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Chapter 1

	The day they buried her grandmother, the wind refused to settle. It prowled through the valley like an uninvited spirit, rattling shutters, bending the birch trees low, and carrying the scent of rain that never came.

	Elara stood at the edge of the hollow, her cloak drawn tight, watching as the last spade of earth fell over the grave. There were only a handful of people gathered — villagers who had once come to her grandmother for charms, cures, and blessings, now whispering prayers to ward off her memory.

	Old habits die hard in Halewick. And witches, even dead ones, made people nervous.

	The priest mumbled his last words and made a hurried sign of the Cross. Elara’s mother squeezed her shoulder, her fingers trembling beneath the wool. “It’s done,” she whispered.

	Elara nodded, but she didn’t move. The air felt heavier here — as if the earth itself was holding its breath. Her grandmother had always said there were things that watched from beneath the roots. “Everything that grows listens,” she used to tell her. “Even the soil remembers.”

	When the others drifted away, Elara stayed behind, staring at the crooked wooden marker. It bore no name, only a single carved symbol — a crescent moon split in two.

	She knelt and brushed her fingers over it. “Goodbye, Grandmother,” she whispered.

	The wind sighed, and for a heartbeat, she thought she heard a whisper in reply.

	

	

	That night, the cottage felt wrong without her. The hearth, usually warm and crackling, burned low. The herbs hanging from the rafters had gone brittle, their scent dulled. Every creak and sigh of the old wood seemed louder than before.

	Elara poured herself a cup of chamomile tea, though she didn’t drink it. The taste reminded her too much of her grandmother — bitter and comforting all at once.

	She wandered through the cottage, trailing her fingers along the shelves of bottles and jars that lined the walls. Each one had been labeled in her grandmother’s spidery handwriting: willow bark, foxglove root, moonflower resin. Some glowed faintly in the candlelight. Others pulsed, as though alive.

	Her grandmother had always said she’d teach her everything “when the time was right.” But the time, it seemed, had run out.

	Elara reached the back room — the one she had been told never to enter. The door stood slightly ajar now. Her heart thudded.

	Inside, the air smelled faintly of smoke and lavender. A single chest sat against the far wall, carved from black oak, its surface etched with strange sigils that shimmered faintly in the light.

	She hesitated, her hand hovering over the latch. Then she heard her grandmother’s voice again — not in the room, but in her memory:

	“When I’m gone, the mirror is yours, child. But beware what looks back.”

	Elara swallowed hard and opened the chest.

	Inside, wrapped in dark velvet, lay a mirror unlike any she’d ever seen. Its frame was wrought from silver vines that twisted into thorns, the metal cold to the touch. The glass itself shimmered faintly — not with reflection, but with movement, like water disturbed by a breath.

OEBPS/cover.jpeg
S
Yy, :\i I &
y /2

: /;’f;,"y’ﬁllmill’

=

Y.
=
a8e
W
-
e
-
3
-






