
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Bone Weaver’s Garden

        

        
        
          Mourad Errahla

        

        
          Published by Mourad Errahla, 2025.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      THE BONE WEAVER’S GARDEN

    

    
      First edition. August 13, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Mourad Errahla.

    

    
    
      Written by Mourad Errahla.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1



[image: ]




The Bone Weaver’s Garden

The Inheritance of Dust and Whispers

The bus groaned like a dying beast as it climbed the winding coastal road, leaving the scent of asphalt and city haste behind. For Amara, each turn brought a fresh wave of salt and regret, a fragrance she had spent a decade trying to forget. The world outside her window bled into a watercolor of blues and greens—the churning, indifferent sea on one side, and the ancient, gnarled forests of Al-Jadira on the other. This was a reluctant homecoming, a pilgrimage dictated not by faith but by a lawyer’s sterile letter.

Her grandmother, Laila, was gone. The words still felt foreign, a poorly translated phrase from a language she no longer spoke. Laila had not been a woman of soft embraces or sweet lullabies; she was a creature of earth and secrets, her hands perpetually smelling of damp soil and herbs Amara could never name. Returning to her abandoned house felt less like an act of mourning and more like an archaeological dig into a life she had only ever glimpsed from the periphery.

The bus finally shuddered to a halt in the village square, a sun-bleached plaza where time seemed to have pooled and stagnated. Elderly men, their faces mapped with the lines of sea and sun, paused their games of backgammon to watch her disembark. Their silence was a heavy blanket, thick with unspoken questions and long-held judgments. Amara, with her city clothes and the restless energy clinging to her, was an anomaly, a ghost from a future they had collectively decided to ignore.

She clutched the strap of her bag, the old iron key to the house feeling cold and unnervingly heavy in her palm. It was an artifact from another era, a key meant for a lock that guarded more than just a physical door. Following the familiar, crooked path of cobblestones, she felt the years peel back. Every stone seemed to hold an echo of her childhood footsteps, lighter then, unburdened by the weight of a life lived far away from this place of whispered legends and crushing silence.

The house stood at the edge of the village, clinging to the cliffside as if in a perpetual conversation with the sea. Its stone walls were silvered with age and lichen, the windows like vacant eyes staring out at the horizon. A wild, untamable energy emanated from it, a stark contrast to the sleepy village behind her. This was Laila’s domain, a fortress of solitude that had always felt both like a sanctuary and a cage, though for whom, Amara was never certain.

Taking a deep breath that tasted of salt and wild thyme, she slid the key into the lock. The mechanism protested with a screech of rusted metal, a sound that vibrated through her hand and up her arm, as if the house itself was resisting this intrusion. The heavy wooden door swung inward, releasing a sigh of cool, musty air. It was the scent of her past: dust, dried lavender, beeswax, and something else, something deeper and more elemental—the smell of old stone and secrets.

The interior was a tableau of suspended time. Dust motes danced like frantic sprites in the shafts of late afternoon light slanting through the grimy windows. Furniture huddled under white shrouds, ghostly forms in the gloom. A heavy, hand-woven tapestry depicting a strange celestial map hung on the main wall, its colors muted by a fine layer of gray. Amara felt a pang of grief so sharp it stole her breath; it was a sorrow not just for the woman she had lost, but for the connection she had never truly found.

She moved through the silent rooms like a somnambulist, her hand trailing over the shrouded shapes. The small kitchen was a chamber of olfactory ghosts. Faint traces of crushed cardamom, star anise, and other, more mysterious spices lingered in the air, clinging to the wooden mortar and pestle left on the counter. Amara remembered Laila’s hands, strong and stained, grinding herbs with a rhythmic intensity that was almost ceremonial, her lips moving in a silent, ceaseless whisper.

Her grandmother’s presence was most potent in the small bedroom at the back of the house. It was sparse, almost monastic. A simple wooden bed frame, a wardrobe, and a small writing desk were the only furnishings. The air here was different, thick with the scent of dried flowers and old paper. On the desk lay a single object that had not been covered: a leather-bound journal, its cover worn smooth by the passage of a thumb over countless years.

Hesitantly, Amara reached for it. The leather was cool and supple beneath her fingertips. It felt sacred, forbidden. She had never seen this journal before; Laila had been a woman of oral histories and cryptic pronouncements, not written words. Opening it felt like a transgression, a violation of the privacy of a woman who had guarded her inner world with the ferocity of a dragon hoarding its treasure. The pages were not filled with diary entries, but with something far stranger.

The paper was thick and creamy, covered in elegant, spidery script in a language that was a rustic, ancient dialect of her own. But it was the illustrations that made her heart hammer against her ribs. Page after page contained meticulous, hand-drawn diagrams of plants she had never seen before. Their root systems were depicted with an almost obsessive detail, twisting and knotting into shapes that were unnervingly reminiscent of human bones.

She saw drawings of a pale, moon-white flower named “Ghost Orchid,” its roots shown wrapping around a drawing of a human ribcage. Another plant, the “Knuckle-bloom,” had fleshy, finger-like leaves, and its entry was cross-referenced with sketches of a human hand, ligaments and all. Interspersed between the botanical art were celestial charts and anatomical drawings of the human skeleton, annotated with symbols that seemed to belong to an ancient, forgotten alphabet. It was the work of an artist, a botanist, and a mystic.

A sudden sound from outside broke her trance—a low, resonant hum, like the thrumming of a giant stringed instrument. It seemed to be coming from behind the house. Amara closed the journal, her mind reeling with a dizzying mix of fear and an intoxicating curiosity she hadn’t felt since she was a child. She had always been told the back of the house was off-limits. “That is not a place for you, little bird,” Laila would say, her voice gentle but with an undercurrent of unyielding steel.

Drawn by an impulse she couldn’t explain, she walked to the back door. It led to a small, paved courtyard that ended abruptly at a high stone wall, choked with ivy and thorns. Set into the center of the wall was a heavy, iron-banded wooden gate, its surface weathered to the color of driftwood. There was no visible handle, only a complex, rust-colored lock in the shape of a stylized vertebra. This was the boundary of the forbidden place: her grandmother’s garden.
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