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“Lydia! Get packing! It’s time to move! “My mother yelled from downstairs.  “Yes 

mother!” I responded loudly. Today was the big day, moving to 333 Hollow Lane. The house 

was Victorian style, tucked away from civilization on a misty hill. My mother always preferred it 

that way, the quiet soothed her frequent migraines. I wasn’t too fond of moving every once in a 

while, I miss all my friends. Having to make new ones was always unbelievably difficult for me.  

 

 I got into our family van, all beat up and loaded with cardboard boxes too heavy to 

handle. I asked my mom how long it’ll take till we get there, she responded “In a couple hours 

sweetheart! I know it’s a little far, but it’ll be worth it” she tried to reassure me. I’ve always 

gotten nervous when moving, so many aspects come to mind. “What school will I go to? Will the 

house look nice?” My mother saw me overthinking it all, and started the engine. We were on our 

way to 333 Hollow Lane. I couldn’t contain my nervousness and excitement. 

 

 When we got there, I stared out the car window. It was so – foggy. I could barely see the 

house under the haze. I cautiously walked to the creaky porch with my mother, carrying heavy 

boxes. It took us days to finish unpacking, but once we finally did a sense of relief set in. I 

sprawled on the bed and looked up at the ceiling. The familiar creaks of the Victorian house 

echoed around me. The room was dimly lit, the only light coming from the street lamp outside 

that cast eerie shadows across the walls. I stared at the old, floral wallpaper, feeling a mix of 

comfort and unease. The house had a charm, but it was also filled with whispers of the past. 
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I eventually got tired of looking at the floral wallpaper, and closed my eyes. Just as I 

began to drift off to sleep, a soft thud resonated from the hallway. At first, I thought it was 

nothing. I fell back asleep.  I woke up yet again to a soft muttering in the hall. My heart raced as 

I sat up, straining to listen. Was it just the house settling, or something more? I told myself it was 

probably my mother, but deep down, I felt a chill run down my spine. 

 

As I sat up in bed, the soft muttering grew louder, vibrating through the floorboards 

beneath my feet. My heart pounded in my chest, a steady drumbeat against the eerie stillness of 

the night. I knew I should stay under the covers, but curiosity gnawed at me like a persistent itch. 

I couldn’t ignore the feeling that something was beckoning me. 

 

I swung my legs over the side of the bed, the coolness of the wooden floor sending 

shivers up my spine. I hesitated for a moment, debating whether to investigate or retreat back to 

the safety of my pillow. The muttering continued, a low, almost melodic sound, drawing me 

toward it like a moth to a flame. 

 

Creeping out of my room, I made my way down the dimly lit hallway. The walls were 

adorned with old photographs—black-and-white images of stern-looking people whose gazes 

seemed to follow me. I felt a chill, as if the house itself was alive and watching. The floor 

creaked under my weight, each step amplifying my anxiety. 
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As I approached the source of the noise, I saw a faint light spilling from a room at the end 

of the corridor. It was the same room I had seen before, the one with the antique mirror. The door 

stood slightly ajar, and the muttering was clearer now, almost as if someone was pleading for 

help. I took a deep breath, steeling my nerves before pushing the door open. 

 

The room was as I had left it, filled with dust-covered furniture and the ominous mirror in 

the center. The light flickered, casting dancing shadows across the walls. My eyes were drawn to 

the mirror, and I stepped closer, my reflection staring back at me. But then I noticed something 

strange—a faint outline of a figure was visible in the glass, its features indistinct but 

unmistakably there. 

 

“Help me…” the voice whispered again, echoing through the room. It sent chills down 

my spine, but I couldn’t look away from the mirror. The figure seemed desperate, its form 

shifting as if it were struggling to break free from the glass. 

 

“Who are you?” I asked, my voice trembling. 

 

The figure’s mouth moved in response, but the words were muffled, lost in the ether 

between us. I felt a surge of determination. “I want to help you! What do you need?” 

 

The figure pointed towards a small, dusty chest in the corner of the room. Heart racing, I 

approached the chest, its wood varnish was cracked. As I knelt before it, I felt a strange energy 

surrounding me, as if the house itself was holding its breath in anticipation. 
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With trembling fingers, I opened the chest. Inside laid a collection of old letters, their 

edges yellowed with age. I carefully unfolded one, the handwriting elegant yet shaky. It spoke of 

love and loss, of a woman named Eliza who had lived in this house many years ago. Her words 

were filled with longing, a tale of a love that had been torn apart by tragedy. 

 

As I read through the letters, I pieced together Eliza’s story—a story of a forbidden 

romance and a betrayal that had led to her untimely demise. The last letter was different; it was a 

frantic plea, written in a hurried scrawl. “If you find this, please remember me. Find the locket, 

and you will understand.” 

 

I looked back at the mirror, but the figure was gone. I felt a sense of urgency wash over 

me. Eliza’s spirit was trapped within these walls, and I had to discover the truth to set her free.  

 

I spent the next few days exploring the house, searching for any clues about the locket. I 

rummaged through every drawer and cabinet, uncovering fragments of the past—a dusty diary, 

faded photographs, and remnants of a life once lived. Each discovery brought me closer to Eliza, 

but the locket remained elusive. 

 

One afternoon, while cleaning out the attic, I stumbled upon an old trunk hidden beneath 

a pile of blankets that lost their softness. My heart raced as I pried it open, revealing a trove of 

forgotten treasures. Among them was a delicate silver locket, intricately designed with swirling 

patterns. My hands shook as I picked it up, the metal cool against my skin. 
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I opened the locket, and inside was a small, faded portrait of a young couple—Eliza and 

her love, a handsome man with kind eyes. Their smiles radiated joy, a stark contrast to the 

sorrow I had uncovered in her letters. As I gazed at the image, I felt a connection to Eliza, as if 

she were standing beside me. With the locket in hand, I returned to the mirror. I took a deep 

breath and spoke, “Eliza, I found your locket. I want to help you.” 

 

The mirror shimmered, and slowly, the figure materialized before me once more. This 

time, she looked clearer, her features more defined. “Thank you,” she whispered, her voice filled 

with gratitude. “You’ve found my heart.” 

 

“What happened to you?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. 

 

“I was betrayed by those I had loved so dearly,” she replied, a shadow of melancholy 

clouding her already dark features. “My spirit has been trapped here, unable to move on. The 

locket holds the key to my freedom. It carries the love I lost.” 

 

“Is there a way for you to be released?” I stated, feeling the weight of her sorrow. 

 

“To release me, you must return the locket to the place where it was given to me. The old 

oak tree in the garden. It was there that my love and I vowed to be together forever. But beware, 

Lydia; darkness lurks in the shadows of this house.” 
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A chill ran through me at her warning, but I nodded with determination. “I’ll do it. I 

promise.”  

 

As the crescent moon rose high in the night sky, casting an ethereal glow over the house, 

I ventured outside toward the garden. The air was thick with fog, wrapping around me like a 

cloak as I searched for the ancient oak tree. Its massive trunk loomed ahead, the branches gnarled 

and twisted against the night sky. I approached it slowly, feeling a strange energy pulsating from 

its roots. 

 

I closed my eyes, recalling the love Eliza had once felt. The wind blew against me gently, 

almost as if it was caressing my skin, and I felt a warmth envelop me. The air shimmered, and I 

turned to see a soft light rising from the ground. The figure of Eliza and her loved one appeared 

before me, radiant and free. I watched as they danced to imaginary jazz music. I was watching 

someone’s memories winding, like on a cassette. I smiled happily as tears ran down my cheeks. 

 

The couple eventually faded away, and I felt a sense of calm wash over me. The weight 

of the house’s sorrow lifted, replaced by a soothing stillness. Yet, as I turned to head back to the 

house, I caught sight of something glimmering in the underbrush—a small, ornate key. I picked 

it up, its surface cool and intricately designed.  

 

“What is this?” I wondered aloud, feeling a strange connection to it. Just then, a soft 

voice echoed through the trees, sending a shiver down my spine. “The key unlocks the truth, but 

beware it may lead to more than you expect.” 
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Not surprised any longer, I glanced around, but no one was there. My heart raced as I 

examined the key more closely. The key was made of iron that rusted over the entire key. It was 

unpleasant to the touch.  

 

Returning to the house, I tried to brush the rust off with a brush with hard bristles. After a 

few minutes, most of the rust was washed off. There were words once lost, engraved in the key. 

“Eliza’s bygone”. I felt a mix of trepidation and confusion. The mystery was far from over. I 

decided to explore the house once more, searching for a lock that matched the key.  

 

I began with the basement, rummaging through boxes filled with forgotten belongings. 

As I sifted through old clothes and dust-laden trinkets, I noticed a small door tucked away behind 

a stack of old crates. It was almost hidden, as if it didn’t want to be found. My pulse quickened.  

 

Could this be it? I approached the door, and there, nestled into the wood, was a small 

keyhole that looked like it could fit the key perfectly. With shaking hands, I inserted the key and 

turned it. The lock clicked, and the door creaked open, revealing a narrow staircase descending 

into darkness. 

 

Gathering my courage, I stepped inside, the air growing colder as I descended. I reached 

the bottom and found myself in an ill-lit room filled with cobwebs and dust. As my eyes adjusted 

to the darkness, I noticed something on the far wall—a faded mural depicting a scene that made 
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my heart race: Eliza and her love, standing beneath the oak tree, surrounded by swirling 

shadows. 

 

In the center of the mural was a figure cloaked in darkness, its face obscured. I stepped 

closer, drawn to the image. Beneath the mural, I noticed an inscription: “The heart of the past 

binds the soul; only the brave can make it whole.” I scratched my head in confusion. “What 

could this possibly mean?”  I wondered curiously. 

 

Suddenly, I felt a cold draft sweep through the room, and the shadows from the mural 

seemed to shift and swirl. A voice echoed in my mind, “You have awakened what was long 

forgotten. The choice is now yours, Lydia.” I gasped loudly. 

 

My heart raced, panic starting to set in. “What choice?!” I shouted into the darkness, but 

only the silence answered. I began to realize the harsh truth, I need to finish what I started. 

 

I glanced back at the mural, my mind racing with endless thoughts. Eliza’s love had been 

lost, and now, it felt like I was standing at the crossroads of destiny. I could either free Eliza 

completely and erase the shadows of her past or delve deeper into the mystery that surrounded 

her story. 

 

Determined to uncover the truth, I reached out to touch the mural, tracing the outline of 

Eliza and her love. As my fingers grazed the surface, the shadows began to ripple, and I felt a 



Beyond Oblivion                  1111111111111111111111111    9 

221111111111111111111111122 

surge of energy coursing through me. The room trembled, and the dark figure in the mural began 

to take shape, its features slowly becoming visible. 

 

“Who are you?” I demanded, my voice steady despite the fear gnawing at my insides. 

 

The figure stepped forward, revealing a face that was both familiar and terrifying. “I am 

the keeper of secrets,” it hissed, its voice a chilling whisper. “You have awakened me, and now 

you must decide.” 

 

“What do you mean I need to decide?” I yelled, my voice trembling with fear. 

 

“The locket you returned was only a fragment of Eliza’s past. There are far more secrets 

hidden within this house, secrets that can either bind you to the darkness, or set you free.” The 

voice of the creature echoed within the stone cold walls. 

 

I began feeling the weight of its words pressing down on me. “What do I have to do?” 

“Why did I do this?” 

 

“Unravel the truth of her betrayal, and you will unlock the power to either release her 

spirit completely or let the shadows consume you both.” 
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The room darkened as the figure retreated into the shadows, leaving me alone with the 

weight of it’s seriousness. I had a choice to make—one that would determine not just Eliza’s 

fate, but my own as well. 

 

With a newfound determination, I turned back to the mural, my mind racing with 

questions. What had Eliza done to deserve such a fate? Who had betrayed her? I could feel the 

threads of the mystery pulling me deeper, and I knew that I couldn’t turn back now. 

 

As I retraced my steps back to the main part of the house, I felt the shadows lurking, 

whispering secrets of the past. The air was thick with history, and I was now a part of it. I would 

uncover the truth, no matter how dark it became. 

 

With the key still clutched tightly in my hand, I ventured forth, ready to face whatever 

mysteries awaited me in the depths of 333 Hollow Lane. The house was alive with secrets, and I 

was determined to unravel them all, even if it meant confronting the darkness that had long been 

buried within its walls. 

 


