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The House Where Walls Remember


There is a house where the walls still whisper.

They don’t do it loudly — no. They murmur in the hush between clock ticks, in the shadow where the hallway light doesn’t reach. They whisper the words no one wants to remember. The ones no child should have ever heard.



I used to think I was invisible.

Not the kind of invisible you dream of when you’re a kid—like some superhero trick where you vanish and sneak cookies from the top shelf. No. I mean the kind of invisible that happens when you’re standing right there and people talk like you’re not. When your father’s voice is a thunderstorm, your mother’s tears are a flood, and you are just... furniture.

I didn’t start broken.

But the pieces cracked slowly, like glass under pressure.

My name is Yanis, and this is the story of how I was framed—not for a crime, but in the emotional picture my parents painted. A life where I was expected to be strong, quiet, and small enough not to get in the

way.

But I was always watching.

And one day, I began to write it all down.
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CHAPTER ONE: The Night the Glass
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Shattered

Myparentsdidn’t break all at once.

They cracked in slow motion—like a vase that’s been nudged off a table and hangs in the air for just a second, long enough to wonder if it might land safely. It never does.

That night, I was sitting on the living room floor, trying to finish a puzzle. The cat had knocked one of the pieces under the couch. I reached for it just as the sound came—a high-pitched smash from the kitchen.

I froze mid-reach.

Then came my mother’s voice. “Don’t walk away from me, Samir!” Even the cat jumped.

My stomach twisted. Not from fear—not at first. More like muscle memory. Like how a dog flinches at thunder even if it doesn’t rain. Because in my house, breaking things meant breaking rules—the

rules I had made for myself to survive.


Rule One: Stay invisible.

Rule Two: Keep your ears open, but your mouth closed. Rule Three: Never assume the argument will end soon.



I tiptoed to the hallway. From the narrow space just beyond the kitchen arch, I could see their shadows dancing across the wall. My father stood by the refrigerator, his arms folded tight across his chest. My mother stood at the sink, her eyes sharp, her hands trembling. “You read my messages?” he said, voice low and controlled, which

was worse than shouting.

She laughed, bitter and dry. “You were stupid enough to leave them open.”

My eyes drifted to the floor, where shattered glass sparkled like a constellation. I felt the chill of the tile through my socks.

“It wasn’t like that, Yasmine,” my father said, taking a step toward her. “It wasn’t—what you think.”

“It was exactly what I think,” she snapped. “You think I don’t notice when you shower after coming home late? When your bank withdrawals don’t match your stories?”

I held my breath.

Ah. Money. Infidelity.

Secrets.

The holy trinity of their marriage.

My mother worked three days a week at a dentist’s office. My father, a self-employed electrician, was always either “on a project” or “between gigs,” which meant we were always either flush with cash or counting coins to buy bread.

And every time we were broke, my mother would mutter things like,

“But we have enough to fuel your van, don’t we?”

Or, “Maybe your little side project has a wallet of her own.”

Sometimes the fights were about the past. Sometimes they were about groceries. But most times—like tonight—they were about power.

“Spying on me doesn’t make you a victim,” my father growled.

“Lying to your family doesn’t make you a man,” my mother shot back.

The light flickered. The overhead bulb in the kitchen ceiling had been blinking for weeks. My dad said he’d fix it. He never did.

I watched it pulse in the tension — a dim heartbeat above them.

Then the silence hit. That thick, choking silence. Like the air itself was waiting to see who would speak first.

That was when I noticed it. My own fingers had started to tremble.


Donot cry, I told myself.

Crying getsyounoticed.Noticinggetsyouhurt.



I backed away slowly from the doorway and tiptoed to my room, but I left the door open a crack. I always did. I wanted to hear everything, even when I hated hearing it.

Once inside, I climbed under my blanket fortress, the one with cartoon astronauts. I kept my flashlight with me, not because I was afraid of the dark—but because it was the only light I could control.

From downstairs, the fight changed shapes. No longer about the messages.

Now it was about who did more.

“How do you think this house runs?” my mother cried. “You think dinners make themselves? You think bills disappear because you change a fuse?”

“Oh, don’t give me that martyr routine,” he said. “You sit in an office twice a week and act like you run the world.”

“I don’t sit. I survive. There’s a difference.”

Their words were knives thrown across invisible lines. And even though my door was mostly closed, every syllable sliced through the air.

I looked around my room.

Posters of superheroes. A cracked lava lamp.

The plastic model of the solar system my dad had bought me when I

was seven—back when he still came home early and kissed my forehead goodnight.

I stared at the tiny blue Earth in that spinning model and wondered if

the people living on it fought as much as mine did.

Rule Four: When they fight, you get small.
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