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Introduction

June Howard had always believed that art could change a person'’s fate, but she never
imagined her own life would be upended by a single act of creation. Growing up in the
shadows of strained family ties and silent resentments, June poured her emotions onto
canvas, searching for meaning amid the chaos both inside and around her. The
bustling city felt as distant as her childhood memories—a place of endless motion but
vacant warmth. June’s studio, cluttered with unfinished sketches and half-painted
dreams, was both her sanctuary and her cage.

She had come to accept solitude as her constant companion, drawing comfort from
the subtle textures of oil and ink. Yet, the ache of unresolved loss lingered: her
father’s abrupt departure, her mother’s quiet sorrow, and, above all, a grandmother
she had never truly known. The stories whispered about her grandmother’s
eccentricities were little more than faded echoes—strange superstitions, curious
artifacts, and a legacy no one seemed to understand. That is, until the day a
weathered crate arrived at June’s door, bearing the name of the woman she had tried
so desperately to forget.

Inside, nestled among layers of faded cloth, was an antique loom: intricate, impossibly
delicate, and adorned with cryptic inscriptions whose origins June could not identify.
Something about the loom’s craftsmanship seemed otherworldly, calling to a part of
her soul that she hadn’t known existed. As she ran her fingers over the twisted wood,
an inexplicable shiver rose up her spine. Alongside the loom, a single, yellowed note
from her grandmother offered only a tantalizing warning—“Weave carefully. Every
thread counts.”

In the days that followed, June’s world began to unravel. Nightmares bled into waking
hours, unusual visitors crossed her path, and her hands—once steady from years of
practice—found themselves compelled by forces she could not comprehend. It was as
if each new pattern she wove bridged her reality with that of another, a place haunting
and beautiful, where time curled and cracked like old paint. The city around her
remained unchanged, yet June sensed the delicate ripple of something momentous in
the air.

And then came Ethan—a stranger whose gaze held secrets and whose presence
twisted June’s very notions of fate and possibility. Their encounters, at once
improbable and inevitable, hinted at bonds far older than either of them could
remember. As June became enmeshed in the loom’s mysterious power and the
realities it connected, she was forced to question everything she believed about love,
family, and the consequences of every choice she made. In that tangled weave, June
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would either find her redemption or risk losing both worlds forever.
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CHAPTER ONE: The Loom Arrives

The morning June received the loom began like any other, which is to say, with a
stubborn resistance to the sun. Her studio apartment, perched on the third floor of a
pre-war building in a quiet, tree-lined Brooklyn street, rarely saw direct light until mid-
afternoon. This suited June just fine. She thrived in the diffused, gentle glow that
filtered through her smudged windows, ideal for the delicate brushstrokes of her
botanical illustrations. Today, however, a persistent buzzing from her phone shattered
the tranquility. It was the building superintendent, Mr. Henderson, whose voice, always
a gravelly rumble, seemed particularly agitated.

“Miss Howard, there’s a crate down here. Bigger than a small car, near enough. Says
it’s for you. Won't fit in the elevator.”

June groaned, pushing aside a half-finished watercolor of a foxglove. “A crate, Mr.
Henderson? From where?” Her deliveries usually consisted of art supplies - tubes of
paint, rolls of canvas, a new set of brushes. Nothing that would necessitate a small
army to move.

“Says ‘Estate of Eleanor Vance’ on the shipping label,” he grumbled. “And it's heavy.
Real heavy. You planning on building a bridge in there?”

The name Eleanor Vance struck June like a sudden, cold draft. Her grandmother. The
one whose memory was a carefully avoided subject in her family, a specter whispered
about in hushed tones, usually followed by a quick change of topic. June had met her
only once, a fleeting, almost dreamlike encounter when she was five, a visit to a
sprawling, ancient house filled with strange, shimmering tapestries and the scent of
dust and lavender. She remembered a woman with eyes that seemed to hold entire
galaxies, and a laugh like wind chimes. And then, nothing. Her father had simply
stopped speaking of her, and her mother had never started.

“I'll be right down,” June said, her voice a little breathless. She pulled on a paint-
splattered sweatshirt, her mind racing. What could her estranged grandmother
possibly have sent her? Eleanor Vance had passed away years ago, a fact June had
learned secondhand through a brief, almost clinical phone call from a distant cousin.
There had been no inheritance, no contact, just the quiet finality of a life lived far
away from June’s own.

Descending the three flights of stairs, June’s curiosity battled with a burgeoning sense

of unease. The lobby was indeed dominated by a formidable wooden crate, large
enough to obscure half the entrance. It was old, the wood weathered and dark,
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bearing faint remnants of faded shipping labels from what looked like decades past.
Mr. Henderson stood beside it, hands on his hips, his brow furrowed with the weight of
an unexpected challenge.

“See?” he said, gesturing with a tilt of his head. “Told you. What in blazes is in there?”

June knelt, tracing the intricate, almost calligraphic script on a yellowed tag tied to one
of the metal clasps. “For June Howard. To mend what’s broken. To find what’s lost.”
The words were in a spidery, elegant hand she didn’t recognize, yet they resonated
with an odd familiarity, as if pulled from a half-forgotten dream. Beneath the message,
a single, stylized symbol was etched into the wood: a looped knot, endlessly entwined.

“It’s... from my grandmother,” June murmured, feeling a strange tightening in her
chest.

Mr. Henderson grunted. “Well, your grandmother certainly had interesting taste in
furniture. You got friends, strong friends, who can help you get this upstairs? My back
ain’t what it used to be.”

It took several hours, a hastily called-in favor from her usually reliable but currently-
out-of-town friend, Liam, and the reluctant assistance of two burly delivery men June
found through a quick online search, but eventually, the crate was maneuvered into
her studio. It barely fit through the doorway, scraping paint and leaving a fresh gouge
in the old wooden floorboards. The men, sweating and grumbling, took their payment
and left as quickly as possible, clearly eager to escape the enigmatic object.

June stood before the colossal crate, a sense of both dread and excitement bubbling
within her. It felt like unearthing a forgotten tomb. Armed with a crowbar and a sudden
surge of determination, she pried open the heavy lid. A faint, earthy scent, like old
wood and dried herbs, wafted out, filling the studio. Inside, nestled amongst layers of
thick, moth-eaten canvas, lay the loom.

It was magnificent. Taller than June, with a broad, sturdy frame of dark, polished wood,
it seemed less like a piece of furniture and more like a sleeping giant. Its surface was
intricately carved with patterns that reminded her of ancient Celtic knots and swirling
constellations. Strange, geometric symbols, similar to the one on the crate, were
etched into the warp beam and the foot treadles. It wasn't the rustic, homely loom one
might imagine. This was an artifact, powerful and elegant, imbued with an almost
palpable energy.

As June reached out a hand, her fingers trembling slightly, she noticed a small, folded
piece of paper tucked into one of the loom’s many crevices. It was brittle and yellowed
with age, written in the same elegant script as the tag on the crate. This time,
however, the message was signed: Eleanor.
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“My Dearest June,

Forgive my silence, but some secrets are best kept until the threads are ready to be
woven. This loom, my legacy to you, is more than just a tool. It is a bridge. It connects
what is, what was, and what could be. Your art, my dear, has always possessed a
singular power. Now, it will find its true voice.

Weave carefully. Every thread counts. For the fabric of reality is more delicate than
you know, and your choices, more potent than you can imagine.

With all the love | could not express in life,
Eleanor.”

June reread the note, her heart pounding a frantic rhythm against her ribs. “A bridge?
Fabric of reality?” She scoffed, a nervous laugh escaping her lips. It sounded like
something out of a fantastical novel, not a message from her supposedly eccentric,
but undeniably real, grandmother. Yet, the air in the room felt thick, charged. The
loom seemed to hum, a low, resonant thrum that June felt more in her bones than
heard with her ears.

She ran her hand along the smooth, cool wood, her fingers tracing the mysterious
carvings. A sudden, sharp prick of pain on her fingertip, and a tiny bead of crimson
bloomed on her skin, quickly absorbed by the ancient wood. A shiver, colder than the
deepest winter, coursed through her. For a fleeting moment, the carvings on the loom
seemed to shift, to ripple like water, and the scent of lavender and dust intensified,
overwhelming her senses.

June pulled her hand back, her breath catching in her throat. She stared at the loom,

then at the small drop of blood that had vanished into its surface. Was she imagining

things? The exhaustion from wrestling the giant crate up the stairs must be getting to
her. She needed coffee. Lots of coffee.

Still, she couldn't shake the unsettling feeling. This was no ordinary loom. It was an
enigma, a challenge, and, somehow, a piece of her own forgotten history. The loom
stood in the center of her studio, a silent sentinel, dominating the space and her
thoughts. June found herself unable to look away, drawn to its presence with an almost
magnetic pull. Her life, so meticulously ordered around her art, suddenly felt like a
blank canvas waiting for an entirely new, unpredictable masterpiece to begin. And as
the day drew to a close, casting long, mysterious shadows across the room, June
knew, with an unsettling certainty, that her quiet, solitary existence had just been
irrevocably altered.
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