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​Introduction
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In this book, you will find stories that dwell on the border between the human and the unknown. The characters face secrets that reality seems eager to conceal—ancient remnants and rituals that belong neither to our time nor to our logic. Some words, symbols, or melodies may follow you long after reading them. This book is not recommended for those who seek certainty.






The blank spaces are not empty, are streets where words pass by. Some of them are waiting for yours.
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The Book

[image: ]





Father Russo didn’t believe in miracles—he believed in anomalies.

He was the kind of priest who didn’t linger in Mass or the confessional. He spent his nights browsing obscure forums, reading forbidden articles, searching for photographs the Vatican had ordered erased. Other priests said he had a dangerous curiosity; he replied that faith without risk was just spiritual tourism.




His room smelled of reheated coffee and damp books. On the walls hung photographs of strange artifacts: a rosary with black glass beads, a warped monstrance, a wooden statue that seemed to weep sap. His notebooks were filled with microscopic notes. None of them organized, none of them finished.




The rumor of the new discovery reached him by email—no sender, no subject. The message was empty except for a single line: “For your files. Don’t open it at night.” It included a postal address in a country that no longer appeared on maps. Russo didn’t hesitate. He sent an intermediary, paid the shipping out of his own pocket.




Weeks passed before there was a knock on the door—three sharp, deliberate knocks.

The man with the package had tense, almost




translucent skin, eyes that looked as if they hadn’t blinked in hours. Russo tried to ask who had sent it, but the man only murmured,

—It’s already begun to write. Then he left.

Inside the box, the book looked disappointingly normal: soft cover, modern paper, no scent of age. Only one detail disturbed him—the title and the author’s name were crossed out. Not with ink, but with something rougher, as if someone had scraped the paper until it went blind.

He leafed through it slowly.

Short stories, elegant prose, some even amusing. But between them appeared pages filled with symbols—lines twisting, crossing, unfolding like microscopic spirals.

He looked at them for a moment and felt a kind of vertigo. They weren’t decorative. There was rhythm in them, a secret pulse. He grew frightened when he realized his breathing was syncing with the patterns—slow, steady—as if the pages were setting the tempo of his body.

He closed the book and left it on the desk. Made himself a tea. It was raining; the drops struck the windows with such a constant pulse that it began to seem artificial, as if someone outside were programming the storm.

That night he dreamed of keys—thousands




of keys pressed all at once. They sounded like breathing. When he woke, the book was on his chest, open.

He slammed it shut and placed it on the table. But when he turned around, he saw it again on the desk—open to the same page.




Fear came to him like a nervous laugh. He did laugh, quietly. It was absurd.

He tried to pray, but the words came out twisted

—syllables mixed with sounds that didn’t belong to any language. The letters seemed to clog in his throat.




He looked at his hands. Under the lamplight, thin black lines appeared on his skin, barely moving, as if breathing. He rubbed them, but they sank deeper, like ink searching for its place.




He returned to the book. On one page was an illustration of a hand—drawn, or printed, or both. The lines were so detailed they looked like real skin. He placed his finger on it.

The paper was warm.

He felt something touch him from the other side.




He didn’t remember how much time passed. The clock had stopped at three thirty, and the sound of the rain had turned into a hum without source. The symbols seemed to move along the margins, like roots. He tried to close the book, but a sharp pain pierced his palm. The mark it



left was square-shaped, with lines curling inward.

The book fell to the floor. Russo staggered back, gasping. He looked around. Everything was the same, yet something in the air had changed— thicker, slower.

In the mirror, his reflection moved a second later than he did.

He raised a hand; the reflection smiled.

Russo felt a mix of disgust and fascination. He approached the mirror. The reflection no longer mimicked him—it only watched. Its eyes were darker, pupils dilated as if glowing from within.

Behind him, the book opened on its own.

The pages turned by themselves, in rhythm with the reflection’s breathing.

Russo tried to scream, but no voice came. Instead of words, pulses came out—vibrations, like the hum of an amplifier warming up.

The reflection repeated the sound, with a slight variation—an almost melodic echo.

Then Russo understood: the book wasn’t a text

—it was an instrument.

The sound dissolved into the air, as if absorbed by the room. The lights flickered. Father Russo




stood motionless before the mirror, watching his reflection breathe at a different pace—slower, deeper. Suddenly, the reflection raised its opposite hand and pressed its palm against the glass. The gesture was so exact that Russo felt the pressure on his own skin.




The surface of the mirror turned soft, trembling. He stepped back abruptly, hit the chair, and the book fell. Its pages fluttered as if caught in a draft, though the windows were shut.




His heart pounded in his throat.

He thought of taking the book to the basement— where he kept the other objects. There, at least, it would be far from his bed, far from mirrors.




He picked it up with both hands. It felt heavier than before, as if the paper had absorbed moisture—or something denser.

As he descended the stone stairs, the sound of the wind became a murmur, a sequence of short syllables belonging to no known language.




The basement smelled of cement, mold, and rusted metal. Boxes of anomalous objects were piled to the ceiling. Some vibrated faintly; others radiated an inexplicable warmth. He had learned not to touch them without gloves.
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