, running his hands over the surface. Then, he felt it—a small, barely perceptible indentation near the side. A hidden lever.


With a deep breath, he curled his fingers around it and pulled. A soft click broke the silence.


The wooden cupboard trembled slightly, and then—it happened. The back of the cupboard didn’t move, but to his left, on the storeroom wall, something shifted. A narrow, hidden door, disguised within the woodwork, creaked open ever so slightly, revealing a sliver of darkness beyond.


Prawl 's heart nearly stopped. This was it.

The way to the copper box.


Prawl ’s breath caught in his throat as the hidden door creaked open, revealing a narrow, pitch-black corridor stretching beyond the storeroom walls. A damp, musty scent wafted toward him, sending a shiver down his spine. The air inside felt untouched, as if no one had stepped through in years—maybe longer.

His fingers curled around the edge of the doorway, hesitant. His mind was screaming at him to move forward, to follow the path his brain had been desperately trying to reveal. But his body remained frozen, caught between fear and curiosity.

The headache still lingered, but beneath the pain was something new—an urgency, a pull toward whatever lay ahead.

He swallowed hard, then took a cautious step forward. The wooden floor creaked beneath his weight, the sound swallowed by the endless darkness ahead. He could barely see anything, only the faint outline of walls closing in around him.


His heart pounded.

This was no ordinary storeroom.

This place had been hidden for a reason.


Prawl took another step into the darkness, his breath shallow. The corridor seemed to stretch endlessly, the air growing heavier with each step. He reached out, his fingers skimming the rough walls as he moved forward, relying on touch more than sight. The wood felt old, damp, as if time had forgotten this place.




A sudden click echoed beneath his feet.


He froze. His heart thundered in his chest as he slowly looked down, though he could barely see anything. Had he triggered something? A trap? A mechanism? The silence that followed was suffocating, pressing against his ears.


Then—faintly—he heard it.


A whisper. Not a voice, not a person, but a memory surfacing from the depths of his mind. A feeling. A sound that once belonged to him but had been locked away, just like this corridor. His fingers twitched. The copper box. It was close. He knew it.

Swallowing his fear, he moved forward. Each step felt like peeling away a layer of the unknown, unraveling a secret he was never meant to find. The corridor narrowed, and then suddenly—his fingers brushed against something cold.


Metal. A door.


Prawl ’s pulse quickened. This was it. The hidden truth, the answers buried in the darkness. His hand trembled as he reached for the handle.


And then—without warning—something moved behind him.


A chill ran down Prawl’s spine as he spun around, his breath hitching. The darkness behind him felt heavier, as if it were watching him. But there was nothing—just the empty corridor stretching back to the storeroom. His heart pounded against his ribs. Had he imagined it? The sound, the movement—was it just his mind playing tricks on him?


No. He knew what he had heard.


Swallowing hard, he turned back to the cold metal door before him. His fingers hesitated over the handle. The air here felt different—charged, like the moment before a storm.

His headache pulsed again, sharper this time, as if his brain was fighting against something—against the very act of opening this door. His vision blurred, and for a brief moment, a flicker of memory tried to break through.

This door... I’ve been here before. The realization made his fingers tremble. He gripped the handle tighter, ignoring the dizziness washing over him. He couldn’t stop now. Not when he was so close. Taking a deep breath, he twisted the handle and pushed.

The door creaked open, revealing a dimly lit space beyond. Dust particles floated in the stale air, illuminated by a single, flickering lightbulb hanging from the ceiling. At the center of the room, resting atop an old wooden table—


The copper box.


Prawl ’s breath caught. His feet moved on their own as he stepped closer, drawn to it like a force he couldn’t resist. The box was small but solid, its surface tarnished with age. Strange engravings covered the metal, symbols that felt oddly familiar.


He reached out, his fingers barely grazing the cool surface when—A violent surge of pain shot through his skull.


His vision shattered. The room around him flickered—distorting—changing.


And then, like a dam bursting, memories flooded his mind.


Prawl staggered back, clutching his head as the pain exploded inside his skull. His vision swam, the dimly lit room twisting and warping before his eyes. Images—disjointed, fragmented—rushed through his mind like a storm.

A child's laughter. A warm hand holding him. A voice—soft, gentle—calling his name.

Then—darkness. A scream. The copper box was taken from him. The sound of a door slamming shut.

Prawl gasped, his knees buckling. The memories—his own memories—were returning, forcing their way through the fog of his forgotten past. But they came in pieces, incomplete, slipping through his grasp before he could fully understand them.

Through the haze of pain, his eyes locked onto the box once more. It was glowing faintly now, as if responding to his presence. His hands trembled as he reached out again, determined to open it this time


BANG!

The sound of a door slamming upstairs shattered the silence Prawl froze.

Footsteps. Heavy. Coming closer.


His heartbeat thundered in his chest. Someone was awake. Someone knew he was here.

Panic surged through him, but so did something else—determination. He had to know what was inside the box. He had to uncover the truth before it was taken from him again.

Ignoring the footsteps growing louder, he gritted his teeth, grabbed the box with both hands, and forced it open.


And then—everything went black.


As the box creaked open, a faint glow pulsed from within—but before Prawl could see what was inside, a sharp voice echoed from upstairs.


"Prawl !"

His blood ran cold. His stepmother was awake.


The heavy thud of footsteps descending the stairs sent a jolt of panic through him. He had been too focused, too lost in the moment to hear her moving before—but now, she was coming. And she was furious.

Prawl's heart pounded. He couldn’t get caught—not now, not after coming this far. His hands trembled as he slammed the box shut, stuffing it under his arm. He barely had time to scan the room before his eyes landed on a small gap between a broken shelf and the wall. It wasn’t much, but it would have to do.

He dashed toward it, slipping into the shadows just as the storeroom door flew open.

Light spilled into the corridor as his stepmother stormed in, her sharp eyes scanning the room. Had she seen him? Had she heard the box open?

Prawl pressed himself against the cold wall, holding his breath. His chest ached from the effort of staying silent.

Grimhilde's eyes narrowed as she stepped further inside. She lingered by the cupboard, her fingers grazing its surface as if she knew something was wrong.


Prawl felt his heartbeat in his throat. Seconds felt like hours.


Then, finally—after what felt like an eternity—she huffed, muttered something under her breath, and turned away.

The moment she left and the door slammed shut, Prawl exhaled shakily, his entire body trembling. He couldn’t stay here. He had to get back to his room before she suspected anything.

Clutching the copper box tightly, he crept out of his hiding spot, his mind racing.




He had escaped this time.

But he knew—deep down—Grimhilde wouldn’t let this go. And neither would he.


As Prawl clutched the box tightly against his chest, his mind swirled with frustration. He had been so close—so close—to uncovering whatever was hidden inside. But now, with Grimhilde awake and on alert, he had no choice but to escape.

Carefully, he crept through the dark corridor, his breathing shallow. Every small creak of the floorboards beneath his feet sent a spike of fear through him. If she caught him now, there would be no explaining his way out of it.

Finally, he reached his room. He slipped inside, closing the door just enough to hear if anyone approached. Only then did he dare to look down at the box.


His fingers hesitated over the latch.


Why had it started glowing? What was inside that made his headache with memories just by being near it?


His hands trembled as he slowly pried it open—Nothing.

The inside of the copper box was empty.


Prawl’s breath hitched. His heart pounded as he ran his fingers over the smooth interior. No hidden compartments, no false bottom—just an empty space where something had once been.

He felt a sharp, pulsing pain in his head again, but this time it wasn’t just from exhaustion. It was his mind, trying to pull something from the depths of his lost memories.


Something had been inside this box. Something important. And now, it was missing.


Prawl stared at the empty copper box, his fingers gripping its edges as his mind throbbed with the weight of lost memories. Something had been in there—something important—but it was gone. The realization sent a cold wave through him.


Has someone taken it? Had Grimhilde known about this all along?


The sharp pain in his head intensified, flashes of images trying to break through the fog of his mind. He squeezed his eyes shut, gripping his temples

as his breath grew uneven. A voice—soft but distant—whispered through his thoughts, like an echo from a forgotten past.


"Find it."

His eyes snapped open, his pulse racing. Find it.

But where?


His gaze fell back to the box, searching for any clue. That’s when he noticed it—the faintest trace of dust outlining something small that had once rested inside. His fingers traced the empty space. The shape was unclear, but whatever had been in here wasn’t just some random object. It had meaning. It was his. But if it wasn’t in the box anymore...


Where was it now?


Prawl swallowed hard, his mind racing. He had to be careful. Grimhilde was already suspicious—he couldn’t let her know what he had found. Or rather, what he hadn’t found.

He took a deep breath and carefully hid the box under his bed. This wasn’t over. If his memories were buried, if the truth had been locked away from him—he would uncover it.


Whatever had been inside the copper box was out there somewhere. And he was going to find it.


Prawl lay awake in the darkness, his mind restless. The empty copper box felt heavier than it should have, as if it carried the weight of something missing—something taken.


"Find it."


The words still echoed in his head. He had no memory of who had spoken to them, yet they felt familiar, like a distant part of himself trying to break through the fog of his past.


But how? Where was he supposed to start?


His eyes flickered to the door. Grimhilde had prohibited him from entering the storeroom again. That only confirmed one thing—she knew something.

If she had taken whatever was inside the box, she had to have hidden it somewhere in the house. Maybe even somewhere he had never looked before.


His fingers curled into fists. He couldn’t let this go. Not now.


Tomorrow, he will begin searching. But he had to be careful—Grimhilde was watching.

As exhaustion finally pulled him into sleep, his dreams were haunted by fragmented images—a hand reaching out to him, a child's laughter, the sound of metal locking into place.


And then—just before he woke up

A flash of something small and metallic. A key.


The next morning, Prawl woke up with the image of the key still vivid in his mind. He sat up, rubbing his temples, trying to grasp the memory before it slipped away like the others.

Where had he seen that key? Was it real, or just another broken fragment of his lost past?

As he got up, his eyes instinctively went to the copper box under his bed. His fingers brushed against its surface, but it remained cold and empty. Whatever had been inside it before was gone.


But then, something strange happened.


As Prawl lay awake, unable to shake the unease, he recalled the broken photo frame. Something about it felt... unfinished. The next night, when the house was silent, he sneaked back into the storeroom. He ran his fingers along the wooden floor, searching for anything unusual. A faint draft brushed against his skin—from beneath the cupboard. His pulse quickened. He crouched, pushing against the old wood, and a hidden compartment creaked open. Inside, buried beneath layers of dust, was a small, rusted key. It wasn't just forgotten—it had been hidden. But by whom? And why?


What did it unlock?
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​Chapter 3: The Key to Nowhere
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PRAWL ’S HANDS TREMBLED as he held the key against the copper box, convinced that this was it—the moment all his questions would finally be answered. He took a deep breath and inserted the key into the lock.


Click.


Or at least, that’s what he expected. But instead... nothing. The key didn’t turn. It didn’t even fit properly.

His heart sank. Had he been wrong? Was this key meant for something else? Frustration clawed at him. If not the copper box, then what? He examined the key more closely—old, slightly rusted, yet intricate in design. It didn’t look like an ordinary key. It had to belong to something important.

A sudden thought struck him. If the key didn’t open the copper box... then maybe it was meant for something much bigger.


But what?

After the failed attempt to open the copper box, Prawl


sighed and tucked the key safely into his pocket. Maybe he was overthinking it. Maybe the answer would come when the time was right.

For now, life returned to normal—or at least, what passed as normal for him. The next morning, sunlight streamed through his window, chasing away the eerie thoughts of the night before. He got ready for school, slung his bag over his shoulder, and hurried downstairs.

His mom was already in the kitchen, her usual stern expression softened slightly as she placed breakfast on the table. "You're late again," she said, handing him a plate of toast and eggs.

At school, everything felt the same—classes dragged on, his friends cracked the same jokes, and the world outside that storeroom seemed ordinary, almost boring. But deep inside, Prawl


knew better.


Because in his pocket, that rusted key still rested, a quiet reminder that something was waiting for him. Something he wasn’t supposed to find.

Just as Prawl was deep in thought, staring at the mysterious key, trying to decipher its purpose, his stomach let out a loud growl. He blinked. For all the mysteries in the world, one thing was certain—he was starving.

He slipped the key into his pocket and headed to the kitchen, hoping for a quiet midnight snack. But as soon as he opened the fridge, an avalanche of leftovers, milk cartons, and a suspiciously old sandwich tumbled onto him.

“AGHHH!” he yelped, flailing under the weight of yesterday’s dinner and what smelled like last week’s fish. The noise was enough to wake the whole house. His mother stormed in, eyes half-closed, hair a mess.


“Prawl ! WHAT ARE YOU DOING?!”


Prawl, covered in food, holding a slice of pizza like a sacred relic, just muttered, “Uhh... investigating.”


His mom was not amused.

Just as Prawl

was about to face his mother’s wrath, a voice interrupted.


“Well, well, if it isn’t the great detective, caught in the act of stealing snacks.”

Prawl turned to see Neil, his classmate—and the self-proclaimed smartest person in school. He stood at the kitchen door, smirking, arms crossed.


“What are you doing here?” Prawl

hissed, shoving the fallen food back into the fridge.


Neil grinned. “I was outside when I heard screaming. Thought I’d witness a murder, but turns out it’s just you committing crimes against food.”


Prawl groaned. “Go home.”

But Neil’s eyes landed on something else—the key Prawl


had just been placed on the counter. He picked it up, twirling it between his fingers. “Now this is interesting. You don’t randomly carry around antique keys, Prawl .”


Prawl snatched it back. “None of your business.”

Neil raised an eyebrow. “Oh, so it is something secret. Now I have to know.”


Prawl sighed. He hated Neil’s nosiness, but maybe—just maybe—he could use a second brain.


“Fine,” he muttered. “But if you’re in, you’re in. No backing out.” Neil smirked. “You had me at ‘secret.’”

And just like that, Prawl

wasn’t alone in this mystery anymore.

Neil wasn’t just any classmate—he was also Prawl




’s neighbor. Their houses were close enough that Neil could easily hop over the wall and sneak into Prawl’s backyard whenever he felt like it (which, annoyingly, was often).

“You know,” Neil said, casually leaning against the counter, “being your neighbor comes with perks. Like free access to whatever secret mission you’re on.”


Prawl rolled his eyes. “More like free access to being a pain.”


Neil ignored him and pointed at the key. “So









d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
%sm) RIDD

ECHOES OF TI:IE LOCKED PAST

WRITTENGY A 5
" PRANAV'S BAYARI/:. fJ





d2d_images/image001.png
_:naénifaé.i_snd ‘

R s

RUSTED RIDDLE

ECHOES OF T! OCKED PAST

WRITTIN BY A

_PRANAV § BAYARI






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.png





d2d_images/image000.png
#g?





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image003.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





