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Foreword
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First and foremost — to my Heavenly Father,

my Creator, my Constant —

for shaping me with stories in my soul.

It is a blessing beyond words to live my dreams out on paper.

To my life partner, Deon Meyer,

and my two beautiful sons, Michie and Tiaan —

thank you for being my light in the shadows,

my reason, my strength, my forever inspiration.

This story lives because you believed in me.

To my dear family and closest friends —

thank you for being near when I needed you most.

This may be my first novel,

but it won’t be the last...

more is coming — very soon. ☺
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Prologue
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Somewhere in the dark, a memory was breathing.

She didn’t know when the dreams began — not really. One day, Laura simply woke up with that feeling again. That crawling unease. That pull from beneath her skin.

The old house had been quiet when they moved in. Too quiet. The kind of silence that presses against your spine like fingers from behind. But she convinced herself it was normal. That starting over came with strange shadows. That maybe peace was meant to be uncomfortable.

Until the voices started.

Whispers behind walls that weren’t hers. Footsteps overhead when no one was home. A name in the night that she didn’t remember — but her soul did.

Something was calling her.

And this time... she was going to answer
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Introduction
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Laura thought she had left the past behind.

A fresh town. A charming old house. A new life with Adam and little Mia — it was supposed to be the beginning of something whole. But the walls held secrets, and the air tasted of someone else’s grief.

As the days unfold, Laura begins to question everything: her memories, her relationships, even her own mind. Why can’t she remember her childhood? Why does her daughter speak of a woman she’s never met? Why does her husband keep secrets locked in his study?

And why does she feel like she’s lived this before?

In a story laced with suspense, psychological dread, and the ghosts of trauma, Calling from the Past pulls readers into a world where identity is fragile, truth is buried, and some voices refuse to stay silent.

Madellein Jonker’s debut horror novel is a chilling exploration of memory, control, and survival — and how the past will always find a way to be heard.
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Chapter One: Whisper from the Attic
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The house was too quiet.

Not the kind of silence that brought peace, but the kind that felt watched. Every creak beneath Laura’s bare feet echoed like a warning.

She paused at the base of the attic stairs, breath catching as a whisper floated down from above — soft, distant, and unmistakably her own voice.

“Laura...”

Her fingers tightened around the banister. A chill passed through her, brushing the back of her neck like a breath not hers.

The attic had always made her uneasy. It was supposed to be empty, forgotten. But tonight, it felt alive.

“You have to listen...” the voice came again — urgent this time. Desperate.

Laura’s chest tightened. Her green eyes flicked upward, searching the darkness above. Somewhere deep inside her, something old and aching stirred.

She turned away, forcing herself back down the hall, but her thoughts kept circling the voice. The feeling.
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