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Reader’s Note

Echoes of the Forsaken is a story woven from the quiet spaces between love and loss a journey through the fragile border between memory and reality.

It explores the echoes we carry within us, the haunting beauty of grief, and the way hope sometimes hides in the ruins of what we once held dear.

This book is meant to be felt as much as it is read a reflection of the heart’s struggle to hold on and let go at once.

Take your time. Let it breathe. And if it lingers with you when you turn the final page, perhaps that’s where its truest meaning lives.

Trigger Warning

––––––––
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This novel contains mild depictions of emotional distress, grief, and moments of psychological intensity, including references to self-harm and loss.

While these themes are portrayed with sensitivity and artistic purpose, reader discretion is advised.
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🕊️ Support & Resources 



If You Need Support

If you have been affected by the emotional or psychological themes explored in Echoes of the Forsaken, please remember you are not alone.

Help and guidance are available:

• The South African Depression and Anxiety Group (SADAG) – 24-Hour Helpline: 0800 567 567

• Suicide Crisis Line: 0800 21 22 23 or SMS 31393 for assistance

• Lifeline South Africa: 0861 322 322

• Emergency (Netcare 911 / ER24): 082 911

For international readers, please contact your local crisis or mental-health support service.

Remember reaching out is an act of strength.

Fiction Disclaimer

––––––––
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This is a work of fiction.

Names, characters, places, and events are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.

Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is purely coincidental.

––––––––
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This story was created as a work of art and emotional exploration. It does not depict real individuals or situations, and no harm or intent toward any person, culture, or belief system is implied.

Legal Notice

––––––––
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No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, without prior written permission from the publisher. Fiction Disclaimer
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Chapter 1

Whispers Before Dawn
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The morning began before the sun. Not because I wanted it to, but because sleep had become a stranger that no longer remembered my name. The clock on the bedside table glowed 4:17 a.m. in soft red light    the kind that feels more like a wound than a number. I stared at it until my eyes blurred, the hum of the refrigerator in the next room syncing with the hollow rhythm in my chest 

It’ s strange how quiet the world becomes when you’ve lost something that mattered. Even the birds outside the window seemed hesitant, like they were waiting for me to decide whether the day deserved to begin. I reached for my phone out of habit. No new messages. Not that I expected one not anymore. The last text from

her was three months old, still sitting in the thread I refused to delete. “ Take care of yourself, please.” Nothing poetic. Nothing final. Just those words that feel like both mercy and execution.

The room smelled faintly of her perfume  not because she’ d been here recently, but because memory doesn’t wash out as easily as bedsheets do. There’ s always something that lingers: the ghost of laughter, the indentation on the pillow beside you, the way silence sounds louder after love leaves.

I pushed myself up, feet hitting the cold floor. The flat was small a single bedroom, a coffee machine that sputtered like it hated its job, and a balcony overlooking a half dead tree that refused to fall. I liked that tree. It reminded me of myself. When I stepped out onto the balcony, the horizon was bleeding orange and grey. The  city was still half asleep  traffic lights blinking for no one, distant sirens weaving through the fog. I used to love mornings like this. Now they just feel like reminders that time doesn’t care whether you’ re ready or not.

I lit a cigarette I didn’t want, more for the ritual than the relief. The smoke curled upward, caught by the faint wind, and I watched it vanish like everything else I once thought permanent. Somewhere below, a taxi honked. Somewhere behind me, my coffee machine groaned awake. And somewhere deep inside, I heard her voice again  the way she used to say my name when she was tired, soft and half smiling.

It’ s funny how the mind betrays you when you’ re alone.

She used to call dawn “ the hour of honesty.” Said it was the time when even the lies we tell ourselves fall asleep, leaving only the truth sitting on the edge of the bed. I didn’t believe her then. I do now. Because standing there, in the grey half light, I couldn’t  escape the truth anymore: I wasn’t angry at her for leaving. I was angry at myself for giving her reasons to.

That was when I saw the letter again  the one I had never opened. It had been sitting on the counter for weeks, its edges curled slightly from the humidity. No address. No return name. Just my first name in her handwriting neat, deliberate, and cruel in its simplicity.

I ran my thumb over the ink. The paper felt softer than I remembered, as if it had absorbed the silence of every morning I ignored it. I didn’t open it then. I couldn’t. There are moments when knowing becomes more unbearable than wondering.

So I placed it back down, exactly where it was, as if moving it might change what was written inside.

Later that morning, I went for a walk. The streets were still wet from last night’s rain, and the smell of asphalt mixed with the faint sweetness of the bakery down the block. People passed by half awake, half existing    and I envied how easily they moved through their mornings, unburdened by ghosts.

There’ s a particular kind of loneliness that doesn’t come from being alone, but from remembering what it felt like not to be. It stays with you in the reflection on a café window, in the echo of a laugh that doesn’t belong to you anymore.

I stopped by the park, sat on the same bench where we used to feed the pigeons. I never understood why she liked that so much    said it made her feel connected to something fragile. I guess I understand now.

The air was cold against my face. The world was waking up around me soft voices, car doors, snippets of a song from someone’ s earbuds. And for the first time in months, I let myself close my eyes and breathe without expecting it to hurt.

That’ s when it happened ̶  that faint drift of memory that Didn’t  belong to the moment.

She stood by the edge of the park, hair caught in the wind, laughter spilling like sunlight. He was beside her    younger, lighter, unaware of how fleeting the moment would be. They were feeding the pigeons together, arguing playfully about who had scared more away.

The memory shimmered, soft and incomplete like watching an old film with the sound turned down. He reached for her hand, but before their fingers met, the scene dissolved into white.

When I opened my eyes, I was alone again. The bench was just a bench. The pigeons were gone. But something had shifted    just slightly    like the first crack in a long winter.

I Didn’t  know what the rest of the day would bring. Maybe nothing. Maybe everything. But as I stood up and started walking home, I realized the whisper I’ d been hearing all morning wasn’t the wind.

It was her voice. And she was saying my name.
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Chapter 2

The Echoes of Diane Freeman
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