
The Whispering Well 

 

Chapter One — Hushed Shadows 

Part One — The House 

The Willowbrook house was never loud, but tonight the silence pressed against the walls like a 

heavy quilt, thick and smothering. 

Elara sat cross-legged on the rug, a battered tin of crayons scattered around her in a ragged 

rainbow. Most were worn to nubs, their wrappers curling at the edges, but she had lined them 

carefully by color—reds beside reds, yellows beside yellows, the last of the blues stacked like 

treasure. 

Her curls fell across her cheeks, tangling with the collar of her shirt as she bent low to her page. 

She was eight, small for her age, with a stubborn chin and eyes that never seemed to rest. Those 

restless eyes darted from her drawing to the kitchen doorway, listening even as her hand scraped 

blue across the paper. 

The map on the floor was her secret world: rivers, hills, mountains sketched in fierce lines. A 

place that made sense when her own world felt too heavy. Tonight she wanted to finish the river, 

a bright blue thread to tie it all together. 

But the crayon dragged faintly, leaving a waxy whisper instead of a bold streak. She pressed 

harder. Her hand trembled as though it had caught the hush of the house. 

From the kitchen came Mama’s voice—low, careful, pulled thin as thread through cloth. “It 

came again today,” she murmured. 

Papa’s reply followed, heavy as a stone sinking in water. “I know. I saw it on the table.” 

Elara wasn’t supposed to listen, but she did. The words seeped under the doorway, weighted with 

worry. 

“…the bill—too much again…” 

“…the car—still broken…” 

“…we’ll manage somehow…” 

Her chest tightened. The river blurred before her eyes. She pressed the crayon harder, harder—

until it snapped with a sharp crack that rang too loud in the hush. 



The halves rolled into her palm. She stared at them. Suddenly her map seemed unfinished 

forever—no river, no sky, nothing whole. 

Across the rug, Leo toppled his block tower and squealed with glee at the crash. His laughter 

rang bright, reckless, bouncing against the silence as if it could never be caught by it. 

Leo was only four. His cheeks were round and pink, dimples flashing when he grinned. His 

hair—lighter than Elara’s—flopped across his wide, curious eyes. His striped shirt clashed with 

patched trousers too big for him, but he wore them as proudly as a prince in velvet. Everything 

he did, he did with full abandon: coloring suns the wrong color, singing songs without knowing 

the words, tumbling into the world with clumsy joy. 

Mama peeked in at his laughter. Her braid hung loose now, strands escaping to brush her tired 

face. She smiled for a heartbeat, then the shadows beneath her eyes reclaimed her. She had been 

tall and straight once; now she stooped under invisible weight, though her movements still 

carried a gentleness that softened the air around her. 

Papa didn’t look up at all. He sat at the table, shoulders broad but bent, the newspaper spread 

before him unread. Ink stains clung to his fingers, relics of long hours spent tallying numbers that 

never stretched far enough. He had stood tall once; now his back curved like beams bowing 

under strain. 

Elara curled her fingers around the broken crayon. Its edges bit her palm, a small, sharp reminder 

that even simple things could break when pressed too hard. 

She wished she could mend it. She wished she could mend more than the crayon—Mama’s tired 

eyes, Papa’s bent shoulders, the silence that thickened each night. 

But wishing only deepened the hush. 

 

Part Two — The Town 

Elara could not sit still. The quiet pressed closer, until she thought she might splinter like the 

crayon in her pocket. 

She slipped the halves away and rose on silent feet. Mama’s murmur carried from the kitchen, 

Papa’s voice rumbled back, and Leo clapped at another tumbling tower. No one noticed when 

Elara pulled on her scuffed shoes, tugged the uneven laces tight, and eased the door open. 

Cool night air met her, rushing against her cheeks like water from a spring. She breathed deep, 

sharp and clean, until her lungs ached with it. 

The street stretched hushed and hollow. Houses crouched in weary rows, shutters sagging, paint 

peeling in strips. Once, Fairmeadow had lived brightly. She remembered fiddles in the square, 



bakery windows spilling warm bread-scents, children chalking suns and hopscotch across the 

cobblestones. 

Now the town wore its years heavily. Lamps flickered, weary as tired eyes. Shops closed early, 

their windows dull and blank. Chalk drawings had faded into pale ghosts. 

Fairmeadow carried itself like an old man who had once been strong—coat patched, steps 

slowed, weight too heavy for his shoulders. 

Elara walked quickly, her breath puffing in pale ghosts of its own. She told herself she only 

needed air, only space, but her feet carried her farther: past the swings hanging crooked in the 

empty park, their chains creaking softly, down the cracked path that wound between the trees. 

The deeper she went, the quieter it grew. Even the crickets stilled their song. Branches arched 

overhead, knitting a ceiling of black leaves and silvered gaps. 

The stillness pressed until she could hear her own heartbeat drumming in her ears. 

And then—she heard it. 

A hum. 

Low. Faint. Steady as a held note. Not the wind. Not the trees. Something else. 

Elara froze. Her hand brushed the broken crayon in her pocket, its edges sharp against her palm. 

A shiver rippled through her, though the night had gone utterly still. 

Somewhere ahead, beyond the trees, the sound was waiting. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

The Whispering Well 

Chapter Two — The Hidden Park 

 

Part One — The Well 

The trees thinned, and the path opened into a clearing. 

Moonlight spilled through the branches, painting the grass in silver strokes. At the center stood a 

fountain—or what had once been one. 

It was old. Older than the park. Perhaps older than Fairmeadow itself. Stones leaned together in a 

broken circle, their edges softened by moss, their cracks stitched with creeping vines. Time had 

gnawed at it, crumbling corners and loosening mortar, but still it clung to its shape, stubborn as 

bone. 

The basin held a pool of water black as obsidian. Too still. Too deep. It reflected the moon 

perfectly, though the real sky above was snarled with branches. The pool looked less like water 

than a window—one opening downward instead of upward. 

And it hummed. 

The sound rose from stone and water both, steady and low, as if the earth itself had found a 

voice. Elara felt it more than heard it: a vibration along her ribs, a prickling across her fingertips, 

a pulse that seemed to match her own heartbeat. 

The air thickened. Moss clung damp against the stones, sharp with the scent of iron, like rain 

falling on rust. The grass at her ankles was wet, though no rain had touched the ground. 

Elara crouched at the edge. Her breath fogged the surface, and the water rippled in answer. For 

an instant she thought she saw movement beneath—a pale glimmer drifting slow and deep, like a 

lantern rocking in a cavern. 

The hum shifted. It curved upward, brushing her ear as though the water itself leaned close. 

And then, words—if they could be called words at all. 

Chiiild… 



The syllable stretched, trembling, carrying more ache than sound. It slid into her bones like water 

into cracks, filling every hollow. 

Broken things… The phrase rose low, then fell again, like a tide pulling back. 

Broken things… can be mended. 

Elara’s skin prickled. She clutched her pocket. 

Lost things… The voice throbbed, heavy and soft. 

Lost things… can return. 

Each phrase carried rhythm—pause, echo, return—as if the Well spoke in breaths instead of 

sentences. 

It was not cruel, not sharp. It was coaxing, gentle. Yet threaded through each syllable was sorrow 

older than memory, a lullaby bent out of shape. 

I know the shape of what was whole… 

A toy… a trinket… a hope… 

I can restore them. 

The words drifted in ripples, overlapping, repeating, never quite the same each time. 

Give… and you shall receive. 

Give… and you shall receive. 

The cadence pressed against her chest, steady as a second heartbeat. 

The Well was not only stone and water. It was a listener. A watcher. A patient thing with endless 

hunger. 

 

Part Two — The First Trade 

Her hand moved before she could stop it. She drew out the broken crayon halves, their edges 

sharp against her palm. 

The water stirred. Waiting. 

Her pulse thudded. She should turn away—run back down the path, slam the door of her house, 

bury her head beneath her quilt. But Mama’s tired eyes rose in her mind. Papa’s bent shoulders. 

The silence, heavy as stone. 

Her fingers loosened. The halves slipped, fell, touched the surface—then vanished without a 

sound. 



The pool brightened. Silver ripples bloomed outward, swelling brighter and brighter until she 

had to squint. 

When the water stilled, something floated there. 

A crayon. Whole. Unbroken. 

Elara gasped. She snatched it before it could sink. It was warm in her hand, impossibly dry, its 

point sharp as new. Relief surged through her, fierce and bright—then faltered. 

Something was missing. 

She closed her eyes, reaching for the memory of the day she and Leo had sprawled on the rug, 

bellies pressed flat against the floorboards, crayons scattered like sweets. She saw their lopsided 

sun, half blue, half yellow. She heard their giggles, wild and bright. 

But she could not feel them. 

The laughter no longer curled in her chest. The waxy crayon-smell on the rug was gone. The 

sunlight that had warmed her skin that day was cold, unreachable. 

It was like remembering the outline of a hug without the hug itself. 

Her throat tightened. She pressed the crayon into her palm until it bit, as if holding it hard 

enough might stitch the memory back together. 

It didn’t. 

The emptiness sat inside her, sharp and strange, as though the Well had scooped something out 

and left only the hollow shape behind. 

She shoved the crayon into her pocket and scrambled to her feet. She would not think about it 

now. She could not. 

Behind her, the water stilled. 

The hum softened, curling back into the dark. 

One gift… for one wish. 

The Well was patient. 

The Well was certain. 

The Well was waiting. 

 


