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	Foreword

	There are places we carry quietly—rooms within the heart where unspoken wishes settle like dust on forgotten shelves. We do not visit them often. Some we fear. Some we mourn. Some we pretend never existed at all.

	And yet they wait for us.

	In every life, there comes a moment when the past reaches out not to punish but to be seen. A memory knocks softly. A regret shifts in its sleep. A hope we abandoned long ago stirs like a seed pushing against the soil.

	This story is born from those moments.

	It is not a tale of ghosts, though you will find echoes of what once was. It is not a tale of lost love, though the heart aches in its pages. It is, instead, a journey through the quiet truths we bury for the sake of survival—and the strange, gentle magic that arises when we dare to face them again.

	If you have ever wished you could undo a choice, unsay a silence, unbreak a promise… then I invite you to walk these midnight corridors with me.
Not to change the past, but to understand it.
Not to forget, but to remember gently.

	Because some wishes do not fade.
They simply wait for the courage to be opened.

	Welcome to the reliquary.


Chapter I – The Door That Opened Without a Sound

	Night had gathered early, as if the sky itself wished to hush the world before any secrets could escape. The old manor stood at the edge of the abandoned orchard, a silhouette carved out of memory and dust. No one had lived here for decades—at least, that was what the town whispered, the way towns whisper about places they fear to remember. Yet tonight, a faint glimmer pulsed behind one of its crooked windows. A quiet, hesitant kind of light, like a candle unsure whether it should burn at all.

	I hesitated at the threshold, the air cool enough to taste. The wooden boards beneath my feet had surrendered long ago to moss and time, and still they felt strangely expectant, as though they had been waiting for me. I didn’t know why I had come, not truly. Only that something had tugged at me for nights—an echo, a feeling, a dream that refused to dissolve with morning.

	And then the door opened.

	It did not creak or complain. It simply drifted inward, soundless, as if answering a summons I had never spoken aloud. The motion was soft, deliberate, far too gentle for a structure so aged. A shiver walked the length of my spine. Doors in abandoned houses did not behave like this.

	Inside, the air was warmer—barely, but enough to make me pause. Dust motes hung in the glow of a single lantern that sat upon a small table just beyond the doorway. Its flame flickered, not with the usual rhythm of fire, but almost like breathing. Slow. Measured. Alive.

	I stepped inside.

	The scent was unexpected: old paper, pressed flowers, something faintly metallic like forgotten silver. My eyes adjusted slowly to the dimness, and outlines emerged from the shadows—frames on the walls, shelves bowed beneath the weight of time, and in the center of the room a narrow corridor leading deeper into the house. The corridor felt wrong in a way I could not explain. Narrower than it should be, darker than the rest, as though it belonged to a different place entirely.

	The door behind me whispered shut.

	For a heartbeat, fear tightened my chest. I turned, expecting to see the wood sealed, locked, refusing to let me leave. But the door was still slightly ajar, just enough to show the night outside. Nothing had trapped me. Nothing had spoken. And yet, I felt watched—not by malice, but by a strange, trembling anticipation.

	“Why did you call me?” I murmured into the stillness, unsure whether the question was meant for the house, the lantern, or the dream that had led me here.

	No voice answered. But something shifted in the corridor ahead—a barely audible stir, like fabric brushing stone, or a sigh exhaled by someone standing just out of view.

	Compelled by something deeper than curiosity, I approached the table with the lantern. The flame brightened as I neared it, revealing a small object placed beside its base: a key. Thin, silver, delicately engraved with a motif I recognized instantly—a crescent moon entwined with a branch of winter roses.
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