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    For my grandmother—I wrote this for you.

Thank you for the lessons, the laughter, and the quiet moments that shaped me.Your love lives on in every word, every page, and every story I tell.

— Klous

      

    



  	
        
            
            "What we inherit is more than blood and bone—it is memory, mystery, and the quiet strength of those who came before."— Unknown
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​Chapter 1: Whispers in the Frame
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Nicola visits his grandmother Lilly’s old home after her passing. While looking through photos, he’s drawn to one in particular—a portrait where she looks strikingly different. He notices a French name scribbled faintly on the back. A spark is lit.

The air in Lilly’s house still smelled faintly of lavender and old books.

Nicola stood in the middle of her sitting room, where the light filtered through lace curtains, turning everything gold. Dust hung in the air like tiny memories, refusing to settle. The house had been quiet for weeks, ever since the funeral. But today, it felt alive. Like it was waiting.

He knelt beside an old cedar trunk, its brass hinges dulled with age. Inside were layers of photographs, brittle documents, and scraps of handwritten notes in curling script. Some he recognized—Lilly and her sisters at a wedding, his grandfather holding up a fishing trophy—but one photo made him pause.

It was a portrait of Lilly, maybe in her early twenties. She wore a pale blouse and a quiet smile, her gaze soft but distant. But something about her face—lighter, almost unfamiliar—caught him off guard. It was her eyes. They looked like they were searching for something... or someone.

He flipped the photo over.

Written in faded ink: "Pour mon cœur, Pierre."

For my heart, Pierre.

Nicola blinked. He’d never heard that name mentioned in his family before. Pierre? French?

He studied the handwriting. It wasn’t Lilly’s.

He glanced up at the walls of the room—framed photographs of family members long gone, lining the walls like silent witnesses. He felt a strange stirring in his chest, like the beginning of a whisper. A secret beginning to rise.

Lilly had always said, “Some stories don’t tell themselves. You have to listen harder.”

Today, Nicola was listening.
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​Chapter 2: The Story She Never Told

[image: ]




Nicola recalls conversations with Lilly about her childhood, full of gaps and vague references. He remembers her telling him: “Some roots run so deep, you can’t dig them up alone.” He begins digging.

Nicola carried the photo over to the writing desk near the window. The wood creaked beneath his elbows as he leaned in, setting the photograph down like it was fragile glass. He opened the drawer where Lilly kept her “important things”—old letters, church bulletins, birthday cards she could never throw away.

Near the bottom, he found a folded sheet of parchment paper tied with faded ribbon. He untied it slowly. It was a letter. The handwriting was unfamiliar—looping, ornate—and written entirely in French.

He couldn’t read it, not fully, but one name stood out, circled in smudged graphite: Pedro.

Nicola's heart thudded. Pedro was a name he had heard before, once or twice, in a story Lilly told when he was a boy—something about a quiet man with long hair and hands that worked the land like it was sacred.

He remembered asking once, “Was he family?”

Lilly smiled, then looked away. “He was more than family,” she’d said. “He was the reason we’re still here.”

Nicola swallowed hard and stared back at the photo.

Something was waiting for him in these walls. In the cracks between memories. And this—Pierre, Pedro—was only the beginning.

As Nicola stood there, he remembered a time when he was a child on his grandparents’ farm. It was summer, thick with heat and cicada hums, and he’d been out in the pasture playing with his cousins. They raced through the tall grass, their laughter bouncing off the old barn walls, before disappearing into the wooded area that wrapped around the edge of the property like a secret.

Nicola had wandered a little too far, drawn by curiosity and the thrill of being just out of sight.

He wore his usual overalls—slightly too big, but he insisted on wearing them to be like his grandfather. He’d stumbled through brambles and moss-covered roots until he came to a quiet grove, a place he didn’t remember seeing before. There, etched into the bark of a wide, ancient oak, was a marking.

It wasn’t fresh, but it hadn’t faded with time either. The lines were carved deep and deliberate—some sort of symbol, maybe letters, maybe not. He couldn’t make sense of it. But when his small hand reached out and touched the grooves—

The world shifted.

For a split second, everything around him went still. The sound of birds faded. The sunlight dimmed. And he felt... somewhere else.

Not scared, exactly. Just disoriented. Like he’d blinked and stepped through time. He remembered seeing flickers of another landscape—a house not yet built, a man standing near a well, and a voice whispering a name: Pedro.

And then it was gone.

He’d run back to the pasture, breathless, brushing it off as a wild daydream. But now, standing in his grandmother’s room with the photo and the letter in hand, he realized it hadn’t been a dream at all.

It was a memory.
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​Chapter 3: Hidden in Plain Sight
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He searches public archives and genealogy websites. A match pops up: Pedro, listed as a great-great-grandfather. He cross-references land records and sees the name Pierre listed in an old Revolutionary War pension archive.

Nicola decided to leave the house. He needed air, space to think, and more than anything, he needed clarity. Clutching the photograph and the letter, he locked the door behind him and headed home, the weight of questions pressing heavier with each step.

The sky had shifted to a deep blue by the time he pulled into his driveway. Inside, the quiet hum of the refrigerator was the only sign of life. He dropped his keys on the counter, tossed the letter and photo on the coffee table, and collapsed onto the couch.
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