
Chapter VII

Chapter VII finds Addie LaRue reflecting deeply on her existence as she walks through the bustling streets of
New York City on a chilly March afternoon. The world around her swirls with the vibrancy of life, yet she
feels the weight of her centuries of solitude, a stark contrast to the warmth that the city offers. As she passes
by a street market, a familiar sight catches her eye—a worn and weathered book, its pages yellowed with age,
calling out to her in a way only forgotten things can. Drawn to it, Addie picks it up, its pages seemingly alive
with the language of stories she hasn’t thought of in years. The words speak to her in a quiet, intimate way,
unlocking memories of times gone by, of the many paths she’s wandered and the magic she’s lived through.
As she reads, she is reminded of the long and winding journey she has taken, and of the dark woods and
deeper magic that seem to follow her wherever she goes. In the familiar tales, Addie finds both an echo of her
own trials and a strange comfort, as if the pages of the book are not only recounting stories, but also offering
her a mirror of her own heartache, resilience, and survival. The world around her seems to fade as she
immerses herself in the book, and for a fleeting moment, she is lost in a timeless realm, suspended between
the present and the past.

As the golden light of the afternoon settles over the city, Addie feels a quiet sorrow stirring within her. The
warmth of spring is creeping closer, yet there’s a lingering chill that keeps her grounded in the present, in the
endless days that seem to stretch out before her. She watches as the city moves around her, each person
caught in their own story, unaware of the specter among them. In her solitude, Addie finds a bittersweet
comfort. There’s beauty in being alone, in silently observing the world’s constant motion, and yet, she cannot
escape the loneliness that clings to her like a shadow. As she sips her coffee and nibbles on a muffin, Addie
feels the weight of time pressing against her, each passing moment a reminder of the endless years she has
lived, and of the distance that lies between her and the rest of humanity. The world seems to be moving
forward, while she remains forever in the margins, an invisible observer in a world that doesn’t remember
her.

After finishing her coffee, Addie rises from her seat, stretching her limbs that have carried her through
centuries of experience. She moves through the city like a ghost, blending into the crowds while remaining
unseen, her steps light but purposeful. The park beckons her, offering a brief respite from the weight of time,
a promise of fleeting warmth before the last breath of winter. As she walks through the park, Addie is
reminded of the many souls who share the same ground, each one carrying their own burdens, their own
ghosts. She moves through them without a word, a quiet presence, yet one that is felt by those who pass her
by. There is something deeply poignant about these moments, the connections she makes without ever truly
connecting. In the bustle of the city, Addie is both part of the world and entirely apart from it, a contradiction
she has grown accustomed to over the years.

New York City, with its ceaseless energy and constant flux, is a fitting backdrop for Addie’s eternal journey.
The city mirrors her own life, a relentless search for meaning, for fleeting moments of connection in a world
that seems to constantly move forward without pause. As the day turns into evening, the city lights begin to
flicker on, casting long shadows that stretch across the streets, and Addie is reminded of the delicate balance
between her past and her future. She is a figure of timeless youth, yet with eyes that have seen centuries pass.
Her journey is both endless and cyclical, caught in a liminal space between the visible and the invisible. As
she walks through the city, Addie is reminded that her story is not just one of survival, but of the moments in
between—those fleeting connections, those quiet observations, that make her life meaningful in a world that
moves relentlessly forward, indifferent to the constants like Addie. The chapter captures the essence of the
eternal and the ephemeral, weaving a tapestry of the grounded reality of city life and the ethereal realm of
Addie’s endless journey. Through the mundane actions of daily life, Addie’s struggle for connection and
recognition remains ever-present, even as the world around her remains unchanged.


