SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

[y
(W)

MixCache.com

From the MixCache.com library

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

The Echoes of Caspian Hollow

MixCache.com

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

Table of Contents

Introduction

Chapter 1:
Chapter 2:
Chapter 3:
Chapter 4:
Chapter 5:
Chapter 6:
Chapter 7:
Chapter 8:
Chapter 9:

Chapter 10:
Chapter 11:
Chapter 12:
Chapter 13:
Chapter 14:
Chapter 15:
Chapter 16:
Chapter 17:
Chapter 18:
Chapter 19:
Chapter 20:
Chapter 21:
Chapter 22:
Chapter 23:
Chapter 24:
Chapter 25:

Sam

The Storm Over Caspian Hollow
Relics in the Fog

The Lantern Keeper’s Tale
Letters from Beneath the Earth
Shadows on the Moor

The Silent Procession

Emma’s First Warning
Midnight at the Crossroads
The Disappearing Light
Whispers in the Ivy

The Old Family Crest
Gathering Storms

The Masked Visitor

Broken Promises

Web of Ashes

A Ghost in the Mirror

The Forgotten Diary
Through the Thorns

Veiled Threats

The Cellar’s Secret

Night Descends

Fractured Phantoms

The Reckoning

Voices Set Free

The Dawn Beyond the Hollow

ple from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

Introduction

The wind sang through the crooked eaves of Caspian Hollow as Emma Starling arrived,
suitcase in hand and notebook pressed protectively to her chest. She had traveled
from city to countryside chasing stories before, but never one quite like this: a
threadbare legend that unfolded with every storm, in every shadow, haunting the
cobbled streets and moss-draped cottages as surely as the fog. Emma wasn’t one for
ghosts, not in the literal sense. She believed in the power of secrets—how they seeped
into the bones of a town, shaping it as surely as stone and timber.

Caspian Hollow greeted her with an uneasy silence, the kind that prickles at the back
of your neck. Its houses stood close, their timbered faces peering out from behind
tangled hedges, as if watching for someone—or something—coming up out of the
mist. Tales of the Hollow’s lost voices had reached her from the battered edge of a
yellowed letter she’d stumbled upon in her editor’s forgotten archive. Those words
spoke of disappearances, unspeakable sorrow, and echoes that carried through
generations, unresolved.

The villagers seemed wary, their words clipped and eyes averted when Emma
introduced herself as a journalist. Yet behind their reserve flickered the same curiosity
that had tugged her here—an unspoken awareness that the past was never truly
buried, merely waiting for the next great storm to cast up its bones. It was that storm,
just days before her arrival, which had laid bare a clutch of timeworn relics on the
village green—a child’s locket, scraps of a diary, and a rusted medallion stamped with
a family crest. These unearthed secrets were not just the stuff of local superstition;
they were the pulse of unsolved questions demanding answers.

For Emma, every town she wrote about was a palimpsest of memory, each layer of
history obscuring the one before. But in Caspian Hollow, the echoes were
louder—insistent. She felt it in the way the old church bell tolled at dusk, the strange
cold spots on Sunken Lane, and the yearning in an old woman’s story told over sweet,
steaming tea. The Hollow’s story, she sensed, would not be uncovered easily. It would
linger, clawing through dream and daylight, as secrets so old and terrible often do.

What compelled Emma most, though, was the paradox of the place itself: a
community bound not by trust, but by shared silence; families entwined through
sorrowful folklore and the soft threat of remembering too much. Here, the past was
not just history—it was a force pressing in on the present, shaping loyalties and fears,
revealing who a person truly was when faced with the buried truths of those who came
before.
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In the days to come, Emma would find herself tangled in old loyalties and dangerous
new alliances. She would piece together the puzzle of Caspian Hollow—not just as a
story to be told, but as one to be lived, risked, and eventually, if she was both lucky
and brave, understood. The echoes of the Hollow awaited her, as they had for
countless others, whispering the promise that no fate remains unanswered forever.
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CHAPTER ONE: The Storm Over Caspian Hollow

The rain started with a sigh, a soft exhalation across the roof of The Crow’s Nest Inn,
where Emma Starling was attempting to coax a reluctant Wi-Fi signal from her laptop.
It built quickly, however, into a drumming crescendo against the ancient leaded
panes, a familiar soundtrack to her introduction to Caspian Hollow. She’d arrived just
yesterday, before the heavens truly opened, but already the village had wrapped itself
around her like a damp, woollen shroud. The inn itself, a listing timber-framed building
that smelled faintly of peat smoke and damp dog, felt less like a temporary lodging
and more like a permanent fixture of the landscape.

She’d chosen her room on the second floor, overlooking the narrow, cobbled main
street - if ‘main street’ could be applied to a lane barely wide enough for two carts to
pass. From her window, the storm transformed Caspian Hollow into an Impressionistic
painting of shifting greys and blurred greens. The twisted branches of ancient trees
thrashed against a sky the colour of bruised plums, and the low-slung cottages
seemed to huddle closer together for warmth against the onslaught. This wasn't just a
downpour; this was the kind of tempest that seemed to chew at the very foundations
of the earth, tearing at whatever wasn't firmly rooted.

Emma had spent the morning trying to make sense of the sparse local news archives
she could access online - a futile effort, as most relevant articles seemed to predate
the internet by a good century. Her editor, a man named Arthur who believed in the
tangible truth of paper more than the ephemeral nature of pixels, had practically
pushed her out the door with a thick folder of photocopied articles. They spoke in
hushed tones of 'the disappearances' and 'the Hollow's curse,' vague enough to be
unsettling and specific enough to demand further investigation.

A particularly violent gust rattled her window, making the glass sing. Below, on the
street, what little light there was seemed to dim further, swallowed by the swirling
mist and driving rain. Emma shivered, pulling her cardigan tighter. It wasn't just the
chill; it was the atmosphere of the place, the way the storm seemed to amplify the
sense of isolation and age that clung to every stone. Caspian Hollow didn’t just feel
old; it felt ancient, burdened by forgotten stories.

Later that afternoon, the storm reached its peak. The innkeeper, a stout, taciturn
woman named Martha who seemed to communicate primarily through grunts and
meaningful glances, had lit a roaring fire in the common room. Emma sat by it,
pretending to read a local history book, but mostly listening to the howl! of the wind
and the occasional, unsettling crack of something giving way outside. The power
flickered, then died, plunging the inn into a deeper gloom punctuated by the dancing
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shadows of the firelight.

"Don't worry, dearie," Martha grunted, placing a steaming mug of tea beside Emma.
"Happens every time there's a proper gales. Grid's a bit... temperamental 'round
here."

"A proper gales?" Emma asked, sipping the surprisingly potent tea. It tasted of herbs
she couldn't quite identify, earthy and soothing.

Martha nodded, her gaze fixed on the flickering flames. "Aye. This one's a bad 'un,
though. Reminds me of the '47 storm. Took out half the bridge then, it did. And stirred
up more than just mud." Her voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper, though Emma
knew it was more for dramatic effect than actual secrecy. "Always does, these big
storms. The Hollow gives up its secrets when the earth's disturbed."

Emma raised an eyebrow, intrigued. "Secrets? What kind of secrets?"

Martha gave a theatrical sigh, as if Emma was asking her to divulge the recipe for her
grandmother's famous invisible pudding. "Old things. Things best left buried, if you ask
me. But the earth, she's a stubborn mistress. Won't hold onto what she doesn't want
to." She then abruptly changed the subject, asking if Emma needed more wood for her
room, effectively closing the conversational door she'd momentarily propped open.

As evening descended, the storm showed no signs of abating. Emma retreated to her
room, relying on the single, sputtering oil lamp Martha had provided. The darkness
outside was absolute, a thick, palpable entity pressing against the glass. The silence,
broken only by the wind's keening, was unnerving. She pulled out Arthur's folder, its
photocopied pages feeling even more brittle and significant in the dim light. One
article, yellowed and torn at the edges, spoke of the 'Caspian Hollow Vanishings' of
1888, detailing the disappearance of three young women within a single month, their
fates forever unknown.

Another piece mentioned a local legend, "The Weeping Moor," a stretch of bogland
notorious for swallowing those who strayed too close, its depths supposedly holding
more than just peat and water. The article hinted at a connection between the
disappearances and this treacherous landscape, but offered no concrete evidence,
only speculation and the whispers of superstitious villagers. Emma found herself
tracing the faded print with a fingertip, a strange sense of déja vu washing over her.

The wind howled, a mournful cry that seemed to echo through the very walls of the
inn. Then, a new sound cut through the storm's din: a low, grinding rumble,
accompanied by a distinct crack. It wasn't distant thunder; it was closer, much closer.
The entire inn seemed to shiver. Emma sprang to her feet, peering out her window
into the churning darkness. It was impossible to see anything beyond the immediate

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

blurring of rain and wind, but the sound had been unmistakably structural, a complaint
from the earth itself.

The next morning, the storm had passed, leaving behind a landscape transformed.
The sky was a pale, bruised blue, and a fresh, crisp wind swept through the valley,
carrying the scent of damp earth and pine. But the village of Caspian Hollow was not
merely refreshed; it was altered. As Emma stepped out of The Crow’s Nest Inn, a gasp
escaped her lips.

The cobbled lane, usually so neat and orderly, was a chaotic mess of mud, fallen
branches, and debris. But it was what lay beyond the lane, particularly in the vicinity
of the old village green, that truly captured her attention. The ancient oak tree, a
landmark for generations, lay prone, its enormous roots ripped violently from the
earth, leaving a gaping crater. And within that crater, amidst the churned soil and
exposed rock, something gleamed.

A small crowd had already gathered, hushed and awestruck. Martha, surprisingly spry
despite her bulk, was among them, her usual grunts replaced by open-mouthed
wonder. Emma pushed her way to the front, her journalist's instinct kicking in. The
gleaming object was a locket, intricately carved, lying half-buried in the fresh earth.
Beside it, a scattering of what looked like tarnished coins, and further in, a small, dark
shape that might have been a wooden box, splintered and waterlogged.

A young man, perhaps in his late twenties, with a mop of unruly brown hair and
wearing mud-splattered overalls, was carefully, almost reverently, clearing away some
of the debris. He looked up as Emma approached, his eyes wide with a mixture of fear
and fascination. "Never seen anything like it," he murmured, his voice hoarse. "The old
oak... it just gave up. And then this."

He pointed to the locket, then to the wooden fragments. Emma knelt, her heart
beginning to pound with a quiet urgency. This was it. This was what Martha had hinted
at. The secrets the earth refused to hold. The storm, in its destructive fury, had
become a reluctant excavator, unearthing not just the roots of a tree, but the very
roots of Caspian Hollow’s hidden past. This wasn't just a story now; it was a physical
manifestation, a tangible thread pulled from the fabric of time, begging to be
unravelled.
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