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For the mothers who carry children in memory
and for those who learned to love what never stayed.
For the quiet grief that has no language,
and for the courage it takes to hope again.


“Some things are not lost.
They are only held—
elsewhere.”
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The Author’s Voice

Some stories arrive loudly, demanding to be told.

This one did not.


Whispers of Lavender came quietly—through moments that lingered too long, through questions that had no answers, through the kind of ache that settles not in the mind but in the body. It is a story shaped by longing, by the fragile spaces between what is imagined and what is endured, and by the strange mercy of dreams that appear when waking life becomes too heavy to bear.


This is not a story about miracles in the traditional sense.

It is a story about survival.

It is about the ways grief reshapes memory, how love creates worlds when reality offers none, and how the heart sometimes must wander before it can return. It is about motherhood in its many forms—biological, emotional, spiritual—and about the quiet bravery required to love again after loss.

If this story feels intimate, it is because grief is intimate.

If it feels slow at times, it is because healing rarely moves quickly.

And if it feels familiar in places you cannot name, that is intentional.

Some truths are not meant to be announced.

They are meant to be recognized.


Prologue

The Word That Breaks Her

The rain does not fall all at once.

It comes softly, almost thoughtfully, tracing the windshield in thin silver lines that blur the road ahead. Evelyn Carter grips the steering wheel with both hands, her knuckles pale, her breath shallow. The world beyond the glass feels distant, as though she is watching it rather than moving through it.

The radio murmurs something low and indistinct. A song she doesn’t recognize. Or maybe one she’s heard a hundred times and can’t place. Her mind is elsewhere—caught between a thought she can’t finish and a feeling she doesn’t yet understand.

There is a smell in the car. Lavender.

It lingers faintly, woven into the fabric of the seat, into the cuffs of her coat. She frowns, distracted by it, unable to remember when she last used the sachet tucked in the glove compartment. The scent feels out of place. Or perhaps it has always been there.

The road curves.

Headlights bloom suddenly in her peripheral vision—too bright, too close. She opens her mouth to speak, to breathe, to pray, but the moment collapses inward.

Metal screams.

Glass fractures.

And then—

Nothing.

No pain. No impact.

Only a vast, weightless stillness.

Evelyn floats in it, suspended between breath and memory, between before and after. The silence is not empty; it is expectant, humming faintly beneath the surface, as if waiting for something to arrive.

And then it does.

A voice.

Small. Certain.

“Mom.”

The word moves through her like a physical force, shattering something deep and hidden. It does not echo. It does not fade.


It simply exists.


Evelyn tries to answer, but the darkness folds around her, warm and enclosing, like arms she does not remember earning.

And somewhere beyond the hush—beyond the breaking—something begins to bloom.


I

THE SANCTUARY OF THE DREAM


Chapter One

The Soft Shape of Memory

I wake before I open my eyes.

The world reaches me gradually, as if it knows better than to rush. First there is warmth—settled and patient, pressing against my skin like a blanket pulled too high by someone who wanted to be careful. Then scent. Lavender, faint but unmistakable, braided with something softer beneath it. Vanilla, maybe. Or sugar that has cooled in the air. The smell carries weight, not heaviness, but fullness—the kind that settles low in the chest and lingers there, asking nothing.

I breathe it in slowly, afraid that if I move too quickly it might disappear.

The air feels thick but kind, like it has been holding its breath with me. Somewhere nearby, something creaks—a slow, deliberate sound, not sharp enough to startle. Wood, I think. Old wood. The kind that remembers footsteps long after they’ve passed.

I stay still.

There is no urgency here. No reason to rise, no sense that time is pressing forward without me. The quiet holds its shape, unbroken, as though this moment has been waiting—patiently—for my awareness to catch up to it.

Light reaches my eyelids next.

Not the harsh kind. Not the kind that demands. This light seems to ask permission as it arrives, filtering through in gentle layers. I blink once, then again, letting the brightness settle rather than fight it. The ceiling comes into focus first—pale, smooth, unmarked by cracks or stains. It arches just slightly, the way ceilings do in older houses, not quite symmetrical but close enough that no one ever bothered to correct it.

I recognize that ceiling.

The knowing arrives without explanation, settling into my body before my mind can question it. It isn’t memory, exactly. Not the kind with edges or images attached. It’s deeper than that—an understanding that lives in the muscles, in the bones.

I shift under the quilt.

The fabric is heavier than I expect, stitched in uneven squares that catch faintly under my fingertips. I trace one of the seams without thinking, following the slight ridge where thread rises and dips, where someone’s hand once slowed or corrected itself. The quilt smells faintly of sun-warmed cotton and something floral that has softened with time.

This quilt, too, is familiar.

I sit up slowly, half-expecting the room to sway or protest, but it doesn’t. The world adjusts around me, accommodating my movement as if it anticipated it. No dizziness. No resistance. My body feels whole. Grounded. As though it belongs here.

The room reveals itself in pieces.

A dresser against the far wall, its surface crowded with small, ordinary things: a ceramic dish holding loose coins, a hairbrush with bristles worn thin at the center, a folded scarf draped carelessly over the corner. A chair beneath the window, its cushion indented in a way that suggests it is often used but rarely moved. Lace curtains sway gently, lifted by a breeze I cannot feel against my skin but can see in their motion.

Dust floats through the air in slow, lazy spirals, catching the light like they have nowhere else to be.

Outside the window, the world hums.

Not loudly. Not insistently. Just enough to remind me that life is happening beyond these walls. I hear voices—low and indistinct—blending into the clink of cups and the rhythm of footsteps against pavement. Somewhere, a dog barks once, sharp and clear, before falling silent again. A porch swing creaks back and forth, back and forth, marking time with a steady patience that feels older than clocks.

The sounds knit together seamlessly, forming something whole.

It all feels… right.

Not perfect. Not extraordinary.

Simply right.

I slide my legs over the side of the bed, my bare feet meeting the rug below. The fibers are worn thin in places, rougher than I expect but not unpleasant. My toes curl instinctively, testing the texture, grounding me further into the moment.

The door opens behind me.

I don’t turn immediately.

I don’t need to.

Her presence arrives before her voice does, filling the room in the way warmth fills a space without asking permission. It settles into the corners, presses gently at my back, makes the air feel fuller somehow.

“Good morning, sweetheart.”

Her voice is soft, unhurried. Familiar in a way that steadies something deep inside me.

I turn then.

She stands in the doorway, framed by morning light, her silhouette softened by the glow behind her. Her hair is gathered loosely at the nape of her neck, curls escaping in the same places they always do. She is wearing the blue sweater—the one with the small tear at the cuff she keeps meaning to fix. Seeing it sends a quiet thrill through me, like recognition clicking into place.

She smiles.

The world steadies.

“Good morning, Mama,” I say.

The word fits easily in my mouth, as though it has always belonged there.

She crosses the room in unhurried steps, the floorboards responding beneath her feet with soft, familiar creaks. As she reaches me, she brushes her knuckles across my forehead before pressing a kiss there—always in the same place. Her skin smells like lavender and something warmer beneath it, something that feels like safety rather than scent.

“Did you sleep well?” she asks.

I search myself for the memory of sleep.

I remember drifting. Floating. Being held in a place without edges, where nothing pressed and nothing pulled. A place that did not ask me to be anything other than present.

“Yes,” I say, because it feels true.

She hums softly in response, a sound without words, and smooths the quilt at my knees with practiced movements. Outside, the town exhales into morning, and I realize—without knowing how—that this is home.

Not because I can list its details.

But because nothing in me questions it.

She turns toward the door. “Come downstairs when you’re ready. Breakfast won’t wait forever.”

“I’ll be there,” I say.

She pauses at the threshold, glancing back with a smile that feels like punctuation rather than interruption. Then

she’s gone, her footsteps receding down the hall.

The room settles again.

I stand, moving toward the dresser without thinking, my body leading me where it expects to go. My reflection waits in the mirror—small, framed by curls that refuse to behave, eyes still heavy with the residue of sleep. I study my face with quiet curiosity, as though checking for changes I don’t expect to find.

Nothing feels unfamiliar.

I pull on the cardigan draped over the chair, slipping my arms into the sleeves with practiced ease. The fabric hugs my shoulders, warm and soft from repeated use. I tug it closed without fastening the buttons, the motion automatic.

In the hallway, photographs line the walls in mismatched frames. I move slowly past them, pausing here and there as images catch my attention—a younger version of Mama laughing beneath a willow tree, her hands lifted as though catching light; a picture of me at a kitchen counter, flour dusting my hair and cheeks, my smile wide and unguarded.

I touch the edge of the frame lightly as I pass.

The stairs creak beneath my feet, each step answering me like an old friend. The scent of cinnamon drifts upward, winding through the house in warm spirals. My stomach tightens pleasantly in response.

The kitchen is bright, sunlight spilling across the floor in wide bands. Mama stands at the counter, her back to me, kneading dough with steady hands. Flour dusts the air, catching the light in soft clouds before settling again. She hums as she works, the same wordless melody I’ve heard for as long as I can remember.

I slide onto one of the stools, resting my chin in my hands as I watch her.

“Impatient already?” she teases without turning.

I grin. “Just curious.”

She laughs softly, the sound easy and unguarded. The oven ticks faintly as it warms, and outside the open window the town continues its gentle stirring—voices rising and falling, the distant chime of a bell marking time without urgency.

Everything moves together here.

Nothing feels out of place.

Mama sets a tray aside and turns to face me, brushing flour from her hands. For a moment, she studies me with an expression I can’t quite name—not concern, not worry. Something quieter. Something that lingers just a second too long before smoothing away.

“All right,” she says. “Go wash up. Then you can help.”

I slide off the stool, the worn wood cool beneath my palms as I push away. At the sink, I scrub my hands clean, watching the flour swirl away down the drain. The water runs warm and steady, grounding.

As I dry my hands, I glance at the clock on the wall.

The numbers sit neatly in their places, hands aligned just so. I frown faintly, unsure why I looked at it at all, then shake the thought away. Time feels generous here. Unpressured.

I return to the counter, reaching instinctively for the bowl Mama sets before me. My fingers sink into the dough, cool and yielding, and a quiet satisfaction settles over me as I begin to shape it.

Outside, the porch swing creaks again.

Back and forth.

Back and forth.

And for now, in this warm kitchen filled with cinnamon and light, nothing asks to be questioned.


II

The Fracture


Chapter Two

The Illusion of Falling

Chimera Falls reveals itself gradually, the way a place does when it has nothing to prove.

I step onto the front porch and pause there, the door closing softly behind me with a familiar click. The wood beneath my bare feet is warm from the sun, smooth in some places, rough in others where time has worn away its polish. I curl my toes against it instinctively, grounding myself in the moment before moving forward.

The air smells clean. Not sharp, not sterile—just awake. Fresh-cut grass mingles with the faint sweetness of flowers I can’t see yet. Somewhere nearby, water moves, not loudly enough to draw attention, but persistently enough to be noticed if you listen for it.

The street stretches out before me, narrow and unhurried, lined with houses that seem to lean slightly toward one another, as if sharing quiet conversations across the space between. Each one carries its own personality—paint colors softened by years of sun, shutters hung a little crooked, porches adorned with chairs that look more decorative than necessary but are clearly used.

I descend the steps and turn left, my feet carrying me forward without conscious instruction.

This is not wandering.

This is remembering.

The brick road beneath me is uneven, the stones worn smooth by countless footsteps. I step around a shallow dip I know to avoid, my body anticipating it before my eyes do. The realization doesn’t unsettle me. It feels natural—like knowing where the light switch is in a dark room.

Morning life unfolds around me in quiet layers.

Mrs. Holloway kneels in her garden two houses down, her straw hat tilted low as she coaxes stubborn soil into cooperation. She hums to herself as she works, the tune wavering slightly but never breaking. When she notices me, she looks up and smiles, wiping her hands on her apron.

“Out early today,” she says.

I nod. “Mama needed help.”

She chuckles softly. “She always does.”

There’s no judgment in it. Just fondness.

I continue on, passing the small white fence that marks the edge of her yard. The gate squeaks faintly as it swings in the breeze, a sound so familiar it barely registers. Wind chimes hang from a nearby porch, their notes soft and uneven, catching the air just enough to announce themselves before fading again.

Further down the street, Mr. Finch stands outside his bookstore, polishing the front window with slow, deliberate strokes. His sleeves are rolled up, his tie loosened, his glasses perched low on his nose. The gold lettering above the door gleams faintly in the sun:

Noble Sons Bookstore: Stories Worth Keeping

He looks up as I approach, his mouth lifting at the corners.

“Morning,” he says.

“Morning,” I reply.

He nods once, satisfied, and returns to his work.
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