
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Silent Bark

        

        
        
          BOUMMI

        

        
          Published by BOUMMI, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE SILENT BARK

    

    
      First edition. October 4, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 BOUMMI.

    

    
    
      Written by BOUMMI.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by BOUMMI

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          The Daughter of the Last Moon

          
        
          
	          The Silent Bark

          
        
      

      
    
    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1

[image: ]




The Silent Bark

Echoes in the Shallows

The wind, a constant, mournful companion in Oakhaven, sang its usual dirge through the skeletal branches of ancient oaks, carrying the scent of salt and imminent rain. Elara, a wisp of a girl barely eight years old, stood on the widow’s walk of their weather-beaten cottage, her small face pressed against the cold glass. Her breath fogged the pane, momentarily obscuring the tempestuous churn of the sea below. It was a world she observed, but rarely touched, a silent witness to its relentless drama. Her muteness was not a choice, but a circumstance, a heavy cloak draped over her existence since birth.

Oakhaven itself was a town perpetually hunched against the elements, its houses clinging to the cliffs like barnacles. Its inhabitants, a hardy, insular folk, had long ago grown accustomed to Elara’s quiet presence, or perhaps, more accurately, her absence of sound. Children, with their innate cruelty and boundless curiosity, had initially tried to coax words from her, then mocked her silence, before eventually forgetting her altogether. She was a phantom in their games, a shadow at the edges of their boisterous lives, leaving her often alone with her thoughts and the rhythmic roar of the ocean.

Her mother, Elspeth, a woman etched with the lines of worry and unspoken grief, tried her best. Her hands, rough from years of mending fishing nets and tending a meager garden, often reached out to Elara, a silent plea for connection. She would sign simple words, her movements graceful but often met with Elara’s vacant gaze, a testament to the chasm between them. Elspeth believed in Elara’s spirit, a flicker she saw in her daughter’s deep, sea-green eyes, but the world had taught her caution, a silent resignation to the limits of their shared reality.

Her father, Thomas, a fisherman whose face was perpetually tanned and weathered by the sun and spray, was a man of few words even when spoken aloud. His love for Elara manifested in practical ways – a freshly carved wooden bird, a warm blanket by the fire, the steady rhythm of his presence. He saw her silence as a challenge, not a failing, but his gruff exterior often masked a deep-seated helplessness. He longed for the sound of her voice, a melody he had never known, a void that echoed in their quiet home.

This particular evening, the sky wept, mirroring the ache in Elara’s small heart. Rain lashed against the windows, a drumming cacophony that filled the house, yet left an emptiness within her. She descended the creaking stairs, a silent specter in the dim light, her bare feet cold on the wooden floorboards. The scent of her mother’s stew, usually a comfort, offered no solace tonight. She craved something more, a connection beyond the tangible, a warmth that transcended the physical.

Driven by an inexplicable yearning, she donned her small yellow slicker, its hood pulled tight around her face, and slipped out into the storm. Her mother, engrossed in patching a torn net, did not notice her silent departure. The wind tore at her clothes, threatening to rip the slicker from her small frame, but Elara pressed onward, her destination unknown, her steps guided by an unseen force. The salty air bit at her exposed skin, invigorating her, a stark contrast to the stifling silence of her inner world.

The path to the old broken bridge, a relic of a forgotten logging road, was treacherous in the downpour. Mud sucked at her boots with each step, and branches, heavy with rain, whipped at her face. Yet, a strange sense of purpose propelled her forward. She felt a pull, a whisper in the storm’s roar, a premonition of something waiting, something that resonated with the unarticulated longing in her soul. The darkness under the bridge was absolute, a maw swallowing the weak light of the storm.

A whimper, faint yet distinct, pierced through the din of the rain and wind. Elara froze, her small heart thrumming against her ribs like a trapped bird. She edged closer, her eyes straining to penetrate the gloom. The whimper came again, closer this time, laced with a vulnerability that tugged at her empathetic core. It was a sound of profound loneliness, a mirror of her own unexpressed sorrow, a call echoing in the vast, indifferent world.

Beneath the crumbling arch of the bridge, huddled in a nest of sodden leaves and discarded debris, lay a dog. It was a creature of indeterminate breed, its fur matted and streaked with mud, its ribs starkly visible beneath its thin coat. Its eyes, even in the dimness, held a flicker of fear, a raw vulnerability that struck a chord deep within Elara. It was trembling, not just from the cold, but from a profound terror.

As Elara cautiously extended a hand, the dog flinched, shrinking further into its meager shelter. Its ears were flattened, its tail tucked tightly between its legs. But something in Elara’s silent approach, her unthreatening stillness, seemed to penetrate its fear. She did not speak; she simply offered her presence, a silent promise of comfort. The dog’s whimpers subsided, replaced by a tentative gaze, a silent question in its wide, brown eyes.
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