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About
the Author
    
  



  

    

      
Rowan
Graves is a horror storyteller specializing in dark, atmospheric
narratives that linger long after the final page. His work explores
psychological dread, quiet tension, and the unsettling edges of
everyday life, where the ordinary can turn quietly terrifying.
    
  



  

    

      
Drawing
inspiration from real-world systems, human behavior, and the
unknown
spaces between truth and perception, Rowan Graves crafts stories
that
blur the line between reality and something far more
disturbing.
    
  



  

    

      
If
you enjoy horror that builds slowly, stays with you, and refuses to
resolve easily, his work is designed for exactly that.
    
  



  

    

      
You
can find more from Rowan Graves here:
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https://www.amazon.com/author/amulya
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Some
horror novels frighten you with what they show you. 
  

    
The
Quiet Ones 
  
  
frightens you with
what it withholds.



 








  
Set in
the grey November streets of Copenhagen, this novel follows
Detective
Inspector Prasong as she investigates not a murder — but something
quieter and more corrosive: a welfare complaint that was heard, and
deliberately not listened to. A woman is dead. The institutions
that
were meant to protect her failed her with paperwork and polite
procedure. And the man who harmed her is still at work.



 








  
Read
this book if you believe that the most disturbing horror is not the
monster in the dark — it is the system in the light, functioning
exactly as designed, producing exactly the wrong result. Read it if
you have ever sat in a room where the correct procedure was
followed
and the right thing was not done. Read it if you want fiction that
takes seriously the weight of a twelve-minute interview, a missing
transcript, a letter of notification, a glass of water left
half-full
on a bedside table by someone who expected to wake up.



 








  
Rowan
Graves writes horror as social anatomy. He does not reach for
shock.
He reaches for precision — the precision of a woman pressing hard
with her pen as she writes a complaint she knows may be dismissed,
who writes anyway, and writes: 
  

    
I
was not confused.
  



 








  
This
novel is for readers who are willing to sit with discomfort that
does
not resolve. For readers who know that not every injustice arrives
with a crescendo. For readers who understand that the quietest
things
are sometimes the ones that stay with you longest.



 








  

    
The
Quiet Ones 
  
  
will not let you
look away. Not because it forces you — but because Prasong won’t
look away either, and by the time you understand why, neither will
you.
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This
book began with a question I could not stop asking: what happens to
a
complaint that is received, reviewed, and closed — correctly, by
all procedural measures — when the procedure itself is the
problem?



 








  
The
horror I am drawn to is not the horror of the unknown. It is the
horror of the thoroughly documented. The form submitted. The
interview conducted. The letter sent. The file archived. The matter
considered closed.



 








  
Amina
Hassan Warsame is a fictional character. The systems she moves
through are not. The Church of Denmark Diaconal Services does not
appear in this novel as a named or identifiable institution; the
programme I have drawn here is a composite, a type rather than a
specific entity. But the mechanisms — the power differential
between a welfare programme supervisor and a vulnerable
participant,
the twelve-minute interview, the managed review, the transferred
complainant, the archived file — these are not inventions. They are
patterns. Patterns that have appeared, in documented cases, in
welfare and support systems across many countries and many
decades.



 








  
I am
not a Scandinavian writer. I am a horror writer who found, in the
particular texture of Nordic institutional life — its genuine care,
its procedural rigour, its deep investment in doing things
correctly
— the precise conditions for the horror I wanted to explore.
Because the most unsettling thing about a system with good values
is
what happens when those values and that procedure produce an
outcome
that is, by every measure, wrong.



 








  
Detective
Inspector Prasong — Thai by origin, Danish by choice, precise by
temperament — arrived fully formed on the first page and did not
change substantially in the writing of this book. She is not a
vehicle for resolution. She is a vehicle for attention. In a novel
about what happens when no one reads what someone has written,
Prasong reads.



 








  
That,
in the end, is what this book is: a record of someone reading
carefully. I hope you will too.



 







— 

  
Rowan
  Graves
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On
Quiet Horror, Institutional Dread, and the Art of the Slow Burn
    
  



 








  
Horror
is a genre about what we fear. Not all of those fears involve
teeth.



 








  
There
is a long tradition within horror of the slow, accumulating dread —
the kind that does not announce itself with a jump scare but
settles
into the reader like cold water, rising incrementally, until you
realize you are standing in something very deep and cannot remember
when it began. Shirley Jackson understood this. Patricia Highsmith
understood this. So does Rowan Graves.



 








  
What
makes 
  

    
The Quiet Ones 
  
  
unusual
— and unusually disturbing — is that its horror is institutional
rather than supernatural. The monster in this novel wears a good
coat
and a grey suit jacket and extends his hand with the ease of
someone
accustomed to rooms where his authority is assumed. He is not a
demon. He is a programme supervisor. He is worse for that.



 








  
The
novel operates on a single, unspoken question: what is the cost of
a
system that functions exactly as it was designed to function, and
produces an outcome that is, by any human measure, wrong?
Copenhagen
is rendered here not as a postcard but as an ecosystem: its canals,
its grey November light, its cycling infrastructure, its housing
blocks, its reliable grid of streets are all part of a city that
believes in doing things correctly. The horror of the novel is that
correctness is not enough.



 








  
Prasong
is a protagonist built for this material. She is Thai-born,
Copenhagen-trained, and she carries in her the specific double
vision
of someone who has learned to read a culture from the outside and
now
reads it from within. She notices things. She notices the fourth
bicycle, unchained and listing. She notices the quality of a pause
on
a telephone line. She notices the difference between a
twelve-minute
interview and a forty-minute one. Her noticing is the engine of the
novel — and it is, quietly, a form of tribute to Amina Hassan
Warsame, who noticed things too, and wrote them down, pressing hard
on the page.



 








  
The
chapters that follow are built around a central absence: the
transcript of a twelve-minute interview that does not exist in the
file. What was said in those twelve minutes? The novel does not
tell
you. It shows you, instead, the shape of what surrounds that
absence
— the people who conducted the interview, the man it protected, the
woman it silenced, the friend who refused to let it remain a closed
matter, and the detective who, eleven years later, reads every word
that was preserved and thinks carefully about everything that was
not.



 








  
This is
a novel about what happens when we say we will look, and then look
carefully at the wrong thing. It is about the distance between
procedure and justice. And it is about a phrase written in a formal
complaint, on a March afternoon in 2013, by a woman who had learned
that precision was a form of protection: 
  

    
I
was not confused.
  



 








  
She was
not. And neither, by the final page of 
  

    
The
Quiet Ones
  
  
, will you be.
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Valby,
First Light
    
  



 








  

    

      
The
body had already been taken by the time Prasong arrived. This was
usual. The flat was on the third floor of a building on Valby
Langgade, a 1970s block with exterior stairwells and a bicycle rack
below that held three bicycles chained and a fourth unchained and
listing. She noted the bicycles without knowing why. Habit,
possibly.
The specific quality of noticing that had become so automatic it no
longer felt like noticing.
    
  



 








  

    

      
The
door was open. A uniformed officer stood in the hallway speaking
with
an elderly man in a grey cardigan, and both of them looked up when
Prasong came in. The officer nodded. The elderly man looked at her
with the particular expression she recognised: the polite
recalibration of someone who had expected, without knowing they
expected it, someone different.
    
  



 








  

    

      
She
showed her identification. Detective Inspector Prasong, Bellahøj.
She would need a few minutes in the flat.
    
  



 








  

    

      
The
flat was clean.
    
  



 








  

    

      
This
was the first thing she registered, and she registered it with the
attention it deserved. She had been in many flats that belonged to
people who had spent years in transitional housing, in the lower
tiers of the refugee support system, in the particular limbo
between
arrival and settlement. Those flats had a quality of impermanence
that became permanent: furniture that did not quite fit, objects
that
had survived multiple moves and been arranged without investment in
the arrangement, the low-level disorder of a life that had not been
allowed to settle. This flat was different. Everything in it had
been
placed deliberately. The single chair facing the window. The table
with its two chairs, one of which was clearly never used. The
kitchen
clean enough to suggest cleaning was a practice rather than an
occasion.
    
  



 








  

    

      
She
moved through the rooms. Bedroom: a single bed with a green
coverlet,
folded and tucked with precision. A wardrobe. A side table with a
glass of water, still half-full. A small wooden shelf holding
perhaps
twenty books, paperbacks in Danish and Somali and what she thought
was Arabic. She looked at the titles without touching them. She was
not looking for anything specific. She was learning the flat before
she could know what she was looking for.
    
  



 








  

    

      
Under
the bed: a cardboard box, the kind used for file storage, with a
lid.
She crouched and looked at it without opening it. The lid was not
sealed. On the side of the box, in a careful hand:
documents/dokumentør. She would need the building manager’s
consent or a formal order to open it. She noted it.
    
  















