
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Dark Scream   of the Dead

“The events described in this book may be entirely fictional, or they may be unfolding somewhere in the world—perhaps right where you live. What matters is that these stories could be happening very close to you, maybe even right beside you. If that’s the case, then this book is actually describing you.”
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There are places where silence is sacred.

Where the wind dares not whisper, and the earth holds its breath.

Karanlık is one of those places.

Once, it was like any other town—humble streets, familiar faces, the quiet rhythm of ordinary lives. But beneath its foundations lay something far older and far hungrier than anyone could imagine. And when it woke, nothing would ever be the same. This story is not just about the screams that shattered the dawn, or the shadows that swallowed homes whole. It is about the people who lived there—people who loved, who feared, who fought to protect what mattered most. It is about the price they paid for survival, and the debt that still lingers in the soil like an unspoken curse.

I wrote this story to capture the fragile line between hope and despair, and to explore the terrifying truth that sometimes, the only way to save the ones you love is to let them go.

If you listen closely, if you walk the empty streets of Karanlık at night, you might still hear it—the faint hum of something deep beneath the ground, dreaming. Waiting.

And if you’re brave enough, you might even whisper back.

— İbrahim Sarı
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Every town has its secrets.

Some are whispered in the safety of kitchens. Others are buried so deep that even memory itself refuses to touch them. Karanlık was a quiet place, the kind of town people drove through without a second thought. But beneath its cracked sidewalks and weathered homes, something ancient had been waiting—silent, patient, hungry.

Then, one night, the screams began.

No one knew where they came from. No one knew why they wouldn’t stop. But everyone felt it—the gnawing dread, the weight pressing down from the dark. Families locked their doors. Friends stopped visiting each other after sundown. And the town, once so familiar, began to feel like a stranger wearing a mask. This is the story of what happened after that night. It’s about the people who fought to understand the nightmare that swallowed their home, and the impossible choices they faced when they realized there was no winning against something that had always been there.

The Dark Scream of the Dead is a tale of survival, sacrifice, and the quiet kind of courage that blooms when there’s nothing left to lose. But it is also a warning: some debts can never truly be repaid, and some silences are not meant to be broken.

So turn the page, but do so carefully.

The town of Karanlık is waiting.

And if you listen closely... you might hear the screams, too.

Prologue — 03:03

At 03:03 the first night, the town woke wrong.

Dogs rose without barking. Children sat up as if a parent had called their names. Couples reached for each other and missed. The sound came low and everywhere, a pressure that found the softest parts of the ear and pressed until breath went thin.

Windows trembled. Tea glasses chimed on their saucers. In the cemetery on Kale Hill, frost let go of stone and steamed. Cem Uçar, who had dug graves for twenty-five years and knew the difference between wind and omen, stood in his kitchen with a kettle that would not boil and felt his jaw hum. He opened his mouth, and the sound slid over his tongue like a hand across a drum.

It was not one scream but many, braided, the way a torrent is not one river but all the water sudden in one direction. Somewhere inside it, a word. Somewhere inside that, a name. Down by the lake, fog lay flat as brushed steel. The decommissioned radio tower on the ridge ticked, the metal cooling from a day that had not been hot. Every clock in Karahisar read 03:03.

By the time the sound stopped, shoes had found floors, lamps had clicked, and breaths that had been taken were let out as if they might not be returned.

When quiet came, it felt like a lie.
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Chapter 1 — The Recording

[image: ]




By noon, the town spoke in lowered voices, as if sound could invite the night back sooner. Shopkeepers set bread on counters and forgot to take money. The mosque’s courtyard filled with people who did not know what to ask for.

Elif Karaca arrived on the afternoon bus with a single suitcase and a pelican case full of microphones. She stepped down into the smell of pine and cold exhaust, squinting toward the ridge where the cemetery’s cypress trees drew a dark line. The first thing she noticed was not the quiet but the way people kept looking up, as if the sky might answer.

A boy of fifteen with a backpack too heavy for his frame waited by the bench, coil of wire peeking from a side pocket. He watched her with a seriousness she recognized from labs and accident scenes. “You’re Dr. Elif?” he asked.

“I am,” she said. “You must be Deniz.”

He nodded once. “I have it,” he said, tapping the backpack. “The first night. Not on my phone. On tape.”

“Show me,” Elif said, and he did, right there on the bench, kneeling to pull out a battered cassette recorder with a microphone wrapped in cloth. He pressed play, and after a breath full of bus station noise and someone’s muffled cough, the sound came.

Even in daylight, even with the hiss of old tape, it moved the air. Elif felt the skin around her eyes tighten, as if bracing for a blow. The scream filled the cheap headphones in a gray rush, then resolved—briefly, beautifully—into a note that did not belong to any instrument she knew. She listened not for terror but for structure: attack, sustain, decay. Inside the roar, she heard a shape the way a diver hears a cave before seeing it.

Deniz watched her face. “People said phones wouldn’t record it,” he said. “The tape did. It doesn’t like digital.”

“Some sounds don’t,” Elif murmured. “They crush them.”

He looked relieved, as if her words made his effort less like madness. “The tower helps,” he said. “At night. The metal... it sings.”

Across the square the mayor’s car idled, exhaust making a white flag in the cold. A thickset man in a brown coat stood with a phone to his ear, scanning the square until he found Elif. He cut the call and came toward them as if he might change his mind, then didn’t.

“Dr. Karaca,” he said, offering his hand. “Murat Aksoy. Thank you for coming.” The words had the shape of welcome without the warmth.

“I came as a favor to a colleague,” Elif said. “And because the recording is—” she searched for a word that did not sound like superstition, “—unusual.”

“We are not superstitious,” the mayor said too quickly. “We are tired. You will tell everyone it is a fault in the earth. Something that can be measured.”

Elif could have let that pass. She did not. “I will tell everyone what it is,” she said. “Or what it isn’t.”

The mayor’s jaw ticked. “Good. We’ll put you in the school. The gym. Plenty of space. Whatever you need. Just... keep the reporters away from the cemetery. The last thing we need is—” He caught himself before saying spectacle. “—disrespect.”

“I’ll need access to Kale Hill,” Elif said. “And the tower. And anyone who heard something... different.”

Deniz raised a hand as if in class. “I hear names,” he said quietly.

The mayor flinched. “He’s a boy,” he said. “Boys hear things.”

Elif looked at Deniz. “Whose names?”

He swallowed, Adam’s apple bobbing. “Sometimes none I know. Sometimes... my aunt. She drowned when I was little. The scream is like the lake when a boat starts. It... lifts under you.”

Elif’s stomach went cold the way lab refrigerators go cold—sudden, efficient, a fact. She had come for anomalous frequencies and topographies of sound. She had not come for drowned aunts. “We’ll check the lake,” she said. “Tonight.”

The mayor opened his mouth, closed it, and gestured toward the road. “The cemetery first,” he said, as if that settled something. “Cem is waiting.”

They took the narrow street that climbed behind the shops. Pine needles made the asphalt slick, and the town thinned to houses with low stone walls and satellite dishes like pale moons staring at different skies. As they climbed, the air grew cleaner and sharper, the way it does near snow.

The cemetery gate was iron painted green, flaking at the latch. Inside, cypress trees stood as if listening. Graves old and new leaned into one another. It was a place that knew names.

Cem Uçar stood with a broom and a thermos at his boots. He had the careful hands of a craftsman and the posture of someone who has stared down into dark and found things to do there. He nodded at Elif as if she were a neighbor returning a borrowed tool.

“You’ll want to hear where it is loudest,” he said. “And where it is soft. Loud is easy. Soft is where the truth hides.”

Elif liked him immediately. “Show me,” she said.

He led them along a gravel path to a section where the stones were old and the script delicate. “Here it scratches your ears like wool,” he said, tapping his temple. “Here”—he moved three rows down—“it lifts your teeth.”

Elif set a tripod, a mic, a portable spectrum analyzer. Deniz watched, hands in his jacket sleeves. Cem took a step back and closed his eyes as if to hear with his feet.

She recorded a minute of the empty afternoon. She tapped the stone. She breathed near the mic, then away. When she played the minute back, the analyzer drew lines the way frost draws on glass—fine, branching, inevitable. There was something in the low band that should not be there in daylight.

A soft footstep on gravel drew them all around. An old man in a heavy coat and knit cap stood at the path’s bend, hat in his hands. His eyes were red from a different night than last night.

“My daughter,” he said, voice breaking in the middle. “She died the year the trucks came to close the quarry. We... we did not tell the whole truth.” He pressed his hat in his hands until the wool warped. “Last night I heard her ask for water.”

Elif felt the impulse to promise something she could not deliver. She bent instead to the work. “What is her name?” she asked.

“Zeynep,” he said.

Elif wrote it carefully in the notebook she carried for names.

They stayed until the light thinned and the air grew tight. When they started down the hill, fog rose from the lake as if pulled by a string. The tower on the ridge stood against the pale sky like a metronome stopped mid-swing.

“Tonight at 03:03,” Deniz said, not as a question.

Elif nodded. “Tonight.”

Cem capped his thermos and looked at the sky as if reading it. “Bring what you need,” he said. “Bring more than that.”

They parted at the gate. The iron clicked shut with a small music. Elif felt the town around her the way divers feel a cave after the first breath: present, vast, shaped by what it holds.

When night came, it would bring its chorus. Between now and then, she would make something that could listen back.
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Chapter 2 — The Tower
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The fog lifted in scraps that evening, like wool torn across the sky. By midnight, Karahisar’s streets had emptied; shutters clapped against windows, and the few lamps that burned seemed like fragile promises.

Elif had set her equipment in the school gym, but something in her resisted the idea of waiting in a fluorescent box for the dark to arrive. Cem had given her the same look he gave the graves—measured, patient, but touched with pity. “The tower,” he had said before walking off with his broom across his shoulder. “If you want to hear the scream before it hears you, go to the tower.”

So she climbed Kale Hill with Deniz at her side, his backpack rattling with spools of wire. The pine needles were wet from fog, and their shoes whispered as they walked. From below, the town seemed like a single exhalation in the cold—a cluster of roofs, muted and small. Above, the decommissioned radio tower rose black against the starless sky, its guy-wires strung taut as violin strings. Deniz’s breath came quick, not from fear but from anticipation. “It hums differently here,” he said. He knelt and began unwinding copper wire, fingers deft despite the cold. “You can catch harmonics if you ground it right. It’s like the air wants to give up secrets.”

Elif planted her tripod near the concrete base. She attached a shotgun mic, then another, pointing one toward the cemetery ridge and one toward the quarry’s mouth across the valley. She adjusted her analyzer, its screen a pale green glow in the dark.

“Why tape?” she asked, nodding at Deniz’s recorder.

“Digital skips,” he said simply. “Tape forgives.”

A sound carried up the slope then, faint but clear: the crack of footsteps. Elif froze, glancing toward the pines. Out of the dark stepped Cem, his shoulders broad, lantern in hand. “I thought you’d come here,” he said. “Didn’t want you alone when it starts.”

Deniz muttered, “I’m not alone.”

Cem gave him a glance that was half-smile, half-warning, then set the lantern on the ground. Its glow painted the wires like veins across the soil.

At 03:02, the air changed. It thickened, as if the earth itself were drawing in breath. The tower groaned lightly in its bolts, the guy-wires thrumming with a vibration too low for human ears. Elif pressed her headphones close.

Then came the sound.

Not the wail of one throat, but the braided agony of dozens, hundreds—each scream folding into the next, resonant, tidal. The earth beneath them quivered, the lantern flame jittering in panic.

Deniz clutched the recorder, face pale but eyes blazing. “There! Do you hear it? Names!”

Elif’s analyzer spiked—waveforms blooming like fractured glass. Beneath the chaos, she detected a pattern: a low pulse, steady, almost like breathing. 

But wrong. It was not the intake of life—it was the exhalation of something that had no lungs left to fill.

Cem bent, hands pressed to the soil. His lips moved soundlessly, as if counting.

“Elif,” he rasped, “the graves... they’re answering.”

And indeed they were. From the ridge across the town, the cemetery seemed to shift in the fog. Stones leaned; earth settled. As the scream rolled through, the iron gate below clanged open, though no hand touched it.

The scream broke suddenly, like a thread snapped. Silence fell too quickly, leaving their ears buzzing with ghosts of the sound.

Elif tore off the headphones, breath ragged. The analyzer still drew lines across its screen, but they were no longer random—they traced a symbol, geometric, deliberate.

Deniz stared at it. “That’s not sound,” he whispered. “That’s writing.”

The boy’s recorder clicked, tape running out. Cem lifted the lantern and looked down toward the town, where every window was lit now, where every inhabitant was awake and listening, even in silence.

Elif felt the truth gnawing in her bones. The scream was not just noise. It was a message—and someone, or something, was desperate to be heard.
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Chapter 3 — The First Without Sleep

[image: ]




Dawn came thin and used up. The lake lay dull as tin; the pines had lost their gloss. In the school gym, the heaters clicked in tired cycles while Elif played back the night again and again, chasing the shape the scream had drawn on her analyzer.

She sketched what she remembered on graph paper: a looped figure that crossed itself neatly, then broke in a jagged line. She was not an occultist; she did not pretend symbols meant more than they proved. But this one looked intentional—as if the sound had been steered.

She wanted a printer, more data, someone to argue with. Instead she had cold coffee and a student desk, and the feeling that the town itself was holding breath between coughs.

At eight, the gym doors creaked. Cem stepped in, hat in hand. Frost still touched the shoulders of his coat. “Come,” he said, voice low. “There’s trouble.”

They walked briskly down the empty corridor. Outside, the sky had the flat color of flour. The town moved as if sore—shutters opening late, shopkeepers sweeping twice for the sake of doing something. A cluster of people stood in front of the bakery, not for bread but for news. Faces turned as Elif and Cem passed, each carrying a question no one wanted to speak first. Cem led her to a narrow house near the square. On the stoop, Imam Hacı Rauf stood with his scarf tucked carefully, hands folded as if containing them would contain the morning. 

He nodded to Elif, then to Cem. “She has no marks,” he said softly. “Only the face of someone who traveled too far without moving.”

Inside, the front room smelled faintly of rose water and old sugar. On the divan lay Hatice Çolak, sixty-one, widowed five years, known for her sesame simit and the habit of leaving out water for cats. Her eyes were open as if in mid-sentence. A thread of dried blood lined one nostril.

Elif crouched, more out of respect than use. She was not here to certify, only to observe. The skin under Hatice’s eyes was bruised gray. Her fingertips looked pinched white. There were tea cups on the table—three, all half-full, none drunk. The clock on the wall read 03:03 because it had stopped there. “Her sister says she didn’t sleep,” Hacı Rauf murmured. “Not at all, not a minute, since the night began. She prayed; she walked; she lay down. That was all.”

Cem stood with shoulders bent, hat twisting in his hands. Elif looked at the clock and back to the woman. “When did they find her?”

“Just before the call to prayer.” The imam glanced toward the door. “I will wash her. We will bury her before dusk.”

Elif nodded. In her head she composed the line professionals use: Complications of acute insomnia can precipitate cardiac events in susceptible individuals. She had spoken that sentence into microphones for courts and newsrooms. Here, in this room, it felt like covering a mirror with a cloth.

Outside, the mayor’s car pulled up, tires crisp on gravel. He took in the faces on the stoop, the presence of the imam, the way the word death had already spread. His jaw worked. “No cameras,” he said to no one in particular, though there were none. “No rumors. We will show respect.”

Respect meant what it always meant in towns: do not add to the wound, do not ask who cut. Elif had no wish to fight him here. She stepped aside to let the men carry Hatice to the washing room.

As they left, a woman across the street began to cry aloud. It was a raw sound that made the morning air feel thinner. Elif flinched. Cem looked at her. “The first will make the others believe,” he said. “There will be more who cannot sleep.”

“Not if we figure it out,” Elif said before she could stop herself. She heard the thinness of it and disliked her own voice.

They walked up the hill toward the cemetery. Frost clung to the grass in the shadow of cypress trunks where the sun had not yet reached. The iron gate stood open. Cem stopped a meter inside and pointed down.

Footprints circled the gravel path: a ring, tight to the inside of the fence. Not two or three rounds, but many—so many the first impressions had splayed, the later ones pressed in atop them until the circle looked like a milled groove. The prints were bare. Long, narrow, with the toes set square and straight. In places, the frost had lifted where the ball of the foot had warmed it.

Elif’s throat went dry. “How early did you come?”

“Before first prayer.” Cem knelt, giving the earth the attention he gave to a grave’s edges, precise and unhurried. “The gate was latched when I left last night. I lock it. I know how my keys sound. This morning it was open. See here?” He pointed to the inside of the hinges where frost had formed and melted and formed again. “It breathed in the night.”

Elif crouched, tracing a print with the tip of a pencil. The spacing was too even. The turn of the big toe too uniform. It was not like a person pacing in worry, with the small mistakes and pauses of a mind lost. It was like something that only knew circles.

She set her recorder down and captured a minute of the silent path. “Bare feet in this cold?” she said mostly to fill the air with anything else. “No blood, no torn skin.”

“Bare feet belong to the dead in stories,” Cem said without mockery. He straightened, a slow effort that acknowledged his age. “But stories teach the living how to look.”

He led her along the path to a gravestone whose inscription had thinned with weather. The earth before it had a faint pile, like a geologic breath. Cem set his hand lightly on the stone and closed his eyes. “Here,” he said. “Last night it trembled. Not the stone. The name.”

Elif pressed her palm to the aching cold and listened with skin. It told her only that stone keeps what it keeps. 

But she made a note. Wherever the scream came from, it carried with it the weight of names.

By mid-morning, the town was fraying. Children at the school hummed a note without realizing; teachers clapped hands too hard and then apologized. At the clinic, a line of people waited, all asking for something to sleep that would not make them miss the moment the sound began again. “I have to be awake to hear my mother,” a woman told the nurse, reasonably, as if this were a program on television with a scheduled rerun.

The mayor posted two men at the base of the radio tower, official jackets zipped to their throats. It was more pose than patrol; no one in Karahisar had the time or hunger to climb in daylight. Still, the sight bristled. The tower had stood dead for years. The idea of it suddenly being guarded made it seem alive.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE DARK SCREAM
OF THE DEAD

IBRAHIM SARI





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





