
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Candle Of The Lost Light


The Candle Of The Lost Light

First Edition, 02 December 2025

Copyright © 2025 Tanya G Govender

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the prior written permission of the author.

While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher and author assume no responsibility for errors, omissions, or any damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

​

​

​

​



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Introduction
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Every Christmas, we are asked to remember the light. We drape it over our homes, we weave it into our songs, and we seek it out in the faces of those we love. Yet, sometimes, the world grows so cold, and the darkness feels so heavy, that we forget the light is even there.

This is a story for those moments.

In the pages that follow, you will walk beside sixteen-year-old Leo, who lost his artistic spark and his faith in magic when his world fractured. His journey begins not with a dazzling event, but with a humble, quiet flame: The Candle of Lost Light.

His quest is simple, yet profoundly difficult: to see the hidden goodness that exists in the world, even when his own eyes refuse to open. His grandmother left him a guide to finding hope, and Leo will learn that the greatest miracle is not in receiving a gift, but in recognizing and amplifying the kindness that already glows around us.

May this book bring you warmth and the quiet reminder that even when the darkness seems complete, the light never truly leaves—it’s just waiting for the courage to be seen.
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Chapter 1: The Void in Pine Creek

​The Burden of Perpetual Darkness
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Every town has a season it excels at. Pine Creek, with its main thoroughfare lined by towering, century-old pines and its clapboard storefronts dressed in garlands, was built for Christmas. From the first week of December, the town became a postcard—a flawless, snow-dusted tribute to relentless holiday joy.

To sixteen-year-old Leo, this annual transformation felt less like magic and more like mockery.

This year, the light felt wrong. It was loud, it was insistent, and it was entirely divorced from the reality of the darkness that had settled over his own home.

Leo moved through the school hallways, his black hoodie pulled up like a shield against the assault of twinkling lights and aggressively cheerful carols. His cynicism wasn't a teenage affectation; it was a necessary armor. Two years ago, his older sister, Clara, had left—not just for college, but for good, taking the effervescent, noisy joy of their family with her. Since then, the emotional temperature of their house had dropped, leaving a permanent, cold void.

The fracture had extinguished more than just family laughter; it had snuffed out Leo’s artistic spark. He used to see the world in colors, transforming everyday objects into vibrant sketches and detailed charcoal drawings. Now, the paper stayed blank. The world was rendered in shades of grey, and the festive colors of Pine Creek only served to sharpen the contrast. They were a lie, a thin veneer over a community—and a family—that was just as broken as he was.

He scowled at a massive, inflatable Santa wobbling precariously on the roof of the hardware store.

Don’t they know? he thought, bitterly. Don’t they see the cold isn’t just outside?

His self-imposed isolation extended to his family. His mother, usually buoyant, moved through the house with an air of fragile preoccupation, her eyes tired and her attempts at small talk strained. His father compensated by doubling down on work, disappearing before dawn and returning after dinner, leaving Leo to navigate the quiet, echoing rooms alone. Leo’s way of coping was to become an expert at avoidance, using his room as a sanctuary from the creeping silence of the season.
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​The Frost-Lined Sanctuary
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The decree came after school, delivered by his mother in a voice attempting to sound businesslike but failing entirely.

"Honey, Grandma Rose's house. We need to get the attic cleared before the end of the month." She hesitated, rubbing her thumb over the seam of her jeans. "We agreed to have it ready for the buyers, remember? Just the attic. It needs to be gone through, not thrown out. Rose saved everything because she loved stories."

Leo wanted to argue. He wanted to point out that the attic was probably a freezing, dusty archive of the very things—sentimentality, tradition, and misplaced optimism—he was trying to avoid. But a look at his mother's strained face stopped him. Arguing would just prolong the agony and force an emotional interaction he wasn't ready for.

"Fine," he muttered, grabbing his coat.

Grandma Rose’s house was a few blocks away, a sturdy, yellow farmhouse that smelled perpetually of cinnamon and old paper. The living spaces were now empty and sanitized, ready for showing. Only the attic remained untouched, a final, frozen chamber holding the remnants of a life.

Leo found the folding ladder in the hall closet. It creaked protestingly as he pulled it down from the ceiling. A plume of ancient, cold air, thick with the scent of dried cedar and forgotten things, billowed into the hallway. He climbed the rungs, the metal cold beneath his fingertips, and pushed open the attic hatch.

The attic was not merely dusty; it was a frost-lined, low-ceilinged cavern of memory. The air was genuinely cold, easily ten degrees cooler than the rest of the house, and the narrow window at the far gable was laced with patterns of hoar frost, filtering the weak winter afternoon light into bars of pale blue.

Leo flipped a switch. A single, naked bulb hanging from a beam flickered to life, casting harsh shadows over the landscape of discarded belongings.

He saw the terrain: stacks of old National Geographic magazines tied with yellowed string; an ancient, velvet-lined sewing machine; a headless dress form covered in a sheet; and dozens of heavy, wooden steamer trunks and cardboard boxes, stacked like monuments to the past. The floorboards were wide planks, dusted with grit and scattered with remnants of mouse nests and desiccated spiders.

His task was to sort through them—a curator of loss.

He kicked a small, loose tin across the floor. "This is going to take forever," he sighed to the silence.
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​The Hidden Keepsake
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He began with the nearest stack of cardboard boxes, their flaps brittle with age. Most held mundane items: Christmas decorations from the 1960s heavy glass ornaments coated in glitter that shed onto his coat, old sheet music, and linens smelling faintly of lavender sachet. He tossed the first ten boxes onto the "Junk/Charity" pile without a second thought, his movements efficient and utterly devoid of reverence.
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