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The Vanishing Choir

Timeframe: Present day (2025), with flashback elements to 2005.

Location: A remote Appalachian town in West Virginia, known for its tight-knit religious community and harsh, isolated winters.

Key Locations:

Old Camp Providence: Abandoned church-owned retreat center where the choir vanished; now decaying under heavy snow, graffiti-covered, rumored to be haunted.

Podcaster’s Studio: Small apartment cluttered with audio equipment, evidence boards, and coffee cups.

Local Church: Still operational, its congregation wary of outsiders digging up the past.

The Survivor’s New Life: A quiet lakeside cabin in another state, hiding decades of secrets.

Town Bar / Diner: Source of hushed rumors and unreliable witnesses.

Atmosphere: Cold, tense, unsettling. Snowstorm scenes isolate characters physically and emotionally.

Mood: Constant undercurrent of dread, with brief moments of false comfort before tension spikes again.
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Chapter 1 – "The Pendant in the Mail"

Part 1 – A Quiet Morning with Static in the Air
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(Summary: We meet Elara in her cramped apartment, working late on editing her latest podcast episode. The tone is weary but focused, establishing her obsessive work habits. The snow outside muffles the city noise, creating a tense stillness. She’s interrupted by a knock on her door: an unmarked package lies in the hall.)

The hum of Elara’s aging laptop fan blended with the faint hiss of static from her headphones. She sat cross-legged on a threadbare couch, one hand buried in a tangled mess of auburn hair, the other tapping impatiently against her coffee mug—cold, abandoned hours ago. The apartment smelled of burnt espresso and rain-soaked concrete drifting in from the fire escape.

On the screen, her latest episode timeline stretched out like a flatline. She rewound the audio for the sixth time, listening to her own voice narrating a failed lead on an old missing persons case. Each word tasted wrong. Too flat. Too desperate.

She swore under her breath and yanked the headphones off, letting them fall with a clatter onto the couch beside her. Somewhere below, a siren wailed half-heartedly, swallowed by the snowfall that blanketed the city. It was one of those nights—or mornings, technically—where time dissolved into a dull blur of caffeine and regret.

Elara rubbed her eyes and muttered to herself, "Dead air, dead leads, dead career." She reached for the mug, grimaced at the bitter, cold sludge, and set it back down.

Then came the knock.

Three soft raps. Hesitant. Not the impatient rhythm of a neighbor asking her to turn her music down, not the weighty authority of a landlord’s fist. Just... three small taps, then silence.

Elara froze, mid-stretch, glancing at the door.

She lived on the fourth floor, end of the hallway, hardly got visitors even during daylight hours. At 3:12 a.m.? Never.

The knocking didn’t come again.

She stood slowly, every muscle tight, the floor creaking under her socked feet as she padded over. Peering through the peephole revealed only the flicker of the hallway’s busted fluorescent light. No person. No footsteps retreating. Just emptiness.

Her brow furrowed. She unlatched the deadbolt with a metallic click and opened the door a cautious crack.

There it was.

A small, unmarked package sat neatly against the faded welcome mat, no postage, no return address, nothing but brown paper sealed with a single strip of black tape.

Elara glanced both ways down the corridor. Nothing but shadows and the hum of the vending machine at the far end.

Her breath came out in a small, white puff in the hallway chill. She bent, picked up the package—it had weight, not much, but enough to make her pulse quicken—and shut the door with a soft thunk.

Inside, the quiet seemed heavier than before, as though the city itself was holding its breath.

Elara placed the package on the coffee table, stared at it for a long moment. Then muttered, voice low and uncertain, "What the hell are you?"



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Part 2 – The Package and Its Secrets
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(Summary: Elara opens the package on her cluttered kitchen table. Inside: a small padded envelope containing a tarnished silver pendant engraved with the old Jericho Valley Church Choir emblem and a short, cryptic note reading: “One sang false. One survived.” Her hands tremble—this case has been cold for twenty years, and nobody’s ever claimed a survivor existed.)

Elara stared at the package as though it might start breathing.

She dragged it closer, the paper scraping across the coffee table, scattering a mess of printouts and half-eaten takeout cartons. Her hands hesitated over the tape. She’d received her share of strange mail from listeners before—clippings, amateur theories, unsettling letters claiming responsibility for unsolved crimes. Most were harmless. Some weren’t.

But this? No postage. No name. Delivered by hand. At three in the morning.

She grabbed her box cutter from under a pile of audio cables and carefully sliced the black tape. The paper peeled away with a faint tearing sound, exposing a plain, padded envelope. Its weight shifted softly as she tilted it. Something small. Solid. Metal, maybe.

Her fingers worked at the flap, her breath caught in her throat.

The first thing that slid out was a square of folded, yellowed paper. Just four words scrawled in tight, deliberate handwriting:

One sang false. One survived.

Elara read it twice, her pulse picking up with each pass. Twenty years. The Jericho Valley choir case wasn’t just cold—it was dead. An entire church choir vanished during a winter retreat, declared victims of a tragic fire that left no remains. Officially, there were no survivors.

She unfolded the envelope further, tilting it into her palm. A small, tarnished pendant dropped into her hand with a faint metallic clink.

Silver, dulled with age, about the size of a quarter. The chain was broken, one jagged end frayed like it had been torn away. The engraved emblem caught the dim light—a treble clef entwined with a cross, surrounded by the words Jericho Valley Church Choir. She recognized it instantly.

Elara’s breath hitched. This emblem had been on every old missing poster, every newspaper headline, every faded candlelight vigil photo. She hadn’t seen one in years.

Except this wasn’t identical. The design was... wrong.

She squinted, leaning closer. On the original emblem, the treble clef had looped upward like a flourish. Here, it ended in a sharp, downward point, like a blade sinking into the cross below it.

Her stomach tightened. Someone had altered the symbol. Or maybe this had been the real one—the one nobody else had ever found.

The pendant felt cold, heavy in her palm, as though it had been pulled straight from the snow twenty years ago.

Elara looked at the note again. “One survived.”

She glanced toward the dark window, toward the silent hallway beyond her door.

“Who sent this to me?” she whispered to herself, voice trembling—not just from fear, but from something else creeping in.

Something that felt a lot like compulsion.
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Part 3 – The Obsession Rekindled
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(Summary: Elara pulls out her old case files, photos of the vanished choir, and audio clips from her failed early investigation years ago. We see how this mystery has haunted her career since her big journalistic failure. She debates calling her podcast producer but knows they’ll tell her not to chase it.)

The pendant lay on the table, dull silver against the wood grain, but it felt like it had gravity, tugging at her chest with every second she stared at it.

Elara rubbed her palms on her jeans, stood abruptly, and crossed to the bookshelf wedged between her kitchenette and the window. She crouched, tugging at a worn black box shoved in the back, behind forgotten bills and a dead plant. The lid resisted for a moment, like it knew better.

Inside lay the ghosts of a story that had almost ended her career.

Newspaper clippings, yellowed and curling at the edges, all with the same headlines: “Twenty Vanish in Jericho Valley Choir Tragedy.” “No Remains Found in Church Camp Fire.” Beneath them were photos—faces of kids in choir robes, adults smiling proudly beside them. A group picture where they all stood in the snow, oblivious to the fact that they’d never come home.

She sifted through the images, every one as familiar as the lines on her own hands. She had studied them obsessively once, convinced there was something hidden in the expressions, in the arrangement of the group, in the background shadows. But nothing had ever broken open.

She dug deeper. Her old field notes were scrawled on wrinkled pages, filled with angry red pen marks and underlined questions: Where were the bodies? Who closed the case? Who burned the evidence?

Her recorder was still in the box, too. She picked it up, thumb brushing over the dented metal casing. The last time she'd used it on this story, she'd been chased off church property by a grieving father, screaming at her to leave his daughter's memory alone. The network had pulled funding from her documentary a week later. The label of "ambulance chaser" had stuck ever since.

Elara sank onto the floor, clutching one of the old photographs. Her own voice muttered in the back of her mind, from all those years ago, narrating into a microphone about "truth and justice for the forgotten." She’d sounded so certain back then.

She reached for her phone, thumb hovering over the name of her podcast producer, Marley. She could already hear the answer: "No way. That case killed your career once, El. Don’t go poking the bear again."

Her thumb retreated. She tossed the phone aside.

Instead, she dragged the pendant closer, laying it beside the group photo. The altered emblem seemed to stare up at her, mocking, daring her. Her heart thudded painfully, a drumbeat in the silence of her apartment.

Twenty people had vanished in a blaze that left no remains. Twenty names carved on a plaque at a church hundreds of miles away. Twenty families with no closure.

Now someone claimed only nineteen had died.

Elara whispered to herself, voice dry and certain this time:

"I’m not letting this go again."
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Part 4 – Late Night Research Spiral
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(Summary: Elara dives online, scouring archives and forums about the disappearance. She notices that the choir’s emblem on the pendant isn’t the same as in old photos—it’s subtly altered, like a different version of the symbol no one has seen before. She writes in her notebook: “Who survived? Who sent this?”)

The words she’d just spoken still lingered in the stale apartment air, defiant but quieter than her heartbeat.

Elara swept the contents of the black box onto the coffee table, pushing aside old takeout cartons and wires, building a chaotic shrine of yellowed clippings, photos, and scraps of notes. The pendant sat at the center like an anchor, gleaming faintly under the flickering lamp.

She dragged her laptop closer, fingers already flying over the keys. The screen’s glow painted her face in cold light, illuminating tired eyes and a jaw tight with focus.

She started with the basics: archived news reports. Jericho Valley Choir Fire, 2005. The same stock paragraphs appeared on every site—a choir of twenty on retreat, a freak fire at the camp, no bodies recovered, no suspects named. A “tragic act of God,” the church had called it.

Her cursor hovered over a grainy photo of the original emblem from their old hymnbooks. The treble clef curled elegantly upward, like a ribbon. She reached for the pendant on the table, turning it in her hand until the altered version caught the light.

Not a ribbon. A spike.

Elara frowned, side-by-side images glowing on her screen. How had nobody mentioned this before? Had this alternate emblem even existed in 2005? If so, why hadn’t it appeared in any of the public case files?

She shifted to forums, half-dead message boards where amateur sleuths still traded theories on the case. Most posts were over a decade old, wild speculation about satanic cults, government coverups, or alien abductions. But one comment, timestamped just six months ago, caught her eye:

"One never burned."

No username, no context. Just those three words, buried in a thread about forgotten cold cases.

Her fingers itched as she scribbled in her battered notebook:

Who survived? Who sent this? Why now?

The apartment was silent except for the clack of her keyboard and the occasional gust of wind rattling the fire escape. Time slipped away unnoticed, the city outside fading to a dim gray as dawn approached.

She leaned back finally, exhaustion pulling at her eyelids but her mind buzzing like a live wire. The pendant rested on her notebook now, a weight that wasn’t just physical. Someone wanted her to find the truth—or wanted her to follow a trail that would lead somewhere she shouldn’t go.

Elara stared at it, teeth pressing into her lower lip. If there was a survivor, they’d been hiding for twenty years. Which meant either they were running from something... or they had something to hide.

Her pen tapped the paper, once, twice, a sharp metronome in the tense quiet.

"One sang false."

What the hell did that mean?
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Part 5 – Decision in the Dark
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(Summary: As dawn begins to bleed through her blinds, Elara records a rough, unscripted audio note for herself: “If this is real, if someone survived... I have to go there.” She stares at the pendant on her desk, the camera lingering on her hand hovering over it as if it’s dangerous to touch. She finally picks it up, pocketing it. The decision is made—Jericho Valley is her next stop.)

By the time the first hint of dawn pried its way through the blinds, the apartment looked like a crime scene of its own—papers strewn everywhere, coffee rings staining photos of smiling choir kids, strings of theories scrawled across her notebook in frantic ink.

Elara sat slouched on the couch, eyes gritty and bloodshot, staring at the pendant lying a few inches from her fingertips. It felt alive somehow, like a coin that could change everything if she just flipped it.

Her recorder sat on the armrest, red light blinking, waiting. She hesitated, then picked it up, thumb pressing the button with a soft click.

"Personal note... time unknown," she said, voice hoarse, cracking a little from fatigue. "Got a package tonight. Pendant from Jericho Valley case. No sender. Note says, ‘One sang false. One survived.’" She exhaled sharply, as if trying to push the weight of those words out of her chest. "If this is real... if someone lived through that fire, someone knows what happened to the other nineteen."

She paused, the only sound the faint whine of city wind outside.

"I’m going there," she continued, quieter now. "Jericho Valley. Tomorrow. Whoever sent this wants me to dig. I’m done letting this story rot in a box. If there’s truth left to find... I’ll find it."

Elara clicked the recorder off.

For a long moment, she didn’t move. The pendant glinted dully in the morning light, a silent dare on her coffee table. Her hand hovered above it, hesitant, as if the thing might burn her skin on contact.

Then, with a small, determined breath, she picked it up. The metal was icy cold, almost shocking, making her grip it tighter. She slipped it into the pocket of her worn denim jacket, a talisman of what was coming next.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE
VANISHING

CHOIR





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





