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For the quiet ones—

the ones who hear what the earth murmurs when no one else is listening.And for every girl who walks through silence and finds her own voice beneath it.
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Author’s Note
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Dear Reader,

The Chapel Beneath the Earth began as a whisper an image of a place sacred, forgotten, and hidden beneath soil and silence. It’s a story about loss, memory, and the resilience of young girls who inherit more than they are ever told.

Though this is a work of fiction, it is also a reflection of lived truths of places beneath villages and within families where untold stories sleep. This book is my way of listening to those stories and writing them into light.

Thank you for walking with my characters, through the dark, toward something remembered.

Masela Harrison Ohoko

Nairobi, Kenya
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I. Prologue: The Chant from the Archives
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It was past midnight on the first occasion when he heard the chant. Daniel was working alone in the undercroft records of Saint Apollinaris, surrounded by the crumbling parchment, the hopelessly out-of-date reliquaries, and an obnoxious odor, which Lee could have recognized as centuries-old candle smoke. The entire cathedral seemed to creak as old buildings do: every lean-to on the gust took on a mourning groan, every tiny movement on the stone took on a terrified whisper. After three weeks' ceaseless nocturnal work in the crypt like storage beneath the altar, he believed he had gotten used to the eerie silence.

But this was different.

It began as a low murmur, repeated in an almost rhythmic pattern, too monotonous and sonorous to be plumbing, too rippling and hesitating to be from rats. Something not a sound, but still some kind of sound, which thus made the stonework hum: the male voice, far from nearby but very constant, singing in a language not known to Daniel. It was not Gregorian. Neither was it Latin, exactly. The vowels were rounder. The consonants: older. Sounds so ancient; so divine.

But the man who sang ah, he would not rest!

These strange intonations sank deeply into the old stone walls. Daniel sat listening, suspended halfway between scan and scroll through the registry. Instinctively, his hand slid toward the telephone in the pocket of his jacket; he switched on the recording app but hastily stopped just as the noise did.

What followed was just as disturbing. There was a silence, and then he felt it, a chill creeping swiftly all around him. There was the fog of his breath, the radiator hanging silently against the wall. And the vibration was still going slowly through the ancient Cathedral, for the flooring below him gave off this eerie sort of vibration.

In that silence, his work was done: he put his accursed into order and carelessly wrapped it on the prow of his huge business order. He didn't hesitate but was glad for the company his receivership gave him. 

Deeply reeking with mystery, the Cathedral now, at least, spoke something to him.
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Chapter One: The Codex
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To any observer, Saint Apollinaris Cathedral was no doubt an exceptional piece of architecture. Its high spires were cracked, stained glass withered by soot and rain, and the bell tower had remained mute since the earth nearly shook it to dust in 1986. In its day, the town had been built around it - a gathering of pilgrims circling a flame. Now it stood largely ignored, locked in place between boards and shop doors flung deliriously open, blooming with rust, or sterile concrete housing with balconies protruding.
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" BURIED BENEATH A FORGOTTEN TOWN LIES A CHAPEL THAT
REMEMBERS WHAT THE WORLD HAS CHOSEN TO FORGET.
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