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​Age-Mark of the Soul


​About the Author 

[image: ]




In a world that often rushes past the quiet stories, SankulaHub stands as a place where heartfelt narratives are nurtured with care. With every novel, we invite readers to pause, reflect, and feel. Our stories are not about the noise—but about the whispers that linger, the emotions that mark the soul with time.

At SankulaHub, we believe that love has no age, grief has no timeline, and healing often comes disguised as an unexpected reunion. Each book is carefully written with emotional depth, real characters, and storylines that echo the silent battles and brave choices of everyday hearts.

Whether you're curled up on a rainy afternoon or chasing a moment of calm between life’s chaos, we promise to deliver a reading experience that feels personal—almost as if it were written just for you.

This story, Age-Mark of the Soul, is one such journey. Thank you for holding space for it in your heart.
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​Cast Snapshot: Meet the Characters
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Get to know the hearts behind the story—each carrying their own quiet strength, silent regrets, and unspoken longings. These are the souls whose journeys intertwine as time gently leaves its mark.


●  Elira Wynn – A widowed literature professor in her late forties, known for her grace, solitude, and the stories she hides behind her soft voice.



●  Jonas Daeven – A restoration architect returning from Europe, carrying blueprints of forgotten places—and memories he never quite left behind.



●  Sylvie Wynn – Elira’s 22-year-old daughter, fiercely independent, but unknowingly still reaching for her mother’s unhealed love.



●  Alec Rowan – A charming historian and Jonas’s closest friend, who finds himself drawn to the fragile silences between people more than their words.



●  Mira Cantrell – Elira’s best friend and bookstore owner, who sees love in every broken spine and believes every soul has a sequel.



●  Professor Leonard Cross – A retired mentor to both Elira and Jonas, now confined to his lakeside home, holding pieces of their past they’ve tried to forget.
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Introduction Scene: The Lake House Window
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The scent of old pages drifted through the open window, stirred gently by the late-autumn wind. Elira sat at her writing desk, the kind with hidden drawers and antique brass knobs, tracing the rim of her tea cup without sipping. Outside, Lake Merrow moved like breath—slow, steady, tired. The way grief often feels after ten years.

She didn’t mark anniversaries anymore, not outwardly. But her bones knew. Her fingers moved slower these days. Her voice, already soft, often vanished into quiet hums or small nods. And her eyes—those distant, thoughtful eyes—seemed more like mirrors than windows now.

A faded photograph rested just inside the top drawer, tucked beneath an envelope she hadn’t opened in years. She never needed to read the words again. Some losses are so deeply engraved, the ink is etched into the skin beneath memory.

But that morning felt different. Not sharp, not tragic—just... hollow, like something was waiting to be filled.

The town of Brindlehaven had remained mostly unchanged in the two decades she had called it home. Bookstores still smelled of cinnamon and sunlit wood. The docks creaked like they always had. And the local library still left the porch light on, even when it rained.

Yet the world beyond was shifting. Her daughter Sylvie was packing boxes for a new job in the city, ready to leave without asking if Elira wanted her to stay. Mira was gently nudging her toward things like online dating, new hobbies, art classes—as if grief could be outgrown like a winter coat.

And then came the letter. One pale envelope, stamped from Amsterdam, signed by a name she hadn’t spoken aloud in over twenty years: Jonas Daeven.

She read it twice, then folded it neatly and placed it back into the drawer without a sound. But inside, something had cracked—no, not cracked, opened. As if the years had merely been paper wrapped around a story that was never truly finished.

Outside, a single leaf tumbled toward the lake like a note let go from a trembling hand. And inside that moment, Elira realized she still remembered the sound of his laugh. The way he called her “Ellie” only when he was trying not to say more.

Love doesn’t fade. It hides.

And sometimes, it returns—marked with time, but still unfinished.
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​Chapter 1: The Unsent Letter
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Elira stood in the hallway, holding a letter she hadn’t meant to write.

It was still unsealed, edges creased from the way her fingers kept folding and unfolding the page. The ink had smudged slightly near the bottom where her hand had trembled—though she would never admit it. She had always been careful with her words, and even more careful with what she gave away.

The morning light was soft, filtering through the lace curtains that hadn’t been changed in years. Dust moved like memory in the air, catching briefly on her breath. Somewhere outside, the postman’s bicycle bell rang twice, the same way it had since Sylvie was ten.

Elira didn’t move.

The letter was meant for Jonas. Or maybe not. It didn’t have his name at the top, not yet. But the story it told—about the years she’d lived without him, the daughter he never knew, the books she wrote but never published, and the space in her home where music used to live—every line was a thread woven back to him.
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