
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Mirror That Wept at Dawn

	
Tales from the Silent Garden I

	
By Evelyne D’Lorien

	
Dedication

	
For those who keep the light alive in forgotten places.

	 


Chapter I – The Silent Reflection

	
The manor had forgotten how to breathe.

	


Every step Elara took stirred a faint sigh from the boards, as if the house exhaled the memory of her mother. Dust floated in slanted ribbons of pale light, soft as threads of silk, fragile as unspoken words.

	
She had not been here since the funeral. Now, the silence waited for her—patient, old, aware. It clung to the wallpaper like perfume too long uncorked, smelling faintly of lavender and something sadder.

	
Elara crossed the corridor toward the room that had always been forbidden to her as a child. The brass handle was cold beneath her palm. The hinges complained when she pushed the door open.

	
The air inside was still and powdery. Curtains, once cream, had yellowed with the years; the bed was neatly made, as if her mother might return from the garden any moment. On the vanity, bottles of perfume had turned to amber glass. But it was the object beside them that drew her.

	
The 

	

mirror.

	
Tall, framed in a flourish of tarnished gold, half-hidden beneath a veil of lace. Its surface held no glint, only a dull shimmer, like a pond under frost. For reasons she could not name, Elara hesitated before touching the fabric. She remembered her mother’s voice—

	

“Some things are meant to remain asleep.”

	
But grief has a strange hunger for what is forbidden.

	
She lifted the lace.

	
Light from the window fell upon the glass, and for an instant she thought it cracked—an illusion of movement, a pulse. She leaned closer. Her reflection looked back, paler than she remembered, eyes rimmed by sleeplessness. The woman in the mirror blinked a heartbeat later than she did.

	
Elara stepped back.

	
The house groaned as though relieved. She tried to laugh at herself, but the sound died quickly in the hush. On the vanity lay a hairbrush with strands of silver caught in its bristles. She picked it up, felt the faint warmth of remembered hands.

	
“I’m home,” she whispered.

	
The mirror seemed to listen.

	
When she turned away, the scent of violets grew stronger. She walked to the window, opened it; cold morning rushed in, rattling the curtain, and the lace she’d dropped fluttered to the floor like a discarded ghost.

	
She told herself she would leave the room as it was—close the door, keep the memory intact. Yet the pull of the mirror was gentle, persistent, like a note of music beneath conversation.

	
At night she found herself thinking of it: the way its surface had caught the light, the faint delay between her gaze and its echo. She dreamt of water, of ripples spreading across stillness.

	
The next morning, unable to resist, she returned.

	
Sunlight slanted through the shutters. She studied the mirror again. Beneath the dust, faint patterns shimmered—a swirl like a fingerprint, or perhaps a teardrop. Her own breath misted the surface, revealing for an instant something behind her shoulder: a glimmer of white, the edge of a face, gone as soon as she blinked.
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