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	Whispers Beneath the Floorboards

	Description

	When the silence grows teeth, you either run—or listen. In Whispers Beneath the Floorboards, seven twisted tales pull readers into crumbling houses, echoing chambers of justice, and transmissions from places that no longer exist.

	A fractured signal from deep space promises answers—or a trap no one returns from. A home renovation reveals more than decayed timber—uncovering truths buried in both walls and memory. Letters long thought destroyed spark the unraveling of a legacy, as one woman realizes the past never burns clean.

	In a courtroom where identities blur and power shifts like quicksand, justice is a weapon, not a refuge. A rising flood exposes what was never meant to be found, rewriting a town’s entire history. A tenant begins to question the noises upstairs—until the neighbors do, too. And in one cursed home, silence becomes a living thing, devouring all who try to hide within it.

	Each story tightens its grip with unsettling precision, blending psychological tension, eerie atmospheres, and the ticking unease of knowing something is deeply, terribly wrong.

	When the walls whisper, will you listen—or will you scream?

	 

	 


A House That Eats Silence

	Description

	When reclusive sound engineer Lucas inherits a crumbling monastery deep in the forest, he’s drawn not by its history—but by its hush. Tasked with restoring the building and cataloging its strange acoustics, he begins to record what he believes is pure silence.

	But the silence is not empty.

	Each recording reveals faint whispers—fragmented prayers, buried sobs, and something darker threading through the quiet. As Lucas isolates deeper within the stone walls, his equipment picks up what the ear can’t… and his mind begins to unravel.

	The building isn't haunted in any traditional sense. It's alive in a way no one has documented. It doesn’t want to be heard—it wants to listen.

	Driven by obsession, Lucas peels back layers of forgotten rituals, repressed trauma, and the emotional frequencies left behind by those who once dwelled within. What he uncovers challenges the very foundation of sound, memory, and truth.

	In a place where silence isn't absence, but appetite, Lucas must confront the disturbing question:

	When the silence starts to speak—what part of you does it leave behind?

	 


Prologue: The Room With No Echo

	[image: Image]

	The first time I heard silence, I was twelve years old.

	Not the everyday kind. Not the hush of a bedroom at night or the dampened pause between breaths in a cathedral. This silence was different. It wasn’t quiet. It was absent. Not empty, but hollowed out—like something had scooped the sound from the world and left only the shape behind.

	It was late autumn, the kind of brittle chill that made your sleeves smell faintly like iron and firewood. My brother, Aaron, and I were staying with our grandfather while our parents sorted out what they called a “trial separation,” a phrase that sounded too clinical to contain the shouting that came before it.

	Grandfather owned the monastery then—Saint Lorne’s Retreat, though nobody called it that. Locals just said “the bones.” The nickname made sense. The place looked like a ribcage buried in a hill, all stone corridors and rusted hinges, the chapel steeple listing like a broken tooth.

	We weren’t supposed to explore the east wing. Most of it had been closed off after a fire years ago. But boys don’t obey well when silence is already screaming to be broken.

	That day, we ran from room to room with a stolen ring of keys, the metal cool against our palms. The floor tiles in the forbidden wing were soft with dust, each step leaving a ghost. The air smelled like mold and old incense, brittle and damp.

	There was one door—at the very end of the hall. Thick. Painted white, but the paint had blistered and peeled in places, like something underneath had tried to breathe.

	Aaron glanced at me, his blue hoodie too big for his frame, the sleeves swallowing his hands.

	“You first,” he whispered.

	I fit the key in. It turned with a mechanical sigh.

	The door opened onto a room that felt wrong.

	Everything inside had been padded. The walls, the floor, even the ceiling were covered in yellowing cloth that dulled every footfall. In the center stood a single wooden chair facing the far wall—empty, expectant.

	I stepped in, and the air changed. My ears popped. I snapped my fingers.

	Nothing.

	No echo. No return. Just the sound vanishing, like it had been swallowed whole.

	Aaron followed, hesitating at the threshold. His breath came out shaky, barely visible in the colder air.

	“Let’s scream,” I said, trying to sound braver than I felt. “See what happens.”

	He frowned.

	“You scared?”

	He shook his head, but his feet didn’t move.

	I stepped into the center, the cloth beneath my shoes sighing with age.

	“AAAAAAAAHH—”

	But the moment the sound left me, it was like it never had. My throat vibrated. My chest moved. But the air stayed dead. The sound didn’t bounce. Didn’t fade. It disappeared.

	I looked at Aaron.

	He was staring at me, wide-eyed. Then he took a breath.

	And screamed.

	Only it wasn’t a scream.

	I saw his mouth open. Saw his throat strain.

	But there was no sound.

	Not even the whisper of air.

	Then—another sound.

	From the wall.

	A low, animal moan. No source. No direction. Just presence.

	We ran.

	Outside the room, my ears rang like they’d been underwater. Aaron didn’t say anything. Not that night. Not the next.

	He didn’t speak again for seven days.

	I remember the sky was bruised with twilight when we left that wing. Grandfather never asked what we’d seen. Maybe he already knew.

	Now, twenty-four years later, I still can’t forget.

	The silence from that room followed me.

	I made a career of chasing sound—measuring it, recording it, understanding it. The irony doesn’t escape me. I built a life around frequencies and feedback loops, trying to decode what wasn’t there that day.

	Aaron and I grew apart. He blamed me, I think. Or maybe he didn’t blame anyone—just chose to forget. He joined the military. Later, he moved to Oregon. We haven’t spoken in five years.

	But I’ve been hearing something again.

	Not with my ears. Not quite.

	In empty hotel rooms. On long night drives. In the spaces between breaths.

	A whisper. Low and hungry.

	Stay quiet or feed it.

	I thought I imagined it. But then the letter came.

	Grandfather was dead.

	And he left me Saint Lorne’s Retreat.

	The house where silence ate sound.

	Where my brother screamed and was never heard.

	Where something opened its mouth—and waited.

	I unpacked the letter on my kitchen counter, the paper crinkling under my fingers. It smelled faintly of smoke. Or maybe that was just memory.

	Outside, the sky over San Rafael was a watery gray. A siren wailed in the distance, but I barely registered it.

	I ran my fingers along the grain of the letterhead. There, in small inked lines, the legal transfer was clear: The monastery was mine now.

	I didn’t want it.

	But I couldn’t not go.

	Some questions don’t leave you alone.

	They wait in the silence.

	And they listen.

	 


Chapter 1: Inheritance Static

	The envelope was thick—cream-colored and heavy in my hand, the kind of paper that held fingerprints too long. My name was written in slanted black ink that felt impossibly old, as if it had been penned decades ago and only now decided to arrive.

	It sat on the table for two days. I didn’t open it at first.

	Outside my apartment, the city exhaled its usual mechanical breath: sirens slicing through haze, horns bleeding frustration, the low hum of a transformer from the building across the alley. I listened to it all, headphones off, the way someone might listen for thunder beneath a clear sky.

	By the third morning, the envelope felt heavier, as though the air around it had thickened—like it knew I was trying to ignore it.

	I sliced it open with a pocketknife, careful not to tear. The paper inside was brittle, but unblemished. It bore the letterhead of a law office I didn’t recognize—Wexler & Lorne, Hillside County, Vermont.

	The letter read like a formality. My grandfather, Howard K. Barrett, deceased. A transfer of title. A property called Saint Lorne’s Retreat had passed to me as the sole beneficiary.

	I stared at the name for several minutes.

	Saint Lorne’s Retreat.

	The words had weight, like old bells rung underwater.

	I hadn’t thought of that place in years.

	I folded the letter slowly, running my thumb along the edge until it caught on a paper cut.

	Blood welled—thin, clean.

	I should’ve burned the letter right then.

	Instead, I pressed the wound to my shirt and went to find the tape recorder.

	The box was in the closet, behind years of gear I hadn’t touched—boom mics, wired headphones with frayed jacks, an old ribbon mic wrapped in velvet that still smelled faintly of stale air and copper.

	At the bottom: the reel-to-reel.

	It still held the scent of ozone and dust, like static trapped in cloth.

	I ran my fingers across the brushed metal casing, thumbed the play button. Nothing. The motor inside had long since died.

	But I stared at it longer than I meant to.

	The last time I’d seen this machine, I’d been standing in the back hallway of the retreat, gripping Aaron’s hand too tight, both of us listening to something we couldn’t explain.

	It was just an old room, I told myself for years.

	But part of me had always known: sound doesn’t behave that way unless something makes it.

	And some things don’t make sound at all.

	They take it.

	I shut the closet and didn’t sleep that night.

	***

	The plane to Vermont took off in thick fog. Through the window, the city below looked like veins of orange light beneath wax paper.

	By the time we landed, the clouds had parted into a sickly blue. I rented a car and drove north, the roads narrowing with every hour, until pavement gave way to gravel and gravel gave way to packed earth.

	The dirt path to Saint Lorne’s was exactly as I remembered—jagged stones jutting up like crooked teeth, branches brushing the roof of the car like whispered warnings.

	The monastery emerged from the fog like a memory refusing to stay buried.

	It was worse than I remembered.

	The front gates had rusted inward, locked in a permanent wince. The courtyard grass was brittle and tall, bones of summer long since dried. The bell tower leaned slightly to the left, as if in mourning.

	I stepped out of the car and inhaled.

	The air smelled like old rain and mildew, layered with something faintly metallic, like rusted breath.

	Inside, the foyer walls were streaked with soot. My boots echoed sharply on the tile—at least at first.

	Then I crossed an invisible threshold.

	The sound stopped.

	Not muted. Not dampened.

	Stopped.

	I froze, stepped back. Echo. Footstep. Squeak.

	Forward again.

	Nothing.

	Just like before.

	My fingers trembled as I reached for the key in my coat pocket.

	It’s not just the room, I realized. It’s spreading.

	***

	I wandered through the main hallway in a haze, brushing cobwebs from the corners of cracked doorframes, the air thick with dust and something more ancestral—something that felt like breath from the stone itself.

	My hand skimmed a spot on the wall where the paint had flaked away. The stone underneath was warm.

	A memory returned—me and Aaron, maybe eleven or twelve, pressing our palms to this exact wall, daring each other to knock.

	He hadn’t spoken for a week after that night.

	When he finally did, he just said one word.

	“Gone.”

	I never asked what he meant.

	Maybe I was afraid of what I already knew.

	The main study was intact, in its way. Dust lay thick across the books, their spines curled like dead leaves.

	I set my recorder on the long oak table and powered it on.

	The digital interface flickered to life, glowing blue in the gloom.

	“Testing ambient pickup. Room one. Saint Lorne’s Retreat. Lucas Barrett,” I said aloud, my voice cutting the stillness.

	I pressed record and held my breath.

	The display blinked, then steadied.

	At first, only the low hiss of static.

	Then—buried beneath—

	A whisper.

	Not a word. Not yet.

	Just breath.

	Drawn in. Held. Waiting.

	I stared at the waveform, frozen.

	Then I hit stop.

	For the first time in years, I wished Aaron were here.

	But he wouldn’t come back.

	Not after what we’d buried.

	Not after what we’d let out.

	***

	I moved through the monastery slowly, letting the soles of my boots test each tile before committing my weight. The air inside felt heavy in a way I hadn’t expected—not just stale, but loaded. Like every breath pulled something out of me instead of in.

	The chapel doors loomed at the far end of the corridor. Tall and bowed, their wooden frames buckled slightly at the middle like tired shoulders. I pushed them open with both hands.

	The hinges didn’t creak.

	That struck me harder than it should have.

	No creak. No scrape. No resistance. Just the strange, effortless swing of a door that had waited years without complaint.

	Inside, the light was dim, filtered through stained glass warped by time and moisture. Dust hung in the air like suspended ash. The scent was thick—mildew, burned wax, and something older beneath it all.

	The chapel was built in the round, a modest domed space with rows of pews spiraling toward a sunken altar. I remembered the shape, but not the proportions. Everything looked smaller now, like time had compressed it.

	I walked to the center and stopped.

	The acoustics were perfect. Too perfect.

	A room like this should have produced sharp echoes, reflections, reverb. But when I clapped my hands, the sound stopped two feet out—like hitting a pillow.

	I took the high-end recorder from my bag and set it on the stone railing of the altar. It was already powered on, the little green LED blinking steadily, awaiting command.

	“Test one. Central chapel, Saint Lorne’s. Lucas Barrett.”

	I hit record.

	And waited.

	I didn’t speak again.

	I wanted to hear what the place had to say without prompting.

	The room hummed with a presence I couldn’t define. Not quite sound, not quite silence. My skin prickled, like a storm was building under it.

	The recorder captured it all—layers of nothing, stacking on top of each other like invisible bricks.

	Five minutes.

	Ten.

	I let the machine run until the chill in the air crept into my bones. Then I pressed stop.

	I played the file back through my monitoring headphones.

	At first: ambient noise. Low-band static. The occasional pop of dust against the mic.

	But at timestamp 00:06:42—something shifted.

	It was subtle.

	A fluctuation.

	Then a breath.

	Drawn in—not by me.

	Followed by a whisper.

	Not in English.

	Not even a word, exactly. More like a hiss, stretched into shape.

	I listened again.

	This time I caught it.

	Stay quiet or feed it.

	I took the headphones off slowly and placed them on the altar.

	I didn’t move for a full minute.

	Outside the stained glass, the sky had deepened to a bruise-colored dusk. Somewhere in the woods, a bird called out—but the sound didn’t reach inside.

	The chapel held its own silence.

	And it wanted to keep it.

	***

	I wandered the edge of the room, letting my fingers trail along the wooden backs of pews. Each felt different—some warm, others cold, as if the room breathed unevenly.

	Near the rear, I found a small door I didn’t remember.

	It was narrower than the others, its handle rusted to green.

	I tried it.

	Locked.

	But as I turned away, something inside the door knocked.

	Once.

	Then nothing.

	No breeze. No vibration.

	Just that single, soft knock.

	I pressed my palm to the door.

	It felt warm.

	My breath caught in my throat.

	For a moment I wasn’t in the chapel.

	I was twelve again, barefoot on cold tile, holding Aaron’s sleeve while a door in the east wing breathed heat through my skin.

	He had looked up at me with wide eyes and mouthed a word I never told anyone.

	Gone.

	Back then I thought he meant the echo.

	Now I wasn’t sure.

	What else could a room take?

	I stayed in the chapel until night fully settled.

	The recorder was still warm in my hand, like it had retained something.

	As I left, I reached up and touched one of the stained glass panels.

	The lead lines were slick with condensation.

	Behind the colored glass, the sky was pitch.

	But I could still hear it—just at the edge of perception.

	A voice, looping in silence.

	Stay quiet or feed it.

	And this time, I wasn’t sure which I’d choose.

	 


Chapter 2: Echo Chamber

	The basement had no light switch.

	I stood at the top of the narrow stairwell, the beam from my headlamp shivering across stone steps that dropped into dark like a breath held too long. The air was colder here—sharper, almost metallic, like it had passed through machines before reaching my lungs.

	Dust rose with every step I took, motes catching in the beam like suspended ash. Each footfall felt wrong, like I wasn’t walking down but into.

	At the bottom, the corridor opened into a low-ceilinged room with rough stone walls and exposed beams that looked blackened by fire or time. The scent down here was stronger—burned wood, rust, something faintly sweet and rotting.

	My boots thudded softly as I crossed to the far wall, where shelves lined with old equipment waited under grime and spiderwebs. I recognized the shape before I touched it.

	The reel-to-reel recorder.

	Same model as the one I kept at home. Same dials, same switchblade tape arm, same empty reels. But this one looked untouched for decades.

	I reached out, brushed a film of dust from its front panel.

	It was warm.

	I pulled my hand back, heartbeat stuttering.

	It shouldn’t be warm.

	There were no outlets down here. No visible power source. The machine looked dead—but it felt alive.

	I hesitated, then reached for the reels, slowly fitting them in place, threading the magnetic tape through the guide rollers. The motions came back easily. Muscle memory from years of field recording.

	I crouched and pulled the battery-powered preamp from my bag. Attached the output cables. Switched everything on.

	The lights on the preamp flickered.

	The reels stayed still.

	I pressed record.

	For a moment, nothing.

	Then the left reel twitched.

	Once.

	Then again.

	And slowly, it began to spin.

	I leaned in.

	There was no sound in the room. Not even ambient noise from the walls. No hum, no settling of wood, no drip of moisture. Just that strange, wide silence.

	But the tape kept moving.

	After ten minutes, I pressed stop.

	The reels hissed to a halt, the tail of the tape flapping gently against the spool.

	I rewound.

	Hands trembling.

	Then hit play.

	At first—nothing.

	Not silence. Nothing.

	No hiss. No background.

	Dead air.

	Then: a click.

	Soft, mechanical.

	Followed by a long stretch of silence.

	And then, a voice.

	Faint.

	Low.

	Not mine.

	Not anyone I knew.

	It wasn’t speaking words. It was breathing in syllables. A kind of rhythm.

	And beneath it—static that pulsed, almost like a heartbeat.

	I pulled the headphones off and sat back on the floor.

	A single breath escaped me.

	The room around me didn’t change. But I had the uncanny sense that it had heard me.

	And it didn’t like being interrupted.

	I stayed seated for a long time, staring at the machine.

	Its face, blank and unblinking, stared back.

	I ran a finger over the tape, slowly dragging it across the playhead.

	Still warm.

	I pressed the palm of my hand flat against the stone wall beside me. It was colder than the machine, but not by much.

	Something down here was remembering.

	***

	When I was a teenager, I built my first field rig with Aaron.

	We camped for a weekend in the forest north of Ashfield, chasing wildlife calls at night. I’d taught him how to wind coils, how to set noise gates, how to wait.

	On the second night, we captured a fox scream so loud it distorted everything.

	He’d laughed when we played it back, saying it sounded like a woman being torn in half.

	I couldn’t laugh.

	That sound had made my blood go cold.

	Even then, I knew what a scream should sound like.

	And that one was too familiar.

	Too human.

	Now, in this basement, the memory felt different.

	What if the scream hadn’t distorted?

	What if it had been consumed?

	***

	I stood and stretched, joints popping in the heavy air.

	The dust here clung to the throat. I coughed, tried to breathe shallow.

	One corner of the room had a collapsed shelf. Beneath it, partially hidden in the rubble, was a small wooden box.

	I pulled it out carefully.

	Inside—reels.

	Six of them. Each labeled with smudged handwriting. Dates. Some legible. Some not.

	One read: April 9 – No Playback

	I set that one aside.

	Another was labeled in red pencil: Chapel — Test #4

	I held it in my hand and felt the weight settle in my chest.

	They’d been recording the silence for years.

	Testing it.

	Feeding it.

	I slid the reel into the deck and hit play.

	A long silence followed.

	Then static.

	Then something else.

	Not words.

	A low tone, like a throat clearing that never resolved. It vibrated inside my chest like a subsonic warning.

	The lights on the preamp flickered.

	Then something scraped.

	Not on the tape.

	Behind me.

	I turned too quickly and hit my shoulder on the shelf.

	Nothing was there.

	But the dust on the floor had shifted.

	There were drag marks, half-circles like something had pivoted.

	I pressed stop.

	The room held still.

	But I could hear it now.

	Not sound exactly.

	Something beneath sound.

	Like pressure.

	Like listening too hard.

	I backed toward the stairs, leaving the recorder behind.

	It was still spinning.

	And I didn’t want to know what it would capture next.

	***

	It was almost midnight when I made it back up from the basement. My legs felt hollow—the kind of fatigue that doesn’t come from effort but from proximity, like something in that room had leached energy from me one breath at a time.

	The halls above were darker than before. My flashlight caught dust drifting sideways through still air. Outside, the wind had picked up, tapping branches against the stained glass windows of the chapel like hesitant fingers.

	I told myself I’d lock the basement door and go to bed.

	But instead, I found myself walking the corridor in silence, dragging my fingertips along the cool stone as if mapping the bones of a body I’d once known.

	I stopped by the old reading room, just past the stairwell. I remembered it from childhood—how Grandfather used to sit with his pipe by the fireplace, reading until the sky turned black and the walls turned blue with moonlight.

	Now the hearth was choked with ash. The armchairs were draped in dusty cloths, their forms slumped like sleeping figures.

	I took out the recorder again.

	Set it on the mantle.

	Pressed record.

	Then I sat.

	And I waited.

	The silence here felt different than in the basement. Not as heavy, but watchful—like it was holding its breath, waiting to see what I would do next.

	I stayed that way for a long time, listening.

	No wind inside. No ticking clock. No creaking boards.

	Even my own breath felt like an intrusion.

	What am I trying to prove?

	The question wasn’t new. I’d asked myself that before—during long studio nights, during sleepless hotel layovers with headphones clamped to my ears, listening for frequencies no one else cared about.

	But tonight, the question carried weight.

	Because I wasn’t just here to record.

	I was here to remember.

	To go back to the place where Aaron had screamed and no one had heard him.

	Where I had lied and said I didn’t hear anything either.

	I did hear it.

	Even now, I could still feel the shape of that silence in my teeth, in the bones behind my ears.

	The way it collapsed over us, thick and hungry.

	The way it never let go.

	I pressed stop.

	Checked the display.

	Twelve minutes of recorded silence.

	I listened.

	The room crackled faintly in the headphones. At first, nothing out of the ordinary.

	Then: movement.

	Not loud. Not clear.

	A soft shift of fabric.

	As if someone were uncrossing their legs slowly in one of the chairs behind me.

	I didn’t turn.

	I just sat, listening.

	A breath.

	Low. Barely audible.

	Then silence again.

	And finally—so faint I almost missed it—words.

	Not full words, but syllables stitched together like broken teeth.

	“Don’t let it sleep.”

	I paused the tape.

	Sat in the dark.

	And listened to my heart slowing down.

	Then I turned, scanning the cloth-covered chairs.

	No impression in the cushions. No dust disturbed.

	And yet I felt it—presence.

	Not a ghost.

	Not a haunting.

	Something more deliberate.

	More mechanical.

	As if the house had been recording me too.

	***

	I packed the recorder in my bag and left the reading room.

	Back in the hallway, I paused at the window. The moon was high now, flattened by fog. The hills outside were shapeless and still.

	My fingers brushed the windowsill, where the dust was thinner.

	Smudged.

	Something had touched this before me.

	Maybe earlier tonight.

	Maybe recently.

	I leaned in and placed my forehead against the cold glass.

	For one quiet moment, I did nothing.

	No movement. No thoughts.

	Just stillness.

	The kind that comes before something breaks.

	And in that stillness, I remembered Aaron’s face—pale, wet with sweat, mouth open and trembling after that scream he could never prove he made.

	He hadn’t spoken for days.

	Not because he was scared.

	Because the sound had taken something from him.

	And maybe, he’d never gotten it back.

	Maybe none of us had.

	The hallway behind me clicked.

	Not loudly.

	Just one of the doors, shifting on its hinges.

	I turned and looked.

	Nothing moved.

	But I knew the sound hadn’t come from the building.

	It had come from the recorder.

	The one still in my bag.

	I didn’t take it out again.

	Not yet.

	Instead, I whispered into the dark.

	“What are you feeding on?”

	The silence that answered was immediate.

	And absolute.

	Not absence.

	Not quiet.

	A presence of silence.

	And for the first time in years, I felt like I wasn’t alone in my own skin.

	Like something had nested just behind my hearing.

	And it was listening.

	Patiently.

	Hungrily.

	 


Chapter 3: Not Haunted

	Rain came sometime before dawn, soft at first, like a hand brushing the glass. I heard it before I saw it—gentle tapping that broke the stillness of the room I had claimed for sleep but never used.

	I was already awake.

	I hadn’t slept.

	The sheets were untouched. I’d sat in the armchair by the far window all night, watching the shape of the monastery change with each flicker of moonlight and shadow.

	Now, with morning creeping in beneath a gray, bleeding sky, I felt the walls loosen just slightly—like a breath had been held all night and was finally exhaled.

	I took a long sip from the thermos I’d brought—cold now, bitter. The taste of burnt coffee clung to the roof of my mouth like regret.

	I opened my notebook.

	Test Log, 04:12 a.m.

	—Captured layered silence again.

	—Unstable harmonics during playback.

	—Unidentified breath patterns.

	—Possible phonetic syllables: Don’t let it sleep.

	—Basement tape still unreadable in full. Playback quality drops at intervals.

	—Something else: sound presence without source. Not echo. Pressure?

	I paused.

	Then added:

	—Silence behaves as entity.

	I stared at that line for a long time.

	Then underlined it twice.

	***

	I found the map behind the chapel organ, folded tight inside the base of an old hymnal stand. The pages were stiff and brown, the edges worn to a brittle fringe.

	The handwriting was meticulous, small and exacting. Black ink, faded to charcoal.

	Each floor was outlined with precise labels: Cloisters, Dormitories, Nave, Belfry, Archives.

	And then one section—shaded gray, unlike the rest.

	No title.

	Just a symbol. A circle intersected by three lines.

	Beneath it:

	Chamber of Containment.

	A shiver moved through my arms before I understood what I was looking at.

	The hallway on the far east wing—sealed, rotted, long abandoned.

	The room.

	Our room.

	I traced my finger along the corridor toward the symbol.

	At the base of the hallway was a Latin phrase, inked faint but deliberate:

	Non ignoscit sono.

	I said it aloud.

	“Non ignoscit sono.”

	My Latin was rusted, but I remembered enough.

	It does not forgive noise.

	The page felt heavier in my hands.

	I could smell the organ’s old pipes—brass turned sour with time, dust and wood glue and something faintly burnt.

	I folded the map and slid it into my back pocket.

	The sound of rain thickened against the chapel’s windows.

	And for a moment, I wondered if the walls could hear me.

	If they remembered me.

	***

	The east wing hallway hadn’t changed.

	Even now, two decades later, it still reeked of mold and ash and something damply chemical.

	The air was colder here. Dense.

	Like walking into a sealed vault.

	My boots echoed less with every step.

	And then stopped echoing altogether.

	A soundless zone.

	Same as I remembered.

	I reached the final door.

	The one Aaron and I had opened.

	The paint was flaked entirely now. Only the wooden grain remained, warped by moisture and heat.

	I ran my hand over the surface.

	It trembled slightly under my touch.

	Not like something weak.

	Like something alive.

	A low vibration thrummed behind it, barely perceptible—too low for human ears but present enough to feel in the teeth.

	I pressed my ear against the door.

	Nothing.

	Then:

	A hum.

	Long. Steady.

	As if the silence on the other side had a pulse.

	The first time Aaron and I stood here, he was the one who paused.

	He didn’t want to go in.

	I’d mocked him, called him chicken, pushed the door open without waiting.

	But when I turned back to tease him—he had already crossed the threshold.

	His face was blank. Not fear. Not defiance.

	Just a strange stillness.

	Like something was listening through him.

	I remembered his voice afterward. Not the week of silence, but the day he finally spoke again.

	He’d whispered something while lying in bed, the covers drawn up to his chin like a child.

	“Don’t make it hungry.”

	At the time, I thought he meant Grandfather.

	Now I knew better.

	I stepped back from the door.

	The map said this wasn’t just a room.

	It was a container.

	A chamber designed to hold.

	Which meant something had been placed there.

	Or born there.

	And the monks—whoever they were—had tried to keep it quiet.

	Not by locking it away.

	But by feeding it silence.

	A different kind of prison.

	One where sound was the currency.

	And the cost.

	I turned away, my fingers still tingling from the hum.

	I didn’t open the door.

	Not yet.

	Not alone.

	But something behind it knew I was there.

	And I had a feeling it had never stopped listening.

	***

	I didn’t return to the east wing right away.

	Instead, I went back to the main hall and sat with the reel-to-reel. The rain had stopped by then, leaving the windows streaked and fogged, blurred as if the outside world no longer mattered. A cold draft moved through the upper levels of the monastery, moaning gently down stairwells like breath threading through a collapsed lung.

	I adjusted the reels with steady hands. Not calm—just practiced. That familiar rhythm helped: spin, tighten, thread, align. I had done it thousands of times.

	But never in a place like this.

	I took one of the old tapes from the wooden box I’d retrieved from the basement—Chapel – Test #4—and locked it into place.

	Then I sat.

	I didn’t press play.

	Not yet.

	Instead, I just listened to the room.

	The creak of my chair. The low hum of the wind outside. The distant rattle of a loose window latch tapping somewhere in the west corridor.

	Then I pressed play.

	And the monastery went quiet.

	Not silent—quiet.

	There’s a difference.

	Silence is empty.

	Quiet is listening.

	The tape hissed gently. A long swell of nothing, like fog rolling across a frozen lake.

	Then the voice came.

	At first, only breath.

	Then syllables, broken and staggered, like they were being dragged across gravel.

	“Frr… qui… et… ta…”

	A pause.

	Then again.

	“Fri… quie… ta… men… tum…”

	I leaned closer.

	Latin. The same root from the map. Quietus. To quiet.

	But this wasn’t instruction.

	It was pleading.

	The voice was asking for stillness, the way someone might beg for mercy.

	Then the breath hitched.

	A second voice, deeper, lower, moved beneath it.

	No words. Just weight.

	A slow, rhythmic pulse that echoed faintly through the speakers.

	My hands hovered near the volume knob but didn’t touch it.

	The deeper voice wasn’t sound.

	It was structure.

	A foundational pressure—like the silence had its own architecture, and I had just stepped into its core.

	I pressed stop.

	The room didn’t return to normal.

	It held its breath, even after the tape fell still.

	The silence lingered.

	Like it hadn’t finished saying what it meant to.

	I stood, legs stiff, and walked to the center of the chapel again.

	The air here always felt colder, like it never held sun.

	I placed the microphone in the middle of the room, right beneath the dome.

	This time I used a different setup: omnidirectional pickup, unfiltered, raw gain.

	I wanted the whole room.

	I hit record.

	No voice.

	No whisper.

	But the waveform began to flutter.

	The recorder saw something I couldn’t hear.

	I closed my eyes.

	Tried to match my breath to the stillness.

	What are you hiding?

	Then—there, just past the edge of perception—was a sound.

	Soft. Repetitive.

	I didn’t open my eyes.

	I knew where it was coming from.

	The sealed door in the east wing.

	The one that hummed.

	The one that called.

	It was making noise now.

	But only on tape.

	Not in the room.

	I stopped the recording and rewound.

	Played it back.

	There, at minute two, second seventeen:

	A sound like knuckles brushing wood.

	Followed by something fainter.

	A word.

	Whispered, but distinct.

	“Lucas.”

	I let the word echo inside me, small and sharp as a pin dropped into still water.

	Not my imagination.

	Not interference.

	The voice had form. Familiar.

	It wasn’t Grandfather.

	It wasn’t a stranger.

	It was Aaron.

	I backed away from the recorder, knees nearly buckling as I sat hard in one of the rear pews.

	I didn’t move.

	Didn’t breathe deeply.

	I let the weight of it sit in my chest like a stone.

	Aaron hadn’t spoken to me in years. Not since the last fight. Not since I’d tried to tell him what I remembered about the room.

	He hadn’t wanted to hear it. Said I was still chasing ghosts.

	But now, in this dead chapel, on this strange tape—he’d spoken.

	Or something wearing his voice had.

	I didn’t know which terrified me more.

	The idea that my brother was reaching out.

	Or the possibility that the house had kept a piece of him.

	***

	I left the chapel, the recorder still running.

	Down the hallway, the walls vibrated faintly with returning wind.

	I didn’t stop at the east wing.

	Not yet.

	Instead, I went to the office behind the apse, where Grandfather used to keep the ledgers.

	The door creaked open.

	Inside, the air was stale and sour—paper rot, leather, and time.

	The desk drawer stuck at first. Then gave with a thud.

	Inside: his journals.

	Dozens of them.

	Most were blank.

	But one near the back—bound in darker leather, edges brittle—had writing.

	Page after page of it.

	I flipped until I found the drawings.

	Circles. Symbols. Acoustic diagrams.

	And notes in the margins:

	—No speaking near the threshold.

	—Reinforce the cloth.

	—Silence must be sustained daily.

	—If it wakes, it will listen.

	—If it listens long enough, it will speak back.

	I stopped reading.

	Closed the book.

	And sat very still.

	The silence returned.

	But this time, I didn’t try to fill it.

	I let it settle over me.

	And in that stillness, I realized:

	This place was never meant to be abandoned.

	It had been fed.

	Sound was not something lost here.

	It was something eaten.

	And now, I had brought microphones.

	Tape.

	And questions.

	I had given it everything it needed.

	A reason to wake.

	 


Chapter 4: The Bell That Never Rang

	The wind changed around noon.

	I heard it first as a subtle shift in tone—less like a breeze, more like breath across a mouthpiece. A low flute of air whistled past cracked mortar and crumbling eaves. The monastery moaned in reply, long and hollow.

	I stood beneath the central stairwell, eyes fixed upward at the shaft of dim light trickling down from the bell tower above. Dust spiraled lazily in its beam like sediment in water.

	For the first time since I arrived, I felt the need to go up.

	Not down.

	Not inward.

	Up.

	The stairs were narrow, spiraling tightly around a central pillar of cold stone. Each step creaked underfoot, not with protest, but with familiarity—like the building recognized me.

	Halfway up, the air changed.

	It was thinner, dry as paper. The scent of old metal and bird droppings mingled with something more elusive—ozone, like the moment before lightning strikes.

	The final landing was blocked by a warped wooden hatch. I pushed against it slowly, shoulder braced, breath held.

	It groaned open.

	The bell chamber had no bell.

	Only the frame remained—black iron ribs suspended in empty air, as if the bell had been removed or taken.

	Or perhaps it had never existed at all.

	The chamber was circular, wrapped in warped wooden planks. Light entered through tall slits in the stone, painting the floor in streaks of silver and blue.

	But there was something else.

	Scorch marks.

	Blackened streaks ran across the beams and up the walls like the aftermath of a fire that hadn’t burned anything visible.

	I crouched and ran my fingers across the floor.

	Ash.

	Thin. Powdery.

	Swept into lines. Not random.

	Deliberate.

	Marks that had been drawn, then erased.

	Symbols, maybe. Rituals. I couldn’t be sure.

	What disturbed me more were the holes—small, almost imperceptible—drilled into the wooden supports at precise intervals.

	A sound lattice.

	I recognized the pattern.

	I’d studied similar structures in university—acoustic dampening arrays. Configurations designed to absorb resonance.

	Only this one wasn’t absorbing sound.

	It was containing something.

	I took out my recorder and set it on the ledge.

	Pressed record.

	Let the silence stretch.

	The wind passed through again, different this time.

	Sharper.

	A harmonic dissonance hovered just beneath the natural soundscape.

	Not quite a frequency.

	More like a feeling.

	The sense that something below had risen close—and the tower, like a throat, was channeling its voice.

	I closed my eyes and let the recorder run.

	This place doesn’t mourn its silence.

	It weaponizes it.

	***

	When I was fifteen, I spent a summer alone in the attic of our family’s rented house in Maine. My parents were fighting every night. Aaron stayed with cousins. I was too proud to leave.

	So I stayed in the attic, surrounded by boxes and heat and insulation dust, trying to build my first field kit.

	But what I remember most was the silence.

	Not peace.

	Emptiness.

	The kind that grew louder the longer you ignored it.

	I used to pretend I could record the silence there, catalog it like a species.

	Now I know silence isn’t passive.

	It collects.

	It compacts.

	And eventually—it presses back.

	***

	I pressed stop and pocketed the recorder.

	Outside, the sky was turning.

	Not darker.

	Just flatter.

	Like someone had turned down the contrast.

	The wind fell away completely, and for one suspended second, everything stilled.

	No creak.

	No whisper.

	No sound of breath in my chest.

	Just blankness.

	I looked to the far side of the tower where a narrow window slit faced east—toward the sealed wing.

	And I saw it.

	A shadow.

	Not cast.

	Rising.

	Like heat from stone, but colder.

	Denser.

	It moved with intention, spreading upward through the far wall.

	Then it stopped.

	Waited.

	As if it had heard me think its name.

	I backed away slowly.

	Step by step.

	Down the stairwell.

	Back into the main shaft of the building.

	And still, I felt it above me.

	Watching.

	Not haunting.

	Measuring.

	The monastery didn’t want me gone.

	It wanted me quiet.

	So it could keep listening.

	And learning.

	Until it knew enough to speak.

	***

	I knew he was here before I heard the footsteps.

	The monastery had grown too still—like the walls were holding their breath for a reason I hadn't yet been told. When the boards creaked at the front threshold, the sound was unnaturally sharp, carving clean through the dense silence like glass breaking underwater.

	I stayed in the hallway near the old library, one hand braced against the cold stone, and waited.

	The footsteps paused.

	Then a voice, quieter than I remembered but still unmistakable.

	"Lucas?"

	I turned slowly, afraid of what the silence might do to him.

	Aaron stood in the entrance, shoulders soaked from rain, his old green military field jacket clinging to his frame like it still belonged to a boy who had never come back from that summer. His hair was longer than I remembered. His eyes, darker.

	"You came," I said, the words thinner than I intended.

	He stepped further in, shutting the heavy door behind him. The sound echoed too long—too precisely—as though the building was savoring it.

	"I didn't know if I should," he said, his gaze drifting to the warped ceiling beams, the mold-dark corners. "But I started hearing things again. Something... felt unfinished."

	I nodded slowly.

	"You remembered the room."

	His jaw clenched. "I never forgot."

	We stood there in that wide, quiet corridor, surrounded by walls that absorbed every breath like hunger.

	He looked at me for the first time.

	"Did you open it?"

	I shook my head.

	"No. But it knows I’m here."

	He exhaled sharply.

	"You shouldn’t have come back."

	***

	We sat in the old reading room, across from each other. The dust hadn’t settled since I last disturbed it. Aaron dragged his sleeve across the tabletop, revealing the wood beneath like an excavation.

	I slid the recorder between us and hit play.

	The sound emerged: a long, looping fragment from the chapel—the whisper of something moving, the barest syllables.

	Then, softly—Lucas.

	Aaron didn’t flinch.

	Instead, he closed his eyes.

	"That wasn’t you?"

	I shook my head.

	He opened his eyes again, and there was a tiredness behind them I hadn’t seen since we were kids.

	"I dreamt I was inside the walls," he said quietly. "Not crawling. Not trapped. Just… stretched. Like my skin was soundproofing."

	I leaned forward, elbows on the table.

	"You said something once. After that night. You whispered it in your sleep. I remembered it just now."

	He didn’t speak.

	"You said: Don’t make it hungry."

	His lips parted. Then closed.

	He looked down at his hands.

	"I didn’t say that," he murmured. "Not really. That was after. That was when I was still half in it."

	"In what?"

	His voice was quieter now.

	"The room."

	Lightning cracked far off in the hills, followed by a slow, reluctant rumble. The walls of the monastery seemed to shudder inward, like they resented the interruption.

	Aaron rubbed his forehead.

	"They didn’t build this place for prayer," he said. "Or solitude. The monks weren’t ascetics. They were containment specialists. Sound engineers in cassocks."

	"You’ve been researching."

	"I had to. After what happened. I had dreams, but they weren’t mine. And when I tried to forget, the dreams changed."

	He looked at me then.

	"They started talking in your voice."

	I swallowed hard.

	"What is it, Aaron? What’s behind that door?"

	He looked toward the east hallway.

	"I don’t know what it is," he said. "But I know what it wants."

	"And what’s that?"

	"Silence."

	He leaned forward.

	"Real silence. Not absence of noise. The death of sound."

	The room felt colder, suddenly.

	He went on.

	"The monks built the containment chamber with a reverence they didn’t admit. They weren’t holding it prisoner. They were worshipping it. Feeding it. Letting it grow."

	I felt a pulse behind my eyes.

	"Grow into what?"

	Aaron’s mouth moved. Then stopped.

	"I don’t think it wants form. I think it wants reach."

	He looked around the room, as if seeing its shape differently.

	"That’s why it reacts to recorders. Why it speaks through playback. It doesn’t need to be loud. It needs to be everywhere."
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