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A Mythic Story of Reincarnation,

Ruins and Remembering Romance

from Tokyo to Bengal
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⋯✦✦✦⋯



The Mirror That Waited
A mythic love story where time fractures, memory bleeds, and forgetting may be the only way to save the world.


⋯✦✦✦⋯


Told in Three Acts
ACT I: The Whispering Mirror
Chapters 1-4
ACT II: When Memory Bends
Chapters 5-10
ACT III: To Remember or to Fade
Chapters 11-16


⋯✦✦✦⋯




When Tokyo art student Anya Amano loses her phone beneath a subway train, she assumes it's gone forever. But days later, it rings, from a century ago.

On the other end is Hiro Mukhopadhyay, a boy living in 1920s Bengal who knows things no stranger should: her name, her drawings, and a mantra whispered only by her late grandmother. Their voices begin to echo across eras, bound by a cracked bronze mirror and a god who remembers everything... and forgets nothing.

As mirrors shimmer in places they shouldn’t exist and temples rise on modern streets, Anya and Hiro uncover a forgotten truth: they are reincarnated echoes of ancient guardians who once shattered a god to protect the world from the dangers of perfect memory.

But memory is a living force. And it wants to be made whole again.

To restore the broken mirror may mean losing everything they’ve become. To resist may mean forgetting each other forever.


Blending Indian and Japanese mythology with poetic storytelling and time-slip romance, The Mirror That Waited is a haunting, luminous novel about memory, choice, and the love that lives between lifetimes.



Myth Index


A reference guide to the cultural, spiritual, and narrative elements in The Mirror That Waited, blending real-world mythology with fictional lore.


⋯✦✦✦⋯

Kangisha

A fictional deity, inspired by “Ganesha” or Vinayaka, the Indian god of good fortune, beginnings, remover of obstacles, memory, and wisdom. “Kangisha” is a linguistically adapted name that reflects how Ganesha is sometimes rendered in East Asian traditions, particularly Japanese Buddhism, where he is known as Kangiten (歓喜天) and Binayaka.

In the novel, Kangisha is the God of Remembrance, a divine being who holds the weight of every memory ever lived. Too full to bear it all, he is split in half: one part sealed within a sacred mirror, the other scattered across time.

Fox-child

A dreamlike emissary of Kangisha, often appearing as a young girl with fox ears and white fur. Inspired by the kitsune spirits in Japanese folklore, magical foxes who serve as messengers of the gods. She guides Anya and Hiro through mirrors, dreams, and the blurred edges of time.


The Mirror


A sacred bronze relic etched with lotus and flame motifs, created to hold half of Kangisha’s essence. It is inspired by mirrors used in both Hindu rituals and Shinto ceremonies, especially the Yata no Kagami, one of Japan's Three Imperial Regalia. In this story, the mirror serves as both a prison and a vessel for remembering what time has tried to erase.


The Memory Pact

A ritual made between two ancient families, one in India, one in Japan, to keep the god Kangisha divided. This fictional pact draws on traditions of family vows, oral mantras, and sutras, used to bind spirits or protect knowledge across generations.

Sundarananda Sutra


A fictional mantra used to split divine essence. The name combines Sundara (beautiful) and Ananda (bliss), Sanskrit words associated with spiritual enlightenment. This imaginary sutra symbolises sacrifice in pursuit of peace.



Reincarnation & Echoes

Central to the story’s theme. Inspired by the Buddhist and Hindu concepts of rebirth and karma, reincarnation here is treated not as a clean slate, but as a continuation of emotion and memory. Anya and Hiro are echoes of past lives that failed to reunite.

The Lotus

A recurring image symbolising memory, spiritual awakening, and time. In both Indian and Japanese iconography, the lotus is sacred, rising from mud to bloom. In the novel, it often appears during visions, in Hiro’s dreamspace, and mirror engravings.

Raga

A melodic framework in Indian classical music. Hiro often recalls a raga his mother played, which serves as an emotional thread between lifetimes. The raga, unnamed, becomes a memory signal, especially meaningful in the final chapters.


Temporal Glitching / Smoke Rituals

While not myth-based, these narrative devices mirror the fog between worlds often found in Buddhist dream-visions, Shinto spirit worlds, and Upanishadic tales of non-linear time. Smoke is used in the novel to represent fractured memory and transcendence.

✦ ✦ ✦

A symbol used throughout the novel to mark moments when time, memory, or spirit shift across unseen thresholds. It appears during transitions where the story echoes when past meets present, or when something ancient stirs. The symbol represents a ripple in the mirror of reality, a pause not just in action, but in the continuity of knowing.

“Memory does not move in straight lines.


It flares, flickers, and returns like starlight crossing a dark sea.“




⋯✦✦✦⋯ 

Prologue: The Split God

Part 1: The Fracture of Memory

(Prelogue)

⋯✦✦✦⋯


In an age before calendars, before names hardened into stone or stories inked themselves onto scrolls, there lived a god who could not forget.
Kangisha: the Keeper of Remembrance.


He was not a god of war, nor wind, nor love. Kangisha was the watcher at the edge of memory, the weaver of echoes. Worshipped in ancient Bengal, whispered of in Himalayan monasteries, he bore the weight of all things that had ever happened. Every birth cry, every betrayal, every footstep across snow or desert, he remembered them all.


His eyes, it was said, glowed like twin moons always open, always burdened.
He never slept.



People came to him not for knowledge, but for mercy.
Not to remember, but to forget.



Mothers who had lost children.
Lovers abandoned in war.
Kings with bloodied hands.
They knelt before his image and prayed not for healing, but erasure.


And Kangisha, who loved mortals too deeply, accepted it all.


With every sorrow he took, his spirit grew heavier.
His voice slowed.
His feet cracked the earth.
Until one day, he began to break.


✦ ✦ ✦

In a temple swallowed by vines at the edge of the Sundarbans, a monk stood before the god.

He had no name, having erased it with his vow. Ash sigils marked his skin, ancient rites of silence and soul-cleansing.

He had watched Kangisha weep not with tears, but with the splintering of spirit. The air around the god shimmered like hot stone. Time faltered near him. Flowers wilted in reverse. Candles burned cold.

The monk knelt.


“You hold too much,” he said, voice barely breath.
“They have asked it of me,” Kangisha spoke like thunder behind mist.
“Then let me carry half.”
“Then you must break me.”



So the monk began the forbidden rite, the Sundarananda Sutra, the Severing of the Eternal.


A ritual spoken of only in fragments: part mantra, part memory, part unmaking. No drumbeat accompanied it, only silence. The silence of minds made blank.

Around him, seven sacred candles burned their wax poured from cursed temples, their wicks spun from the hair of truth-speakers. The incense of myrrh and burnt banyan leaves thickened the air.


The monk drew a lotus with his blood.
And whispered the first line:



“From one, becomes two-
From burden comes balance.”



Kangisha stepped into the circle and bent, not from pain, but offering.
As the final words rang, a rift shimmered in the air.
And the god split.


✦ ✦ ✦


One half of Kangisha was sealed inside a mirror, a bronze disk etched with lotus petals, flames, and an unblinking eye. Its edge shimmered with inscriptions no living script could replicate.
The mirror was not polished.
It was alive.
It pulsed with every forgotten scream, every fading lullaby.


The other half, formless memory, dissolved into the earth. It soaked into rivers. Nested inside trees. Whispered through animal breath. Clung to dreams.


The monk carried the mirror into the temple’s deepest chamber.
Seven locked doors stood before him, each opened by a different prayer.
No one but he knew all seven.


He placed the mirror upon an obsidian pedestal and knelt one final time.


Before he left, he set a stone fox beside it, eyes narrowed, tail curled.
In local lore, the fox remembers what even gods forget.



The monk locked the doors.
And when he stepped outside, he faded from time not by death, but by choice.
He became the temple’s first ghost.


✦ ✦ ✦

Centuries passed.

The jungle swallowed the paths. The temple’s name slid from tongues. Maps lost their outline.

Travellers who neared the ruins reported headaches. Dreams of voices they’d never heard. Some left offerings without knowing why. Others turned back, unable to explain the dread in their bones.

A fox was sometimes seen, golden-eyed, watching from the undergrowth.


The mirror remained untouched.
The god forgot.
But memory does not die.
It waits.


✦ ✦ ✦

“Have you seen this place before?”


Somewhere in the future, a girl stirs in her sleep.
She dreams of gold-leaf skies... and a mirror that hums like a heartbeat.
She dreams of a name she doesn’t yet know.



And far below the earth,
The mirror warms again.


⋯✦✦✦⋯


Part 2: The Girl Who Dreamed in Echoes

(Prelogue)

⋯✦✦✦⋯

A thousand years later.

Tokyo glowed with a thousand neon hearts, each pulse echoed in a different life. In the quiet ward of Setagaya, at the edge of a narrow street lined with persimmon trees and silent shrines, lived a girl who often dreamed of places she had never seen.

Her name was Anya Amano.

Sixteen. Sketchbook always within reach. Haunted eyes. She had been called “odd,” “quiet,” and “gifted” in equal measure. Teachers praised her intuition. Classmates dismissed her as dreamy. She didn’t mind. She had always known she remembered things that didn’t belong to her.

In her dreams, there were temples with gold-leaf roofs and banyan trees whose bark held the shapes of faces. Her drawings were filled with foxes, mirrors, and a boy she never fully saw-just the back of him, always walking away.

She lived with her grandmother, a stern but affectionate woman whose room smelled of sandalwood, camphor, and stories.

Above them, behind a wooden trapdoor in the attic, rested a dusty storage box. Inside that box, wrapped in a silk cloth the colour of dried rose petals, was a mirror.

She didn’t know it yet.

But sometimes, on windless nights, the mirror pulsed. The silk rustled without reason. And faintly-barely audible, it whispered in a voice older than Japan:

“Close now…”

✦ ✦ ✦

It began on an otherwise ordinary Thursday.

Anya was rushing to school, sketchbook half-tucked in her bag, headphones tangled around her wrist. The subway platform was crowded. She felt the usual city rhythm: the squeal of brakes, the push of bodies, the blink of smartphones.

Then her phone buzzed. A message? No. Just a glitchy flash.

It slipped from her fingers.

But it didn’t hit the ground.

She looked down.

Nothing.

No bounce. No screen crack. No phone.

Just empty concrete.

People brushed past, unaware.

Confused, she crouched, searched with her hands.

Gone.

✦ ✦ ✦


That night, she couldn’t sleep. The drop replayed in her mind on a loop. But what unsettled her more was the feeling, not that she had lost something, but that someone had taken it.


Then, sometime past midnight, the landline rang.

No caller ID.

No sound, at first.

Then a boy’s voice, faint, crackling with static and age:

“You dropped it. But I caught it.”

Her skin chilled.

“Who is this?” she asked, voice barely audible.

“You don’t know me. Not yet. But I remember you.”

The line cut.

She stared at the receiver, heart racing. Her sketchbook lay open on the floor.

On the page, a charcoal drawing she didn’t remember making.

A boy in robes. Barefoot. Holding a mirror.

She didn’t sleep that night.

✦ ✦ ✦

Across the world and under the earth, in a temple no longer marked on maps, the mirror stirred. Its surface shimmered like water in moonlight. A shape flickered in the glass, a face, blurry but watching.

The fox-child sitting beside it opened golden eyes and yawned.


“She’s hearing again,” it murmured.


Then it turned its gaze toward Bengal, where the boy waited.

✦ ✦ ✦

His name was Hiro.

He lived in a small village on the Ganges’ fading edge, but the year wasn’t now. It was 1922. The monsoons had just ended, and the air still smelled of wet earth and mango bark.

Hiro had always heard voices, memories that weren’t his, futures that hadn’t happened. The elders called him cursed, but a local scholar took him in.

The scholar’s clay-walled study was filled with palm-leaf manuscripts, and it was there Hiro first saw her name written in Sanskrit, a name that didn’t exist in his world.

He had been hearing her dreams for weeks.

When she dropped her phone, he saw it fall from the sky, not as glass and metal, but as a glowing shard of memory.

He caught it.

He carved her name into a mango leaf, burned it in ritual, and whispered:

“Come back.”

Now, he waited by a broken shrine, sketching images of a girl with a fox at her feet.

✦ ✦ ✦

Back in Tokyo, Anya returned from school to find her grandmother gone.

Something called her upstairs.

The attic door, usually sealed, hung slightly open.

She climbed.

Dust tickled her nose. Old trunks. Lanterns. Scrolls. And in the far corner, a box tied in crimson thread.

Inside, she found it.

The mirror.

Smaller than she expected. Bronze. Circular. Etched in lotus and fire.

As her fingers touched it, she heard wind and flute, distant and strange.

And she whispered, without meaning to:

“Have we met?”

✦ ✦ ✦

That night, her dreams burned vividly.

She stood in a temple of stone and moss. The mirror glowed before her. The fox-child lay curled beside it, tail flicking lazily.

She knelt.

The boy was there again, still not clear, but closer.

He looked up.


“I found your name,” he said, smiling.


“Mine?”

He nodded.

“I’ve remembered it for a hundred years.”

✦ ✦ ✦

And across the forest of time, memory shifted.

The god stirred.

The split self began to reform.

And the world held its breath.

⋯✦✦✦⋯

ACT I: The Whispering Mirror

Chapter 1: Falling Glass

Part 1: The Window Between Worlds

(Chapter 1)

⋯✦✦✦⋯

In an age before calendars, before names hardened into stone or stories inked themselves onto scrolls, there lived a god who could not forget.

Kangisha: the Keeper of Remembrance.

He was not a god of war, nor wind, nor love. Kangisha was the watcher at the edge of memory, the weaver of echoes. Worshipped in ancient Bengal, whispered of in Himalayan monasteries, he bore the weight of all things that had ever happened. Every birth cry, every betrayal, every footstep across snow or desert, he remembered them all.

His eyes, it was said, glowed like twin moons, always open, always burdened. He never slept.

People came to him not for knowledge, but for mercy. Not to remember, but to forget.

Mothers who had lost children. Lovers abandoned in war. Kings with bloodied hands. They knelt before his image and prayed not for healing, but erasure.

And Kangisha, who loved mortals too deeply, accepted it all.


With every sorrow he took, his spirit grew heavier.
His voice slowed.
His feet cracked the earth.


Until one day, he began to break.

✦ ✦ ✦

In a temple swallowed by vines at the edge of the Sundarbans, a monk stood before the god.

He had no name, having erased it with his vow. Ash sigils marked his skin, ancient rites of silence and soul-cleansing.

He had watched Kangisha weep not with tears, but with the splintering of spirit. The air around the god shimmered like hot stone. Time faltered near him. Flowers wilted in reverse. Candles burned cold.

The monk knelt.

“You hold too much,” he said, voice barely breath.


Kangisha spoke like thunder behind mist.
“They have asked it of me.”


“Then let me carry half.”


The god lowered his head.
“Then you must break me.”



So the monk began the forbidden rite, the Sundarananda Sutra, the Severing of the Eternal. A ritual spoken of only in fragments: part mantra, part memory, part unmaking. No drumbeat accompanied it, only silence. The silence of minds made blank.


Around him, seven sacred candles burned, their wax poured from cursed temples, their wicks spun from the hair of truth-speakers. The incense of myrrh and burnt banyan leaves thickened the air.

The monk drew a lotus with his own blood.


And whispered the first line:
“From one, becomes two-
From burden comes balance.”


Kangisha stepped into the circle and bent, not from pain, but offering.


As the final words rang, a rift shimmered in the air.
And the god split.


✦ ✦ ✦

One half of Kangisha was sealed inside a mirror, a bronze disk etched with lotus petals, flames, and an unblinking eye. Its edge shimmered with inscriptions no living script could replicate.

The mirror was not polished. It was alive. It pulsed with every forgotten scream, every fading lullaby.

The other half, formless memory, dissolved into the earth. It soaked into rivers. Nested inside trees. Whispered through animal breath. Clung to dreams.

The monk carried the mirror into the temple’s deepest chamber. Seven locked doors stood before him, each opened by a different prayer. No one but he knew all seven.

He placed the mirror upon an obsidian pedestal. And knelt one final time.

Before he left, he set a stone fox beside it, eyes narrowed, tail curled. In local lore, the fox remembers what even gods forget.


The monk locked the doors.
And when he stepped outside, he faded from time not by death, but by choice.


He became the temple’s first ghost.

✦ ✦ ✦

Centuries passed.

The jungle swallowed the paths. The temple’s name slid from tongues. Maps lost their outline.

Travellers who neared the ruins reported headaches. Dreams of voices they’d never heard. Some left offerings without knowing why. Others turned back, unable to explain the dread in their bones.

A fox was sometimes seen, golden-eyed, watching from the undergrowth.


The mirror remained untouched.
The god forgot.



But memory does not die.
It waits.


✦ ✦ ✦

“Have you seen this place before?”

Somewhere in the future, a girl stirs in her sleep.


She dreams of gold-leaf skies… and a mirror that hums like a heartbeat.
She dreams of a name she doesn’t yet know.


And far below the earth, the mirror warms again.

⋯✦✦✦⋯


Part 2: The Attic Breathes

(Chapter 1)

⋯✦✦✦⋯

Anya barely slept.

The charcoal image burned behind her eyelids. Every time she drifted off, she heard that boy’s voice again, not a threat, not even a whisper really, but something familiar.

She got up before dawn. The sky over Setagaya was still inked in early grey, and the house was too quiet, like it knew something she didn’t. Her grandmother’s old room remained closed, the shoji door slightly ajar. No one had lived in there since she passed two winters ago, but Anya sometimes swore she still smelled sandalwood and cloves when she walked past.

Her steps took her to the attic trapdoor.

It was hidden in the hallway ceiling above the old calendar clock, a square wooden panel with a rusted iron ring. Her grandmother had always said it was “off-limits,” but never told her why.

Now, something urged her up.

She fetched the folding stool from the kitchen. The iron ring was cold to the touch. She pulled.

The hatch creaked open, groaning like it hadn’t been disturbed in years. A soft gust of dust and incense-smoke memory spilled out.

Anya blinked up into the darkness.

✦ ✦ ✦

The attic smelled like burnt wood and forgotten stories.

A single bare bulb hung from the beam. She pulled its chain.

Light flickered to life, trembling like a flame about to go out. Old suitcases lined the far wall. A shrine doll with one eye stared at her from a broken shelf. Tapestries, scrolls, and old kimonos lay folded in cedar chests.

Anya stepped forward carefully.

She wasn’t sure what she was looking for, only that she would know it when she saw it.

In the far corner, something was glowing faintly through layers of folded silk.

She knelt.

A box wrapped in faded red cloth sat tucked beneath a stack of lacquered trays. Its edges were sharp, too modern to be truly ancient, but too old to belong to anything she remembered.

Her fingers trembled as she unwrapped the cloth.

It was a mirror.

Bronze. Circular. Maybe ten inches across. Etched in delicate relief with flames around the edge, and at the bottom a single lotus flower in bloom.

It was cold. Colder than anything should have been after sitting wrapped in fabric.

She turned it gently.

No reflection.

The surface wasn’t glass, but a strange dark metal, not quite a mirror, not quite a void. Her breath fogged it faintly, and for an instant, she thought she saw something shimmer across its surface, like the glint of water disturbed by sound.

Her heart beat faster.

“Why are you up there?”

The voice startled her.

She whirled.

It was her grandmother’s voice. But faint. Thin as incense smoke. Distant.

“Some things are buried because they remember. The mirror is not broken, it’s waiting.”

Anya’s chest tightened. She stood quickly, mirror still in hand. Her eyes scanned the attic.

Nothing.

Silence.

But she had heard it. Clear as day.

She cradled the mirror and made her way back down, her foot slipping slightly on the ladder rung. When she reached the floor, the hallway was still empty.

✦ ✦ ✦

She returned to her room and set the mirror down on her desk.

The sun was rising now, golden light bleeding through the blinds.

It struck the mirror’s surface, and it pulsed.

Once.

Like a heartbeat.

Then again.

This time, the surface shimmered, and a ripple moved across it, slow and circular, like a pebble dropped in a pond.

Anya leaned closer.

There, faintly, was a face. Not her own.

A boy.

Dark hair. Serious eyes. Wearing something like ceremonial robes. His mouth moved, but she couldn’t hear anything. He raised one hand, and so did she, unintentionally.

Their fingers nearly touched the glass from opposite sides.

And then, gone.

The mirror went still again.

She gasped and fell backwards, breath caught in her throat.

✦ ✦ ✦

Suddenly, a sound.

From outside her window.

She rushed to look.

Nothing.

But when she turned back to the mirror, something sat beside it.

A fox.

Small. Delicate. Golden eyes.

Not in the mirror. On her desk.

But before she could react, it blinked, slowly, and vanished like smoke in the wind.

Only a single white hair remained on the surface of the desk.

✦ ✦ ✦

Downstairs, the wind chimes rang sharply. Once. Then twice. Then fell silent.

Anya stared at the mirror, heart racing.

This isn’t a dream.

She picked up her sketchbook and opened it to the drawing of the fox.

The background had changed.

Now there was a shrine behind it, and in the sky above, faint and delicate, a fractured moon.

✦ ✦ ✦

Far away, across time and the ocean, Hiro sat before a small clay fire.

His mentor had left for morning meditation, and he was alone in the old shrine courtyard.

He pulled out a worn palm-leaf manuscript.

He had written her name in it last night, just before the phone fell into his world.

He hadn’t meant to catch it; he only reached out because he felt her. The moment stretched like silk, her voice brushing against his breath, her memory older than the fire between them.

He stared into the flames now and whispered:

“Anya.”

And across the mirror, she heard it.

⋯✦✦✦⋯


Part 3: Through the Ashes

(Chapter 1)

⋯✦✦✦⋯

That night, Anya dreamt in fragments.


Not like ordinary dreams, these weren’t shaped by school stress or half-remembered YouTube videos. These were places.


A banyan tree split down the middle.

A staircase carved from salt rock, descending forever.


A woman crying into a mirror that reflected someone else’s face.



And always, just beyond reach, the boy. Hiro.


He stood barefoot in shallow water. His eyes weren’t watching her, but waiting. He was saying something she couldn’t hear, but his lips moved like a song she had known once and forgotten.

When she woke, her sketchbook was on her chest.


The last page had something new: a river, wide and full of silt. A boy walking through it. His footprints left behind not ripples, but glyphs.


And in the corner, scribbled small in her own handwriting:

“He remembers me before I was born.”

✦ ✦ ✦

The school that day felt unreal.


Anya couldn’t focus. The lights flickered twice during the first period. Her teacher’s voice warped slightly, as if filtered through water. And when she looked up from her notes, the chalkboard was blank, though everyone else was copying something.


Mira nudged her during break.

“Are you okay? You look... haunted.”

Anya blinked. “I didn’t sleep.”

“That obvious?”


Mira leaned back, chewing her strawberry gum. “I mean, you’re always spacey. But today you’ve got that about to get isekai’d look.”


Anya forced a smile. “I think I already was.”

She said it as a joke, but deep down she felt it might be true.

✦ ✦ ✦

At lunch, she went to the rooftop alone.


Her phone was still gone. But something strange had happened to her old phone case, the soft plastic one she kept in her bag as backup. Overnight, it had warped slightly, as if scorched. The inside now had a faint fingerprint mark, as if someone had pressed against it from the inside.


She slid the case out of her bag and stared at it.

A shimmer. Just a flicker-like light bouncing off water.

And in the air above it, faintly, like an aurora curled inside out, her reflection, and someone else’s.

She gripped her bag and closed her eyes.

✦ ✦ ✦


Across time, in 1922 Bengal, Hiro was writing.


He didn’t know the word for what he was doing, not exactly calligraphy, not ritual. His mentor had called it “echo writing.”

He dipped his brush into blackened ash. Not ink.


This was what they used when a name needed to last beyond time.


He wrote:

Anya Amano

The moment he finished, the palm leaf curled slightly at the edges, catching flame without burning. The ashes swirled into the wind.


And across the world, in modern Tokyo, Anya’s sketchbook trembled.


✦ ✦ ✦

Back in her bedroom, Anya watched the sketchbook open on its own.

The page flipped to a blank sheet.

A single line began to form.

Not by her hand.


By someone else’s.


Brushstrokes. Black. Fluid. Ancient.

A word emerged, not Japanese, not Bengali. But she understood it.

“Closer.”

The mirror pulsed again.

The lotus in its frame glowed softly, once, then twice.

This time, Anya didn’t look away.

She placed her palm against the mirror’s surface.

The ripple was instant.

Like water moving backward.

✦ ✦ ✦


And suddenly, for just a few heartbeats, she wasn’t in her room anymore.



She was standing under a banyan tree. Monsoon rain fell around her. A temple stood in ruins to her left. And in the middle of the stone steps, Hiro.


He turned.

His eyes widened.

“You’re here.”

Anya opened her mouth. No sound came. She was weightless, barely there.

But she smiled.

He took a step toward her.

Their fingers nearly touched again.


Then a loud CRACK like a mirror shattering in her ears.


And she was back.

✦ ✦ ✦

She gasped.

On her desk, the mirror lay tilted slightly, warm to the touch.

And in the space around her?

Ash.

Tiny streaks of it.

She touched her sketchbook, and the page was blank again. But her fingertips left black prints, as if dusted in soot.

✦ ✦ ✦

That evening, she sat under the kotatsu, too rattled to eat. The TV played some idol drama in the background, but she didn’t hear a word of it.

She took the mirror to the table.

Whispered to it.

“Who are you?”

The mirror didn’t answer.


But for the first time, it reflected something, not the room, not her.


It showed a fox curled beneath an archway of stone.

Its tail lifted slightly. Its eyes opened.


And it spoke, not in words but in memory.


A feeling hit her chest like a drumbeat:

“Do not awaken what sleeps beyond forgetting.”

✦ ✦ ✦

In the corner of the room, the air twisted.

She turned.

A figure stood in the shadow, faint, translucent.


It was her grandmother.


Only for a second.


She smiled. Not kindly, but urgently.


Then mouthed something:

“Do not let the mirror complete.”

And vanished.

⋯✦✦✦⋯


Part 4: When Mirrors Speak

(Chapter 1)

⋯✦✦✦⋯

That night, Anya lit no lamps.

She let her room fall into darkness, save for the faint glow from the window and the pulsing breath of the mirror on her desk. It wasn’t consistent, more like a heartbeat learning how to be one again. Slow. Hesitant. Alive.

She sat cross-legged before it, her sketchbook beside her, untouched.

She didn’t want to draw anymore. She wanted to understand.


“You’re not just a thing,” she whispered.
“You’re watching. Aren’t you?”


The mirror didn’t respond.

Not with words, at least.

Instead, its surface shimmered, this time not like water, but like silk shifting in candlelight. She leaned forward, half-expecting her own reflection.

But she saw Hiro again.

Clearly, fully.

He sat cross-legged as well, on the other side of the mirror. They were no longer glimpsing; they were mirroring each other.

His robes were loose and ink-stained. He looked tired. His gaze met hers with startled softness.

“It’s real,” he said aloud.


His voice was no longer a whisper, no longer warped by distance.
She could hear him.


“Who are you?” she asked, barely breathing.

He tilted his head. “My name is Hiro. I think I used to know you.”

Anya blinked. “That’s not possible.”

Hiro reached behind him, lifting something from the firelight, a manuscript page, old and fragile.

He held it to the mirror.


It was her name.
Written in Bengali script, repeated like a mantra. Anya Amano.



Then beneath it: a symbol.
A mirror.


Her mouth went dry. “Where… are you?”

“Bengal. Nabadwip. The year is 1922.”

Anya’s breath caught. “That’s not possible.”

He gave a sad smile. “Then how are you here?”

The silence between them stretched.

She reached out again. So did he.


Their fingertips aligned on opposite sides.
And the mirror rippled.


✦ ✦ ✦

A chime echoed from somewhere behind her.


Not from the house.
From inside the mirror.


Anya jerked back slightly, heart pounding.

And then a new figure entered the reflection.

At first, it looked like a child. Small frame. Soft movements.

But its head tilted inhumanly. Its body shimmered faintly at the edges, as if not fully part of this world. Pale fur lined its limbs, and its tail, nine-tailed, like the old Japanese legends, curled around its feet like a curtain.

A fox-child.

It stepped between Hiro and Anya in the mirror.
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