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    For my Mother, taken too soon,

yet living in every breath I take.

I will love and miss you,

always.

      

    



  	
        
            
            You can shed tears that she is gone or you can smile because she has lived."  

 

— David Harkins ("Remember Me")  
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Preface
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Grief is a story that never ends. It twists, it turns, and often, it catches you off guard, appearing when you least expect it. When I first began writing this novella, I thought it would be a horror story. But instead, it became an attempt to give shape to silence—to the weight it carries, to the way memories linger, and to how the simplest of things can feel like a presence that refuses to leave.

Even the ghost here is born from the stories I grew up hearing about the house we once lived in. This book, then, is deeply personal. It carries echoes of my own journey through loss, through love that outlasts life, and through the slow realization that letting go is not forgetting—it is remembering.

My hope is that within these pages, you find not only a haunting, but also a reminder: that those we lose never truly leave us. They remain folded into the walls of memory, as near as the light that lingers in a room long after the switch has been turned off.

I know this, because I still carry my mother’s glasses with me wherever I go—like a shadow that will never leave mu side.
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Foreword
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There are stories that frighten, and then there are stories that remember.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE
LAST LIGRIT

A NOV E L

e

HEENA JOHAR





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





