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​The Suitcase with a Soul
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Ellie had never liked her grandmother’s attic.

It was full of things. Dusty lace curtains that smelled like sleep, cracked teacups from parties no one remembered, and boxes that whispered when no one was listening. But one drizzly Tuesday afternoon in early spring, her mum sent her up there to find a winter scarf, and Ellie, who was twelve and considered herself far too old for ghost stories, obeyed with only a quiet grumble.

She didn’t find the scarf.

What she did find was a suitcase.

Not the plastic kind you see at airports, this one was brown leather, scuffed at the edges, with brass buckles that gleamed faintly in the attic gloom. A faded railway tag dangled from the handle, still marked with an ink-smudged name: A. Merrow.

She brushed off the top. The suitcase gave a tiny shiver.

Ellie blinked. Suitcases don’t shiver, she thought. And then,


“Oh, hello. It’s been rather a long time.”



Ellie nearly dropped it. She stared. Had the suitcase just spoken?


“Are you... are you real?” Ellie whispered.

“As real as you need me to be,” the suitcase replied in a quiet, papery voice. “And you, you’ve got the look of someone ready for a journey.”



That’s how it began.

That evening, Ellie snuck the suitcase down the attic stairs and into her bedroom, wrapping it in an old towel like a secret. When the lights were off and the house was quiet, the suitcase spoke again. This time, it told her a story.

A. Merrow had been a poet.

Not a famous one. Not the kind you study in school. But a gentle, wandering soul who scribbled words on napkins and train tickets and passed them out like small gifts to strangers. The suitcase had been his companion, his one constant, through rainy cities, quiet villages, and sunburnt hills.


“I held his notebooks, his ink, his socks with holes,” the suitcase sighed. “But more than that, I held his dreams.”



And now?


“Now,” the suitcase said, “I’d like one last journey. There are poems left unfinished. Lines that were dropped. Pieces of the past that never found their way home.”



Ellie sat up in bed. “You mean you want me to go?”


“I can’t do it alone.”



So Ellie packed.

Not much. Just her sketchpad, her green wool sweater, and a handful of biscuits. She tucked her grandmother’s address in her shoe and left a note on the fridge: Gone on a trip. Back soon. Probably. Then she clicked the suitcase shut, and it hummed like a sleepy cat.

The next morning, Ellie stepped out of her front door, and into a different sort of world.

The train station wasn’t quite the one she remembered. There were clock faces without hands and birds nesting on the roof of the ticket machine. But the platform felt warm, like the kind of place you trust without knowing why.

The suitcase led the way.

First to a grey town by the sea, where the waves recited rhymes. Ellie scribbled them down on the back of an old shopping list. “One of his poems ended here,” the suitcase murmured. “He lost it in a storm.”

Then to a library in a forest, where the books grew leaves, and a woman in a cloak handed her a yellowed page with only one sentence: “I meant to say more.”
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