
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Shattering Silence

        

        
        
          The Static Saga, Volume 1

        

        
        
          ahmad abdul rahman

        

        
          Published by ahmad abdul rahman, 2025.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      SHATTERING SILENCE

    

    
      First edition. July 1, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 ahmad abdul rahman.

    

    
    
      Written by ahmad abdul rahman.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


[image: ]​

​

​



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​CHAPTER ONE 
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​THE CLAY OF GRIEF

The clay in Elara Vance’s hands felt like a corpse. Cold. Unyielding. Dawn pressed against the studio’s high windows like a bruise, staining the dust motes dancing in its weak light the color of dried blood. It did nothing to lift the shadows clotting the corners—shadows that had thickened and grown teeth in the three hundred and sixty-five days since the river took Lyra.

"Jumped," the detective had said, avoiding her eyes. "Swift current. No body."

Convenient, Elara thought, the word a shard of glass grinding in her mind. Lyra—who’d dyed her hair electric blue at fourteen and played thrash metal at 3 a.m.—would never choose silence. Her exit would have been a scream etched across the sky, not this... void.

Elara centered the lifeless mound on the wheel again. The rhythmic hum was the only sound besides the frantic drumming against her ribs—a counterpoint to the crushing silence that had filled her world. She pressed her thumbs into the center, willing it to yield. Breathe. Just breathe. But the clay resisted, cold and dense as packed earth from a grave.

Flashback:

Lyra, twelve years old, covered head-to-toe in red mud from the riverbank, grinning like a demon. "Look, Ellie! I made a dragon!" She held up a lumpy, lopsided creature with pebble eyes. "He’s terrible! I love him!" Elara, meticulous even then, had frowned at her own perfect, smooth bowl. "Yours is messy." Lyra threw a glob of mud at her. "Yours is boring! Messy is alive!"

A tear, hot and treacherous, escaped now, carving a path through the fine clay dust coating Elara’s cheek. She swiped at it savagely with the back of her wrist, leaving a muddy streak. Failure. The nascent cylinder she’d been coaxing wobbled precariously, its walls thinning unevenly. Lyra would laugh, a ghost-voice whispered, sharp and clear. Stop wrestling it, Ellie. Let it speak. Let it be messy. But the clay felt only like absence. Like the suffocating quiet that had settled in her bones, in the hollowed-out spaces where Lyra’s chaos used to live. With a soundless cry trapped in her throat, she plunged her fists into the mound, collapsing the fragile form back into shapeless oblivion. Defeat tasted like grit and salt and river water.

Her gaze, heavy-lidded with exhaustion and grief, drifted to the small, polished obsidian pendant resting on the scarred wooden workbench beside a crusted sponge. Lyra’s pendant. Always unnaturally cold, its smooth surface etched with that strange, intricate symbol: a circle fractured by a single, jagged line – a broken halo. Lyra had worn it constantly in those final, shadowed months, her fingers often straying to it unconsciously, a nervous tic replacing her vibrant energy. She’d become secretive, evasive when Elara asked about it.

"Just a thing, Ellie," she’d mutter, forcing a smile that never reached her shadowed eyes. "Keeps the boring people at bay. Corporate nonsense."

Elara picked it up now. The stone leeched the warmth from her palm instantly. A talisman? Or a shackle? Another cryptic relic in the echoing void her sister had become. She traced the jagged line. Fractured. Like us.

The gallery opening was a physical assault. Sarah, her gallerist and the closest thing to an anchor she had left, had deployed a potent mixture of guilt and relentless optimism.

"Networking, Elara. Breathing. Remember breathing?" Sarah had pleaded that morning, her usually cheerful face etched with concern that felt like another weight. "The world hasn't stopped. Your new pieces... they need to be seen. They’re important. Screaming into the void is important. You need to be seen. Sunlight that isn’t filtered through a kiln vent, maybe?"

Elara had relented, numbly. Now she regretted it.

The space was a study in stark modernity – blinding white walls, polished concrete floors reflecting the glare of track lighting, filled with the low thrum of meaningless chatter and the brittle clink of wine glasses against crystal. Abstract paintings screamed vibrant, discordant colors that felt artificial, a poor imitation of true feeling. Elara felt like a ghost haunting a feast, dressed in her uniform of simple black linen, the obsidian pendant a cold, accusing weight against her sternum. She sought refuge near an oversized, glossy-leafed monstera, clutching a mineral water like a shield, willing the foliage to swallow her whole. The air smelled of expensive perfume and desperation.

Then it came. Not Sarah’s familiar, searching gaze, laden with unspoken worry. This was different. Sharper. More invasive. A prickling sensation crawled up her spine, settling at the base of her skull. Like being sighted down the barrel of a lens. Her breath hitched. Slowly, deliberately, she turned.

Across the room, leaning against a structural pillar like a shadow given form, a man watched her. Not with the vague, passing curiosity of other attendees, but with an unnerving, laser-like focus. He was tall, leanly muscled beneath dark, well-fitting jeans and a charcoal henley that emphasized broad shoulders. Dark, slightly unruly hair fell across a high forehead, framing features that were striking rather than classically handsome – a strong jaw currently clenched in concentration, high cheekbones. He held a professional-looking DSLR camera with a long lens, but it hung forgotten at his side. His eyes, even from this distance, were arresting – a pale, clear grey, like winter sunlight glancing off frozen harbour water. They held hers, unwavering, dissecting. Seeing through the black linen, the artist persona, straight to the raw grief beneath.

Embarrassment warred with a sudden, unwelcome spark of awareness, a jolt of electricity in the numbness. Elara looked away quickly, heat flooding her cheeks, a traitorous flush in this cold room. She focused fiercely on a violent splatter of crimson on a nearby canvas, trying to anchor herself. Don’t look back. Don’t. But the pull was magnetic, unsettling. When she dared another glance, he was moving. Not walking, but flowing through the crowd with a loose-limbed, predatory grace that parted the throng without effort. He stopped before her, the air suddenly charged, the background noise fading to a dull buzz.

"Elara Vance?" His voice was lower than she expected, textured with a roughness that suggested late nights and hard truths, yet underpinned by a resonant warmth. It vibrated in the small space between them.

She managed a stiff nod, her throat constricting. Words felt like shards of pottery in her mouth, sharp and useless.

"Leo Thorne." He extended a hand. His grip was firm, his palm slightly calloused against hers. A photographer’s hand. "I saw your ‘Elegy for Granite’ series at the Metcalf Gallery last fall."

Surprise flickered, a tiny flame in the darkness. That show felt like an artifact from another life, pieces born from a different, cleaner grief – the loss of her beloved ceramics professor, Arthur. Pieces about the weight of time, the silence of stone. "You... remember that?" The question emerged hushed, disbelieving.

"Remember it?" A slow, transformative smile touched his lips, softening the intensity in his grey eyes. It changed his whole face, revealing warmth and a surprising vulnerability. "It gutted me. In the best possible way." He gestured towards her, encompassing not just her presence, but the memory of her work. "The sheer weight you conveyed... the texture that felt like weathered skin... the profound silence you carved into stone. It wasn't just viewing sculptures; it was standing in the presence of absence. Feeling the echo of what was gone." He swept a dismissive hand towards the surrounding abstracts. "This is decorative. Competent. But your work..." His gaze locked onto hers again, intense, seeing her. "It has ghosts. Real ones."

Elara stared, utterly disarmed. People complimented her technique, her innovative use of negative space. Critics parsed her symbolism. No one had ever spoken about the ghosts. No one except Lyra. A strange, painful lump swelled in her throat, threatening tears she couldn't afford to shed here. The raw honesty in his observation, the way he saw through the art to the wound beneath... it was terrifying and exhilarating, like standing naked before a stranger. "Thank you," she managed, the words scraping out, barely audible.

And then they talked. Or rather, Leo talked, weaving a spell with words, drawing her out with questions that felt less like interrogation and more like archaeology, gently brushing away the dust to uncover the core. He asked about her process – the alchemy of transforming inert earth into vessels of emotion.

"It's like... catching silence," she found herself saying, surprising herself. "Giving it shape. Weight."

He spoke of his own world – the shattered landscapes of conflict zones, the fleeting moments of unbearable beauty amidst devastation, the faces etched with stories he carried like stones in his pockets. He’d won accolades, traversed continents, witnessed horrors that shadowed his pale eyes even as he spoke with fierce conviction about the necessity of bearing witness.

"There's a cost," he admitted, swirling the amber liquid in his whiskey glass, his gaze drifting momentarily to a point far beyond the gallery walls. "Carrying those images. Like shrapnel under the skin. Knowing you can't rewrite the story, only hold up a mirror to its broken pieces." He looked back at her, the intensity returning, focusing solely on her. "But your work... Elara, it feels like an act of defiance. Taking the weight, the grief, the sheer crushing silence of loss, and shaping it. Not hiding it, but transforming it into something... achingly beautiful. Something that endures. A testament." He paused, his voice dropping lower, rougher. "A rebellion against oblivion."

His words resonated deep within her marrow, vibrating against the raw nerve of her grief for Lyra. He saw her. Not just the artist, not just the grieving sister, but the fractured soul trying to reassemble itself in clay. It was a terrifying vulnerability, yet under his unwavering, perceptive gaze, a sliver of the crushing isolation began to thaw. The gallery noise faded further. It was just his voice, his eyes, the cold weight of the pendant, and the fragile, terrifying sense of being recognized.

"Would you..." he began, then hesitated, a rare flicker of uncertainty softening the intensity of his expression. It made him seem younger, more approachable. "Would you let me take your picture? Not here. Not like this." He gestured around the artificial brightness, the chattering crowd. "In your sanctuary. With your work surrounding you. When the light paints the truth."

Elara’s heart hammered a frantic tattoo against her ribs. It felt profoundly intimate, dangerous. Letting this man, with his penetrating gaze that saw ghosts and rebellions, into her studio – her place of vulnerability, her refuge, her battleground with grief? But the way he spoke about her art... the way he saw... it wasn’t flattery; it was recognition. A lifeline thrown across the dark water. "Yes," she heard herself say, the word escaping before caution could reclaim it. "Okay."

That smile again, warm and transformative. "Tomorrow? The late afternoon light... it has a certain honesty."

"Tomorrow," she echoed, the word tasting unfamiliar on her tongue, like the first sip of water after a long drought. It felt like a promise, or perhaps the first step into an unknown, vertiginous landscape.
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Leo arrived precisely as the sun began its descent, painting the city’s brick facades in molten gold. He carried his camera bag and a brown paper bag that exuded the comforting aromas of rich coffee and warm cinnamon. "Essential rations," he declared, handing her a steaming cup. "Artist’s prerogative. Can’t create on an empty soul." The simple gesture, the warmth of the cup in her hands, felt like an anchor in the swirling uncertainty of letting him in.

Her studio, usually a sacred space of solitary focus, hummed with a different energy with him in it. He moved with a quiet reverence, asking permission before examining a tool, a bisque-fired piece, the imposing bulk of the kiln. "May I?" he’d murmur, fingers hovering near a loop tool, a wire cutter, a bucket of milky slip. He didn’t crowd her; he absorbed the atmosphere, his grey eyes missing nothing – the clay-smeared aprons hanging like discarded skins, the shelves lined with vessels in various states of becoming: fragile greenware, chalky bisqueware, pieces glazed in troubled blues and deep, sorrowful blacks. He took a few wide establishing shots, the soft click-click of the shutter a comforting counterpoint to the usual studio silence. The sound wasn't intrusive; it felt like documentation, a record of this place where silence was shaped.

"Show me," he said simply, his voice a low rumble in the quiet space. He didn’t mean the finished pieces on display shelves. He meant the raw, the unfinished, the struggle.

Nervous energy prickled under Elara’s skin as she guided him to the large work table where her newest pieces sat, leather-hard and vulnerable. These weren’t the elegantly silent forms of ‘Elegy for Granite’. These were jagged, visceral – fractured forms emerging from turbulent, unstable bases, surfaces deliberately scarred and gouged as if raked by claws, waiting to be glazed later in deep, troubled blues and murky greens. They were the children of her darkest year. "They’re... struggling," she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper, the confession scraping her throat raw. "Not finished finding their shape. Maybe... maybe they never will."

"They’re magnificent," Leo countered immediately, his gaze fixed on the largest piece – a tormented column straining upwards, its surface rent with deep, jagged fissures that seemed to pulse with withheld pain. He crouched beside it, not raising the camera, but studying it, his brow furrowed in concentration that felt sacred. He ran a fingertip, feather-light, just above a particularly deep gouge, tracing its path without touching the clay. "This one..." he breathed, his voice thick with understanding. "It’s not just fighting the break. It’s forging itself from it." He looked up at her, his eyes holding hers with unnerving directness. "Like you."

The raw honesty of his words stole her breath. He saw the struggle, the fracture, the desperate act of creation arising from destruction. And he didn’t look away. Instead of the usual urge to retreat, to hide the rawness, a profound sense of relief washed over her, warm and unexpected, loosening something tight in her chest. He saw the fight, and he acknowledged it without pity. He raised his camera, not pointing it at her face, but focusing intently on her hands as they instinctively reached out to trace the contours of the fissure, as if seeking to understand its pain, to soothe it. Click. The sound captured the profound intimacy of the moment – the artist communing with her creation, her vulnerability laid bare under his respectful, witnessing gaze.

He photographed her work from angles she hadn’t considered, highlighting the stark poetry of light catching the rough edges, the shadows pooling in the wounds. He found beauty in the imperfection, the honesty of the struggle. Then, as the sun dipped lower, painting the studio in long, stretching shadows and gilding the floating clay dust, he finally turned the lens towards her. Not intrusively, but as an integral part of the environment he was documenting. Her profile, etched with fierce concentration as she studied a smaller, crumpled form; the focused set of her jaw as she used a rib tool to smooth a stubborn ridge on the tormented column; the way the fading light gilded the clay dust coating her forearms and streaked across her cheekbone like warpaint. He captured the quiet strength in her shoulders, the vulnerability in the curve of her neck as she bent over the wheel later, centering a new lump of clay.

It wasn't posing; it was a silent dialogue. A conversation in light and shadow. And under his quiet, intensely focused gaze, Elara felt a layer of her protective shell dissolve. The constant ache for Lyra was still there, a familiar throb beneath her ribs, but for the first time in a year, it didn't feel like the sole inhabitant of her being. There was space for something else. Something fragile, tentative, but undeniably present. The cold weight of the pendant against her skin felt less like an accusation and more like a shared burden.

Afterwards, covered in a fine patina of dust that felt like a second skin, they sat on the worn, clay-stained sofa amidst the comforting chaos, finishing the cinnamon buns. The studio was bathed in twilight, deep blues and purples seeping through the windows. Leo spoke of a month spent documenting a sprawling refugee camp on the Veridian border – the air thick with despair and dust, the hollow eyes of mothers, the skeletal frames of children. "Then," he said, his voice softening, "I saw these kids. Couldn't have been more than five or six. Filthy, barefoot. They'd found some sticks and were drawing hopscotch grids in the dirt. Their laughter..." He shook his head, a faint, wondering smile touching his lips. "It cut through everything. Like little knives of pure, defiant life. I got one shot. Just one. Before they scattered." He didn’t show her the photo, but the image was vivid in his words, in the reverence in his voice. "It wasn't hope, exactly. More like... refusal. Refusal to be silenced by the horror."

Emboldened by his vulnerability, Elara shared memories of Lyra – not the shadowed figure of the last months, but the incandescent force she had been. Her infectious, braying laugh that could shatter glass and lift Elara's darkest moods. Her terrible, passionate love for obscure, dissonant jazz that drove their parents to distraction – the chaotic wail of saxophones echoing through the house at midnight. "She said it sounded like the city's heartbeat," Elara murmured, a real smile touching her own lips for the first time in months. "Messy. Alive." She told him about the time they got hopelessly lost hiking in the White Mountains, convinced they were doomed as dusk fell, only to collapse in helpless, tear-streaked laughter when they stumbled upon a ranger station literally five minutes later. "She tripped over a root, I landed in a puddle... we looked like swamp monsters. She laughed so hard she couldn't breathe. That laugh..." Elara's voice caught. "It was like sunlight."

The conversation flowed like a rediscovered river, easy and deep. Barriers crumbled not with force, but with shared understanding. The spark ignited at the gallery had become a steady, warming flame. He understood the weight of carrying darkness. She understood the compulsion to transmute pain into tangible form. They were both haunted, scarred by different wars, and found an unexpected, profound solace in the recognition reflected in the other’s eyes. The studio, filled with the ghosts of her grief and the echoes of Lyra's laughter, felt less like a mausoleum and more like a sanctuary shared.

As twilight deepened, transforming the studio into a cavern of cobalt and charcoal, the air thickened with a different kind of tension. Elara was acutely, vibrantly aware of Leo beside her – the solid warmth radiating from him, the faint scent of coffee and dust and something uniquely male – pine and something metallic, like old camera gear – the quiet intensity in his grey eyes when his gaze lingered on the curve of her neck, the dust in her hair. He reached out, his calloused fingers brushing a stubborn smudge of dried clay from her jawline. The touch was a spark on dry tinder, sending a jolt through her.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
s

PHA | f\ ¥
Shattering
Silence

Silence is Frequency of Control





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png
SHATTERlNl:
SILENCE

SILENCE IS THE FREQUENCY OF CONTROL
AHMAD ABDULRAHMAN






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
&





