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ACT I— THE HAUNTING OF THE THREE , Chapter 1 — The Cry at Night
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George had not returned to the village in twenty-three years.

He had grown older elsewhere.

His hair had thinned. His shoulders had curved inward slightly. His hands, once steady and decisive, now trembled faintly when holding a cup too long.

Time had softened his face.

It had not softened his memory.

He lived in a narrow house at the edge of a distant town, where no one knew the name Anna.

No one knew the oak.

No one knew the chain.

He preferred it that way.

Silence had been his survival.

And for years, silence had held.

Until the night the crying began.

It started softly.

So soft he thought at first it was part of a dream.

A thin sound.

High.

Fragile.

Somewhere between wind and breath.

George shifted in bed, eyes closed, hoping the sound would dissolve into sleep.

It did not.

The cry came again.

Clearer this time.

A baby’s cry.

Short.

Interrupted.

As if struggling for air.

George’s eyes opened slowly.

The room was dark.

His wife slept beside him, her breathing even and undisturbed.

He held his own breath to listen.

Silence.

Then—

The cry again.

From beneath him.

From under the bed.

George sat upright immediately.

The mattress creaked.

The cry stopped.

He remained still, listening.

Nothing.

Only the quiet ticking of cooling wood in the house.

He told himself it was memory.

He told himself old men sometimes dream things they regret.

He lay back down slowly.

Closed his eyes.

The crying returned.

Louder.

This time not from beneath the bed.

From the wall behind him.

Thin wood between him and the darkness outside.

The cry pressed against the boards like something trapped inside them.

George’s chest tightened.

He reached for the lamp beside him and struck a match.

The flame flickered weakly before settling.

Light filled the room.

The crying ceased instantly.

Complete silence.

He stood.

Walked to the wall.

Pressed his ear against it.

Nothing.

No child.

No wind.

No sound of anything living.

His wife stirred faintly.

“George?” she murmured.

He forced calm into his voice.

“Just wind.”

There was no wind.

He returned to bed but did not extinguish the lamp.

Light remained between him and darkness.

He did not sleep.

Hours passed.

The house remained quiet.

Near dawn, exhaustion overtook fear.

His eyes closed briefly.

And in that thin space between waking and sleep—

He felt something brush the underside of the mattress.

Not movement.

Pressure.

As if weight had settled beneath the bed.

His eyes snapped open again.

Lamp still burning.

Room unchanged.

But the air felt different.

Heavy.

Like soil packed too tightly.

He did not look under the bed.

He did not dare confirm.

He waited for morning.

When sunlight finally entered through the window, the room looked ordinary again.

The fear thinned.

George told himself it had been imagination.

Grief.

Age.

Memory clawing at a mind that would not forget.

He rose.

Dressed.

Went about his morning quietly.

But as he stepped toward the front door to leave for work, he heard it again.

Not a cry this time.

A sound more familiar.

Metal.

Dragging.

Slow.

Across wood.

Behind him.

From inside the house.

George froze.

The sound was unmistakable.

Iron pulled across floorboards.

He turned slowly.

The hallway stood empty.

Light filled it fully.

Nothing moved.

He stepped forward cautiously.

The sound came again.

From the bedroom.

From beneath the bed.

Long.

Slow.

Deliberate.

He swallowed.

Walked back into the room.

Kneeling felt impossible.

But he forced himself.

He lowered to one knee and bent slowly.

The space beneath the bed was shadowed.

Dust.

Nothing else.

No child.

No chain.

No movement.

He leaned closer.

And in that shadowed space—

He smelled it.

Iron.

Old iron.

Not fresh metal.

Not rust from a tool.

Something older.

Something buried once.

The smell vanished quickly.

As if it had never been there.

He stood too fast and struck his head lightly against the bedframe.

Pain steadied him.

Pain was real.

That helped.

He straightened and stepped back.

The house was silent.

Ordinary.

Sunlight warmed the floorboards.

His wife called from the kitchen, unaware.

“Breakfast is ready.”

George forced himself to move.

To sit.

To eat.

But the sound did not leave him.

It waited.

That night, he did not light the lamp.

He told himself fear grows when fed.

He lay still in darkness.

Listening.

The crying came sooner.

Clearer.

Not from beneath him.

From inside him.

A thin infant wail echoing inside his chest.

He pressed his hands over his ears.

It did not matter.

The sound did not come from air.

It came from memory.

Then—

The bed dipped slightly.

Just slightly.

As if someone had sat down beside him.

His wife did not stir.

The crying stopped.

The metallic scrape began again.

From the floor.

From the wall.

From the ceiling beams above.

Surrounding.

Not loud.

Measured.

Deliberate.

As if something were circling the room.

George’s breathing quickened.

He did not move.

He did not speak.

The scrape stopped directly above his head.

Silence.

Then—

A single soft whisper.

Not loud.

Not angry.

Calm.

“You left.”

The words were not shouted.

They were spoken close.

Too close.

George’s eyes filled with sudden tears.

He did not scream.

He did not run.

He lay there in darkness, heart pounding violently against ribs that suddenly felt too tight.

“You left,” the voice repeated.

Not accusation.

Statement.

The bed pressed down again.

He felt the weight clearly now.

Beside him.

Cold.

The crying returned briefly.

Then stopped.

The scrape of iron moved toward the door.

Slow.

Measured.

And faded.

The room returned to silence.

George did not sleep at all that night.

When morning came, he looked older than the day before.

His wife noticed.

“You are pale,” she said.

He nodded.

“Just a dream.”

But it was not a dream.

Because when he walked into the bedroom after breakfast—

There were faint marks on the wooden floorboards beside the bed.

Thin.

Parallel.

As if something narrow and heavy had been dragged slowly across the wood.

He stared at them.

His hands began to shake again.

The seal had broken.

He felt it now.

Not intellectually.

Physically.

Something long buried had begun moving again.

And it had begun with a cry.

Not rage.

Not fire.

A child’s cry in the dark.

George closed the bedroom door quietly.

He knew what this meant.

Somewhere—

The chain had been disturbed.

And silence had ended.

End of Act 1 - Chapter 1.
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Chapter 2 — The Coffin Dream
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Marcus had always been the weakest of the three.

Not in strength.

In sleep.

George could bury memory beneath discipline.

Samuel could bury it beneath denial.

Marcus carried it into dreams.

For years after leaving the village, he avoided darkness when he could.

He kept lamps lit longer than necessary.

He left windows cracked, even in winter.

He told himself fresh air thinned memory.

It did not.

On the night it began, he slept heavily for the first time in months.

Exhaustion dragged him under.

The dream did not begin with fear.

It began with stillness.

Complete black.

Not the black of closed eyes.

The black of confinement.

Marcus tried to move.

His arms did not respond.

His legs did not respond.

His chest felt pressed inward.

Tight.

There was no air.

He inhaled instinctively.

Soil entered his mouth.

Not imagined.

Grit between teeth.

He gagged.

Tried to spit.

More soil slid against his tongue.

He realized then—

He was lying down.

Flat.

Enclosed.

The space around him was narrow.

Wood above.

Wood beneath.

Wood at his sides.

He could feel the grain against his shoulder.

A coffin.

The realization did not come as shock.

It came as recognition.

His wrists burned.

Cold metal circled them tightly.

Iron.

He pulled.

The chain bit deeper into flesh.

He tried to scream.

Only dirt moved.

The air inside the coffin was thin.

Used.

Heavy.

He pounded upward with his fists.

The wood above him did not shift.

The chain rattled softly.

The sound echoed close to his ears.

Metal against metal.

He heard breathing.

Not his own.

Slow.

Measured.

Somewhere above the coffin lid.

Marcus froze.

The breathing continued.

Calm.

As if someone stood directly over him.

Listening.

The soil pressed down heavier.

He felt it through the wood.

The weight of earth.

The crushing certainty of burial.

He struggled again.

The chain tightened.

Links sliding over one another with a dull scrape.

He felt something shift near his shoulder.

Another presence inside the coffin.

Not large.

Small.

A faint movement near his chest.

Then—

A sound.

Thin.

Fragile.

A baby’s cry.

Not loud.

Not desperate.

Just present.

Inside the coffin.

With him.

Marcus’s throat convulsed.

He tried to scream but soil filled his mouth again.

He swallowed earth.

His lungs burned.

The baby’s cry continued softly beside his ear.

Then stopped.

Silence.

The breathing above the coffin lid drew closer.

The wood creaked faintly.

As if someone leaned down.

And then—

A shadow moved across the lid.

He could not see it.

But he felt it.

A presence lowering itself slowly to kneel.

He felt weight shift above him.

The breathing ceased.

Complete stillness.

Then a voice.

Not angry.

Not loud.

Soft.

“You held me down.”

The words traveled through wood as if it were air.

Marcus tried to shake his head.

He could not move.

The chain tightened again.

“You buried two hearts.”

The soil above pressed heavier.

The wood cracked faintly under pressure.

The baby’s cry returned once.

Very close to his ear.

Then stopped.

The coffin began to lower.

Not into ground.

Deeper.

As if the earth itself were opening beneath him.

He felt the drop in his stomach.

Weightlessness.

Then crushing pressure from all sides.

The chain constricted around his wrists so tightly he felt bone strain.

The voice spoke once more.

Calm.

“I waited.”

The coffin lid splintered slightly above his face.

A thin line of dirt fell through the crack and landed on his lips.

He inhaled reflexively.

Earth filled his lungs.

Darkness swallowed everything.

Marcus woke choking.

He rolled onto his side violently and vomited onto the floor.

His wife shot upright beside him.

“Marcus!”

He coughed again.

Something gritty scraped against his teeth.

He spat.

Brown flecks hit the wood beside the bed.

He stared at them.

Soil.

Fine.

Damp.

He touched his lips.

His fingers came away dirty.

His wife stared at him in horror.

“You never left the bed.”

Marcus looked down at his hands.

Under his fingernails—

Dark soil packed tight.

His wrists burned.

He lifted them slowly.

Faint bruises circled both wrists.

Interlocking.

Chain-shaped.

He scrambled backward until his shoulders struck the wall.

“No,” he whispered.

His wife looked around the room desperately.

“Did you walk outside?”

He shook his head violently.

“No.”

His chest tightened again.

He looked toward the floor beside the bed.

Two faint parallel marks scratched into the wood.

As if something narrow had dragged itself slowly across the boards during
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