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For anyone who’s ever carried silence like a weight — and for those learning to let it go. You are not alone. Your voice matters.
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​Chapter 1 – The Sketchbook
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The rain had started before dawn, quiet and steady, just like always. It slid down the windowpane in long streaks, softening the edges of the world outside. Inside her room, Nora Hale sat on the hardwood floor with her back against the bed, a pencil in her hand and a sketchbook open across her lap.

The drawing wasn’t of anything specific—just lines. Spirals. Empty shapes. She’d started shading a pair of eyes, then scratched them out. Her pages were full of ghosts like that: things that looked almost real, almost alive, but not quite. It was easier to draw shadows than faces.

Downstairs, she heard the soft clatter of her mother putting dishes away. No radio. No humming. Just another day in the Hale house.

There was a knock at her door—two light taps.

“Nora?” her mother’s voice came through, careful and too bright. “Therapy’s at four. I’ll pick you up from school a little early.”

Nora didn’t answer. She pressed her pencil into the page until the tip snapped.

“I’ll leave your umbrella in the hallway,” her mother added. “Don’t forget it this time.”

Footsteps faded. Nora reached for her sharpener but didn’t use it. She just stared at the broken pencil, then at the ruined eyes on the page.

In the silence, her mind flickered—back to a time when laughter lived in this house. Back to a different rainstorm. Back to Mia.

“Draw it how you feel it,” Mia used to say. “Not how it looks.”

But how did it feel to lose someone without knowing if they were gone for good?

Nora closed the sketchbook, slipped it into her backpack, and stood.
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Chapter 2 – The New Kid



OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image002.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image005.jpg





