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	The Mirror That Wept at Dawn
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	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.

	Her pulse stumbled. She stepped closer, laid her fingertips to the glass. It was warm.

	“Elara.”

	She spun around. The room was empty.

	Her name had been no louder than the rustle of curtains, yet it had shape, direction, certainty. She could still feel it on her skin, like the brush of a feather.

	She pressed her palm to the mirror again. “Who’s there?”

	Nothing—only her own reflection, wide-eyed, a tremor in her hand. But deep within the glass, light moved. Slow, deliberate, like breath beneath ice.

	The mirror darkened, and in its depths she thought she saw movement—a corridor, a child running through sunlight, laughter like a bell. Then, just as suddenly, the vision folded in on itself, leaving only her own startled face.

	Elara stumbled back. The lace veil lay crumpled at her feet. She caught it up and threw it over the frame, as if covering a wound.

	Silence flooded the room again, dense and absolute.

	Outside, the first notes of dawn crept across the horizon. She watched the light creep along the floorboards, pale as milk, until it touched the mirror’s edge and turned it silver once more.

	She waited for something to happen—a sound, a shadow, a word—but nothing came. Only the faint echo of her heartbeat and, beneath it, the suggestion of a sigh.

	It might have been the house settling.
Or perhaps the mirror remembering.

	“And in that quiet pause between her breath and its echo, the mirror seemed to sigh.”

	 


Chapter II – Echoes in Glass

	Night braided itself through the corridors, thread by thread, until the house wore darkness like a shawl. Elara moved with a candle cupped in her hand, careful of the drafts that haunted the stairwell. The small flame trembled, then steadied, and its glow found the mirror the way a moth finds a lantern.

	She hesitated at the threshold. The veil lay folded on the vanity now, obedient as a kept secret. The mirror waited, tall and patient, its gold frame dulled to old honey in the candlelight. The room felt warmer than the rest of the house, as if the walls remembered a summer that never ended.

	“I shouldn’t be here,” she told the flame. It guttered, recovered, and made of her confession a soft, wavering halo.

	Elara set the candlestick on the vanity and stood before the glass. Her reflection rose to meet her—same tired mouth, same tangle of hair—only a heartbeat late, as before. It was almost nothing, that breath of delay, yet it threw everything into question, like a single wrong note in a familiar song.

	“Who spoke my name?” she asked quietly.

	The room listened. The house listened. The mirror—if mirrors could listen—tilted some secret ear.

	She waited. The waiting grew heavy. Silence, when it lasts, becomes a kind of sound.

	Then a small, delicate tap. Another. A third, lighter than a fingernail on porcelain.

	Elara’s gaze dropped to the lower right corner of the glass. The taps came again, irregular, shy, as if a creature were testing the idea of being heard. She leaned closer. A pale smudge traveled beneath the surface, a drift of brightness like breath on winter air.

	“Hello?” she whispered, embarrassed by the intimacy. “Is someone—”

	The candle flickered hard, as if startled. Shadows leaped across the frame, and for an instant the carved leaves seemed to curl.

	Within the glass, a corridor opened—only an impression at first, a line of light, a vanishing perspective. Elara’s scalp tightened. She knew this corridor. She had run down it once, a child with bare feet and skinned knees, laughing because the house had offered her its long spine to race upon. She tasted the memory at the back of her throat like dust.

	“Is this your doing?” she asked the mirror, her voice steadier now, perhaps because fear and wonder are cousins.

	The corridor brightened. Sun pooled on scuffed runners. A ribbon lay fallen near a door. From somewhere out of sight came the chiming of a music box, playing a tune she couldn’t name but almost could, the way one almost recognizes someone met long ago.

	Elara’s reflection had been pushed aside to make room for the vision, yet she felt herself inside it. She felt the prickle of carpet on her soles, the rapid softness of a child’s breath. The music-box melody slowed as if wound by a careful hand that did not wish to disturb anyone sleeping.

	“Show me,” she said.

	The image deepened. A small figure darted past—white dress, dark hair, the flash of a cheek flushed with running. The child vanished through the open door at the end of the hall. The music cut off. In its place, a faint, bell-clear laughter folded back on itself, like light on water.

	The candle wavered again. Elara caught the candlestick before it tipped, and the corridor winked out. Only her own face stared back, eyes too wide, mouth almost smiling from the shock of it.

	She pressed her fingertips to the glass. “Come back.”

	Nothing did—at least not at once. The flame steadied; the room returned to its ordinary, whispering quiet. She became aware of the smallness of the hour, of moths thudding softly against the window, of the clock far below counting the house’s pulse.

	A draft nosed under the door. The candle guttered low, recovered, and then a different light rose in the mirror, unconnected to flame or window or moon: a thin wash like dawn leaking through fabric. Elara’s own image floated on that light like a leaf.

	Behind her reflection, shapes coalesced—blurred, tender, as if drawn in breath. A woman seated on the bed, head bowed. The line of a shoulder that was both familiar and not. Elara tried to speak and couldn’t. The woman lifted her face. It was her mother. Younger, tired, beautiful in the way of someone who has loved past what sleep can fix.

	“Mother,” Elara said, and the word broke in the middle.

	The woman did not look at her. How could she? She was elsewhere, long ago. In the mirror’s world, she reached—slowly, reverently—toward the glass itself, as if it were a reliquary that might warm beneath her palm. Her lips moved. Elara recognized the shape of a name without hearing it.

	“Say it,” she whispered to the vision, to herself. “Say the name.”

	The woman’s fingers found the frame. She closed her eyes. A single tear slid down her cheek and did not fall—there, in the mirror, it hung like a bead of clear resin, heavy with light.

	Elara put her own hand where her mother’s lay in the reflection. Warmth met warmth, though the glass was cool. The tear inside the image trembled—and then, impossibly, a twin drop gathered on Elara’s side of the mirror, born from no source she could explain. It swelled, loosened, and slid down, tracing a clean path through the dust.

	The mirror had wept.

	“I’m here,” Elara said, because there was nothing else to say that was not too small. “I can hear you.”

	The vision thinned like mist. Her mother faded. The room returned all at once—the dull gold frame, the breathing of the candle, the scratch of a moth. Elara stood very still until her own tears followed the path the first had made, salt-bright and ordinary.

	She drew breath carefully. “Who are you?” she asked the mirror, the house, the past, herself. “What do you want me to remember?”

	For a while, nothing. Then the softest of sounds—so soft it might have been only the imagination letting its ropes down. A child’s voice, muffled by distance and old wood:

	I am where you left me.

	Elara closed her eyes. She had not known she was holding that thread until it was handed back.

	“Where?” she asked, though she had already turned toward the door, though her feet had already chosen the corridor the vision had shown.

	She did not take the candle. She did not need it. She knew the house’s darkness, knew the measure of stair and hall, the precise breathing of shadows. The door at the end—the one that had stood open in the mirror—was closed now, paint crazed like frost. When she touched the latch, the metal felt like a coin kept too long in the hand.

	The room smelled faintly of cedar and old linen. Moonlight parceled itself across the floor. Elara crossed to the wardrobe, a tall thing with two mirrored panels that had long ago gone to smoke. She opened it. Dresses slept there, her mother’s older season folded over her newer, sachets collapsed to powder.

	At the back, beneath the cedar shelf, her fingers found a box she did not remember. Blue paper faded to grey, tied with a ribbon whose color might once have been sky. The knot resisted, then yielded.

	Inside: a small, ivory-handled brush; a curl of hair the color of milky tea, bound with thread; a music box with a scar across its lid. Elara wound it very lightly. The tune crept out, shy and perfect, and the years creaked open around it.

	She set the box on the floor and the sound thinned, as if distance mattered to memories the way it does to rain. Beneath the music box lay a folded handkerchief, embroidered with a single letter in a child’s careful attempt: A.

	“Aurelle,” Elara said. The name did not hurt the way she thought it would. It filled the room like dawn.

	The mirror in the bedroom—two rooms away—answered with a delicate tap. Another. Then a third, growing surer.

	Elara gathered the box and its contents to her chest. She returned the way she had come, the melody walking ahead of her like a girl might, keeping just out of reach. When she entered the mirror’s room, the candle had burned low; wax pooled like spilled milk around its stem.

	The mirror brightened as if someone had opened a window inside it. Elara knelt and lifted the music box so the sound would meet the glass. The tune carried into the mirror’s depth, and there—there was the corridor again, there was the fall of sunlight, and there, laughing, the girl in the white dress ran toward the open door.

	“Aurelle,” Elara said, and the girl turned her head as if she had heard. For an instant Elara saw her face clearly: eyes like watered tea, a small scar on the chin from a fall, a mouth made for laughter. The sight was joy cut with ache.

	“Where did you go?” Elara asked, though maybe she meant, Where did we leave you?

	The girl lifted her hand and pressed it to the other side of the glass, palm to palm, as if greeting a window on a train about to depart. Warmth bloomed under Elara’s skin. The mirror did not weep this time. It did not need to. The grief in the room had learned a new shape.
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