



Taylor Morgan TM

Whispers over blackmoor ridge









                    
                    
UUID: d8be632a-0dac-42e9-9765-04d60a250c6a

This ebook was created with StreetLib Write

https://writeapp.io








    
    Table of contents


	
Whispers Over Blackmoor Ridge



	
Taylor Morgan TM



	
Chapters



	
Chapter 1 – The Manor at the Edge of the Ridge



	
Chapter 5 – The Girl Who Waited



	
Chapter 10 – A Promise Never Kept






landmarks


	
Title page



	
Table of contents



	
Book start






        
            
                
                
                    
                    
                        Whispers Over Blackmoor Ridge
                    

                    
                    
                

                
                
                    
                    
                    



 















 








                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                    
                        Taylor Morgan TM
                    

                    
                    
                

                
                
                    
                    
                    



 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 








                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                    
                        Chapters
                    

                    
                    
                

                
                
                    
                    
                    

 









  

    
The
    Manor at the Edge of the Ridge
    


    
  










  

    
A
    Door Left Unlocked
    


    
  










  

    
The
    Echoes in the Hall
    


    
  










  

    
A
    Name Spoken in Anger
    


    
  










  

    
The
    Girl Who Waited
    


    
  










  

    
Letters
    Buried in Dust
    


    
  










  

    
The
    Weight of Silence
    


    
  










  

    
Shadows
    Beneath the Floorboards
    


    
  










  

    
When
    the Wind Carries Secrets
    


    
  










  

    
A
    Promise Never Kept
    


    
  










  

    
The
    Night the Ridge Cried Out
    


    
  










  

    
Scars
    That Refuse to Fade
    


    
  










  

    
Love
    Turned to Ash
    


    
  










  

    
The
    Ghosts We Create
    


    
  










  

    
Whispers
    Over Blackmoor Ridge
  





 










 










 
















                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                    
                        Chapter 1 – The Manor at the Edge of the Ridge
                    

                    
                    
                

                
                
                    
                    
                    

 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 







  
The
  road to Blackmoor Ridge narrowed as the evening light began to
  fade,
  stretching into a ribbon of cracked stone that seemed to resist
  every
  step forward. Elias Rowan slowed his pace, not because of
  fatigue,
  but because something in the air felt heavy, as if the land
  itself
  was watching him approach. The wind moved low through the tall
  grass,
  whispering against his boots, and for a moment, he wondered if he
  had
  misjudged the silence of the place. Silence, he learned, was
  never
  truly empty.




  
He
  had been traveling for days, following directions that grew less
  certain with every mile. The final signpost he passed leaned at
  an
  angle, its letters worn smooth by decades of storms. Ravenholt
  Manor
  lay ahead, perched alone at the edge of the ridge, where the land
  fell away into dark, unseen valleys. Few people still lived this
  far
  from the nearest town. Fewer still welcomed visitors.




  
Elias
  had not come seeking comfort. He had come seeking quiet.




  
After
  the collapse of his last commission, the city had become
  unbearable.
  The noise, the faces, the expectations—all of it pressed against
  him until even his own thoughts felt crowded. When the letter
  arrived, written in careful, unfamiliar handwriting, it had felt
  like
  an invitation from another life. The owner of Ravenholt Manor was
  offering him temporary lodging in exchange for restoring a small
  collection of old documents. It was honest work, solitary, and
  far
  from the demands of the world he wished to leave behind.




  
As
  the manor came into view, Elias stopped.




  
The
  building stood against the sky like a memory that refused to
  fade.
  Stone walls darkened by age rose unevenly, shaped by years of
  wind
  and rain. Several windows glowed faintly, their light trembling
  as if
  unsure whether to remain. The roof dipped in places, and ivy
  clung to
  the walls with stubborn devotion, as though the house itself
  might
  drift away if not held in place.




  
A
  strange sense of familiarity settled over him, though he had
  never
  been here before.




  
The
  gate creaked open when he pushed it, the sound sharp in the open
  air.
  The path leading to the door was lined with stone markers,
  half-buried and crooked, like forgotten guardians. Elias counted
  his
  steps without meaning to, a habit formed in quieter moments of
  unease. By the time he reached the door, the wind had risen,
  tugging
  at his coat as if urging him to reconsider.




  
He
  lifted his hand and knocked.




  
No
  answer came.




  
After
  a moment, he knocked again, firmer this time. The sound echoed
  faintly inside the manor, swallowed by distance. Just as he began
  to
  wonder if the letter had been a mistake, the door opened a narrow
  distance.




  
A
  woman stood in the doorway, her face pale in the low light. She
  appeared older than he had expected, though her eyes were sharp
  and
  steady. Dark hair, streaked with silver, was pulled back tightly
  from
  her face. She studied him without speaking, her gaze measuring
  not
  only his presence, but his purpose.



“

  
You
  must be Elias Rowan,” she said at last.



“

  
Yes,”
  he replied. “I wrote ahead. About the documents.”




  
She
  nodded once. “I am Mara Holloway. You are later than
  expected.”



“

  
The
  road was difficult to follow,” Elias said, offering a faint,
  apologetic smile. “The signs—”



“

  
They
  are meant to confuse,” she interrupted gently, then stepped
  aside.
  “Come in. The weather does not forgive hesitation.”




  
Inside,
  the air was warmer but carried the scent of old wood and dust.
  The
  entry hall opened into a wide space where shadows gathered in the
  corners. A staircase rose along the far wall, its banister
  smoothed
  by countless hands. Several portraits hung crookedly above a
  narrow
  table, their faces dim beneath layers of age. Elias felt their
  eyes
  on him, though he could not quite make out their
  expressions.




  
Mara
  closed the door behind him. The sound settled like a final
  decision.



“

  
You
  will find Ravenholt to be… quiet,” she said, leading him forward.
  “Some find the silence unsettling. Others find it honest.”



“

  
I
  prefer honest silence,” Elias replied.




  
Her
  lips curved into something that might have been a smile.




  
They
  walked through a long corridor lined with doors, most of them
  closed.
  The floorboards creaked beneath their steps, not in complaint,
  but in
  acknowledgment, as though the house were marking their passage.
  At
  the end of the corridor, Mara stopped before a door slightly
  ajar.



“

  
This
  room will be yours,” she said. “You will find what you need here.
  The documents are kept in the east wing. I will show you in the
  morning.”




  
Elias
  stepped inside. The room was modest but clean. A narrow bed stood
  against one wall, a small desk near the window. The window looked
  out
  over the ridge, where darkness had begun to pool in the valleys
  below. A single lamp rested on the desk, its light warm and
  steady.



“

  
This
  is more than enough,” Elias said quietly. “Thank you.”




  
Mara
  lingered in the doorway. For a moment, it seemed as though she
  wanted
  to say something more. Instead, she inclined her head.



“

  
There
  are places in this house that hold old echoes,” she said. “If you
  hear things at night—voices, footsteps—do not be alarmed. The
  manor remembers more than it should.”




  
Elias
  met her gaze. “Do the memories belong to the living or the
  dead?”



“

  
Sometimes,”
  she replied, “there is no difference.”




  
She
  closed the door behind her, leaving him alone with the soft hum
  of
  the wind against the glass.




  
Elias
  set his bag down and crossed the room, resting his hand briefly
  against the windowpane. The ridge stretched endlessly beneath the
  darkening sky, vast and indifferent. Yet within the manor’s
  walls,
  he sensed a different kind of presence—one shaped by years of
  love,
  regret, and stories left unfinished.




  
He
  had come to Ravenholt seeking quiet.




  
What
  he found, he suspected, was not silence at all—but the beginning
  of
  a conversation with the past.
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The
  morning after Elias first spoke Liora’s name aloud, the manor
  seemed to breathe more quietly.




  
The
  echoes in the halls softened, their restless murmurs retreating
  into
  distant corners. Even the wind beyond the windows moved with less
  urgency, brushing against the stone walls with a gentleness that
  felt
  almost deliberate. Elias noticed the change as soon as he stepped
  into the corridor. The air no longer pressed so heavily against
  his
  chest. Instead, it carried a fragile stillness, as though the
  house
  were listening in return.




  
He
  made his way to the east wing in silence, his footsteps slow and
  careful. The memory of the room he had entered the night before
  lingered in his thoughts—the scattered flowers, the mirror
  clouded
  with age, the name shaped by sorrow. He did not know Liora, yet
  he
  felt as though he had crossed into something deeply personal. The
  sense of intrusion unsettled him, even as curiosity continued to
  stir
  beneath the surface of his restraint.




  
The
  workroom awaited him, unchanged. Pale light filtered through the
  tall
  windows, settling over the tables and the fragile documents laid
  out
  in careful order. Elias resumed his work, but his focus wavered.
  Each
  page he handled felt heavier than before, as though the stories
  pressed into the paper were aware of his growing attention to the
  manor’s hidden past.




  
By
  midday, the stillness grew too quiet.




  
Elias
  set his tools aside and stepped into the corridor, drawn by a
  feeling
  he could not name. The echoes did not return, but the air carried
  a
  subtle pull, guiding him toward the western wing—a part of the
  manor he had not yet explored. The corridor narrowed as he
  walked,
  its walls closing in slightly, the light dimming with each
  step.




  
At
  the end of the hall stood a small window, its glass thick with
  dust.
  Beneath it rested a narrow bench, worn smooth by time. Elias
  paused
  beside it, the view beyond the window catching his attention. The
  ridge stretched outward in rolling waves of dark grass, the land
  rising and falling beneath the pale sky. In the distance, a lone
  figure stood motionless near the edge of the slope.




  
Elias
  blinked.




  
The
  figure was slight, its shape barely distinct against the vastness
  of
  the landscape. A pale dress stirred in the wind, the fabric
  moving
  with a softness that did not belong to the harsh terrain. The
  figure
  did not move, even as the wind tugged at her form. She stood as
  though waiting for something that refused to arrive.




  
Elias
  felt a sudden tightening in his chest.




  
He
  opened the window.




  
Cold
  air rushed into the corridor, carrying with it the scent of grass
  and
  distant rain. The figure remained unmoving. Elias leaned forward,
  his
  gaze fixed on her.



“

  
Are
  you real?” he whispered, though he did not know whether he meant
  the question for himself or for the silent presence beyond the
  glass.




  
The
  figure turned.




  
Though
  the distance blurred her features, Elias felt the unmistakable
  awareness of being seen. The figure lifted one hand slowly, not
  in
  greeting, but in something closer to acknowledgment. The gesture
  carried no warmth, only a quiet recognition, as though they
  shared an
  understanding neither could name.




  
Then,
  as the wind shifted, the figure faded into the moving grass, her
  shape dissolving into the land until nothing remained but the
  empty
  ridge.




  
Elias
  stepped back from the window, his breath unsteady.




  
He
  did not tell himself that he had imagined it. The encounter had
  carried too much weight, too much presence, to dismiss so easily.
  He
  closed the window and rested his forehead briefly against the
  cool
  glass, grounding himself in the sensation of something solid and
  real.




  
Footsteps
  approached behind him.



“

  
You
  saw her,” Mara said softly.




  
Elias
  turned. “The girl on the ridge?”




  
Mara
  nodded. “She appears to some. Not often.”



“

  
Who
  is she?” he asked.




  
Mara
  considered her answer. “She is the memory of waiting.”



“

  
That
  isn’t a name,” Elias said gently.



“

  
No,”
  Mara agreed. “It is what remains when a name is worn away by
  time.”




  
Elias
  glanced back toward the ridge. “She looked as though she had been
  standing there for a long time.”



“

  
She
  has,” Mara replied. “Waiting is not an act that ends simply
  because hope grows tired.”




  
They
  stood in silence, the wind brushing faintly against the
  windowpane.



“

  
Did
  she wait for the man Liora loved?” Elias asked.




  
Mara’s
  gaze shifted toward the ridge, her expression distant. “Sometimes
  love is divided by choice. Sometimes by fear. The ones who remain
  behind learn how to wait, even when there is nothing left to wait
  for.”




  
The
  words settled heavily between them. Elias felt a quiet ache form
  beneath his ribs, a resonance he did not expect. He had known
  waiting
  in his own way—waiting for approval that never came, for
  belonging
  that always seemed just out of reach. The girl on the ridge had
  felt
  painfully familiar in her stillness.




  
As
  the day waned, Elias returned to his work, though his thoughts
  remained with the silent figure beyond the window. The documents
  before him spoke of lives shaped by promises made and broken, of
  departures that left echoes behind. Each page felt like another
  variation of the same story—people leaving, others remaining, all
  of them bound by what they could not let go.




  
That
  evening, as the shadows deepened and the manor grew quiet once
  more,
  Elias stood at his window, gazing out at the ridge. The land lay
  empty, the grass moving gently beneath the darkening sky. No
  figure
  stood waiting now.




  
Yet
  the feeling of her presence lingered.




  
As
  Elias turned away, he understood that waiting was not merely an
  act
  of patience.




  
It
  was a form of devotion that could shape a life—even in the
  absence
  of hope.
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The
  promise revealed itself not through words, but through
  absence.




  
Elias
  Rowan discovered this as he stood alone in the east wing, the
  light
  of late afternoon fading into long, thin shadows across the
  worktables. The documents he had restored lay neatly arranged,
  their
  fragile edges smoothed, their ink preserved. Yet something
  essential
  felt missing, as though the collection itself carried a hollow
  where
  a vital piece should have been.




  
He
  noticed the gap in a row of bound journals.




  
The
  space between two volumes was too precise to be accidental. The
  dust
  on the shelf was disturbed there, marked by the faint outline of
  a
  book that had once rested in that place. Elias traced the shape
  with
  his eyes, a quiet unease settling into him. The manor had shown
  him
  many forms of loss, but this absence felt deliberate.




  
He
  turned to the ledger in his hands and examined the final page he
  had
  restored. The handwriting shifted abruptly near the end, growing
  uneven, the lines pressed harder into the paper as though the
  writer’s hand had trembled. The final entry ended
  mid-sentence.




  

    
I
    will return before the winter takes—
  




  
The
  sentence broke off there.




  
Elias
  closed the ledger slowly.




  
The
  promise lay in the unfinished words.




  
He
  left the workroom and followed the familiar pull through the
  corridors, his steps guided by the sense that the absence he had
  felt
  was not confined to a single shelf. The manor’s silence felt
  taut,
  stretched thin by the weight of something left undone. The echoes
  had
  not returned, yet the air itself carried a faint tension, as
  though
  holding its breath.




  
He
  found Mara in the central hall, standing near the base of the
  staircase.



“

  
There’s
  a book missing,” Elias said quietly. “From the east wing.”




  
Mara’s
  expression did not change, but something in her gaze tightened.
  “Not
  missing,” she replied. “Removed.”



“

  
By
  whom?” Elias asked.



“

  
By
  the one who made the promise,” Mara said.




  
Elias
  felt the words settle into him with slow gravity. “The promise to
  return.”




  
Mara
  nodded. “He wrote that he would come back before the winter. He
  left with certainty in his voice and doubt in his eyes. Winter
  came.
  He did not.”



“

  
What
  happened to him?” Elias asked.



“

  
No
  one knows,” Mara replied. “Some believed he found a life
  elsewhere and chose not to return. Others believed the ridge took
  him
  in the storm that followed his departure. The truth lies
  somewhere
  between what people could bear to believe and what they needed to
  survive.”




  
Elias
  glanced up the staircase. “And the book?”



“

  
The
  one who waited removed it,” Mara said softly. “She could not bear
  to see his words remain when his presence did not.”




  
Elias
  thought of the girl on the ridge, standing still against the
  wind.
  The connection felt unmistakable now.



“

  
She
  waited for him,” Elias said.



“

  
For
  as long as hope allowed,” Mara replied. “Then she waited because
  waiting had become her only remaining language.”




  
They
  walked together toward the western wing, their steps slow and
  measured. The air grew cooler as they moved deeper into the
  quieter
  part of the manor. Mara stopped before a door Elias had not yet
  opened, its surface marked by faint scratches that traced no
  clear
  pattern.



“

  
This
  was her room,” Mara said. “After he left.”




  
The
  door opened with a soft sigh.




  
The
  room beyond was small, its furnishings simple and carefully
  arranged.
  A narrow chair stood beside the window, positioned to face the
  ridge.
  The seat bore the subtle wear of long use, its cushion shaped by
  years of stillness. The air in the room carried a faint scent of
  dried grass, as though the outside had been invited in and never
  quite left.




  
Elias
  stepped forward, drawn to the chair.



“

  
She
  sat here,” he said.



“

  
Yes,”
  Mara replied. “She watched the ridge change with the seasons. She
  believed that if she remained still enough, the world might
  return
  what it had taken.”




  
Elias
  felt a quiet ache form beneath his ribs. “And the
  promise?”



“

  
The
  promise lived longer than the man who made it,” Mara said. “It
  became something she carried within her, even when she no longer
  believed in his return.”




  
Elias
  looked out the window. The ridge lay empty beneath the dimming
  sky,
  the land shifting slowly as the light faded. The wind brushed
  faintly
  against the glass, carrying with it the memory of
  movement.



“

  
Promises
  are heavy,” Elias said. “Especially when they are not
  kept.”




  
Mara
  nodded. “They shape the lives of those who believe in
  them.”




  
Elias
  turned back to the room. The stillness here felt different from
  the
  silence of forgetting. This was a silence shaped by
  expectation—by
  the weight of a future imagined and then denied. The chair by the
  window seemed to hold the impression of a presence, as though the
  waiting had left its imprint upon the space itself.



“

  
Why
  did the manor keep this room?” Elias asked.



“

  
Because
  waiting leaves a mark,” Mara replied. “The manor does not erase
  what has shaped its walls. It only allows time to soften the
  edges.”




  
They
  stood together in the quiet, the promise that had never been kept
  lingering in the space between them.




  
As
  Elias turned to leave the room, he felt the weight of the
  unfinished
  sentence press gently against his thoughts. He understood now
  that
  promises did not vanish when they were broken.




  
They
  remained—shaping memory, shaping longing, shaping the quiet
  choices
  people made when hope slowly learned how to endure
  disappointment.



 






 






 






 






 






 








                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    






