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​Final Recording

The tape begins with static. Then, a sigh. Shaky. Irregular.

A woman whispers, "If you're hearing this, it's too late." Silence. The sound of the wind blowing through the grass. There's a faint scratching sound, as if the recording device is being dragged across the ground. "They said the dead don't speak," she continues, her voice trembling. "They lied." Through the static, a low murmur of distant voices can be heard—dozens, perhaps hundreds, of overlapping whispers rising and falling like waves. Some are pleading, some are angry, some are simply weeping. The woman sighs again. Her heart pounds loudly against the microphone, picked up by the recorder. "They called my name," she says. "They knew everything. My father, my mother, even me." Another burst of static. A low, human, but elongated moan echoes, as if recorded from deep within the earth.

"I thought I was just listening," she whispers. "But they were listening too."

A violent crackling sound, perhaps thunder or something breaking. The voices rise higher, clearer now, almost a chant. One voice rises above all the others. "Clara."

A gasp catches in her throat at the sound. She gasps: "No." "No, not yet. I'm not—"

The sentence is cut off by a sharp, metallic scratching sound, followed by silence.

For a moment, nothing.

Then, faintly—

"Welcome back." The tape stops.

​The Legend of Hollow End

THE ROAD TO HOLLOW End wasn't really a road at all, just a strip of dirt cutting through endless swamps. Clara Raine gripped the steering wheel tighter as the rain lashed against the windshield, making the horizon look like a gray blur. The GPS had died miles ago. All she had left was instinct, and the faint hope that she hadn't made a terrible mistake.

She wasn't here to chase ghosts. Not really.

This was supposed to be one of her usual journalistic investigations—a neat, entertaining read for the front page of The Observer, where she would debunk another rural legend as a mix of superstition and folklore. That's what she was known for: calm, rational journalism in the face of irrationality.

Yet, Hollow End was truly unique. When the floods receded that spring, they revealed something ancient—a cluster of bones tangled in roots, buried deep within a hill the locals called "The Silent Field." And with it came the stories. If you stayed there long enough, you could hear the whispers of the dead, according to some. Others claimed to have heard their names called.

Clara didn't believe any of it. And yet, here she was, driving three hours from London to find out why people were so terrified of an empty field.

As she approached the town limits, the rain stopped. Hollow End was smaller than she had imagined—just a handful of stone cottages, a church with a leaning steeple, and a pub that also served as a general store. The air smelled of peat and salt. A single sign stood by the side of the road: Welcome to Hollow End – Population 312. The number 2 had been crossed out by someone. Mrs. Calloway, a woman with graying hair, was running the inn. Without any small talk, Calloway handed her the keys to room number 3. The smell of old wood and damp wool filled the air. “The storm will be worse tonight,” Mrs. Calloway said. “You’d best stay inside.” Clara offered a polite smile. “I’ll be fine. I’m just here to investigate the burial site.”

The woman’s face paled. “You shouldn’t go there at night,” she said. Clara waited for the expected local superstitions to surface, but nothing came. Mrs. Calloway simply turned away, muttering, “Some things are best left undisturbed.”

Later, in her room, Clara unpacked her tape recorder, camera, tripod, and a stack of notebooks. The familiar weight of the equipment gave her a sense of stability. Science, not spirits. Evidence, not fear. She wrote the first line of her article:

“In Hollow End, it is said the dead whisper. I have come to listen.”

She was at the edge of the silent field at sunset. The burial site was nothing more than a shallow depression in the ground, surrounded by wild grass and stones weathered by centuries of wind. A few wooden stakes still protruded where the archaeologists had been working before they abruptly stopped.

Clara pressed the record button after placing the recorder on a flat rock. The red light blinked in the twilight.

The air was strangely still. Not even the insects stirred. She leaned closer, listening. Nothing but the wind.

“Day one,” she whispered. "No activity was detected. Locals are reporting noises, but..."

She froze in place.

Somewhere behind her, grass rustled—slowly, deliberately. She spun around, shining her flashlight into the darkness. No one. Just the empty field. She exhaled, half-laughing at her own nervousness, and switched off the recorder.

She didn't hear the sound until later, in her room.

Beneath her own voice and the gentle whisper of the wind, there was another sound when she played the recording. Faint. Layered. Like breathing. Then a single word, barely a whisper, cut through the background noise: "Clara."

The recorder slipped from her hand. For the first time in years, the skeptic felt fear.

​The First Recording

CLARA LISTENED TO THE recording again. And again.

And again. No matter how many times she listened, the whisper was there—so soft, threading through the layers of static like a wisp of breath. Clara.

It was the kind of coincidence she’d dismissed hundreds of times before. A trick of the wind. An auditory illusion. The human brain, hungry for patterns, finds words where there are none. She knew the science of it. She’d lectured on it.

But still.

Hearing her name in the darkness—in a field she’d never been to before—sent a shiver down her spine.

By morning, she’d convinced herself it was just static. Maybe a loose cable, or maybe it was her own breath brushing against the microphone. She packed her recorder and notebook and walked to the café across from the inn.

The townspeople fell silent the moment she entered.

Near the window, a group of old men stopped talking mid-sentence. The waiter—a thin, nervous boy no older than twenty—pretended to wipe down the counter. The air was thick with the smell of damp wool and suspicion.

“Black coffee,” Clara said, dropping some coins on the counter.

The boy nodded but didn’t meet her eyes. “You’re the journalist?”

“Something like that.”

“They said you were at the Silent Field last night.” Clara raised an eyebrow. “News travels fast.”

He paused and looked out the window. Outside, the church steeple leaned as if trying to listen. “You shouldn’t go there alone. They’re... not at peace.”

Clara smiled gently but dismissively. “You mean the dead?”

He swallowed hard. “No. The ones who listen.” She hurried to the kitchen before she could ask him what he meant. She returned to the field at dusk. The air was cold and biting, the sky a deep purple. She set up her equipment again—the recorder, the camera, a fresh battery. This time, she placed a small microphone near one of the exposed stones. “Day two,” she said into the microphone. “Still no sign of—” She stopped. A sound—like a sigh—rose from the ground. Then a faint whisper, clearer than the whisper of the previous night. “Do you know us?” Clara’s heart pounded. She looked across the empty field. She knelt, pressing her ear to the ground. Nothing. No echo in the wind. Just an age-old silence. “Say it again,” she whispered. “Who are you?”

Nothing.

After a long silence, she switched off the recorder, packed her things, and walked back along the road. The red light had come back on without her noticing. Hours later, in her room, she downloaded the recording to her laptop.

The first few minutes were normal—her voice, the wind, the sound of distant crickets. Then came the whisper. “Do you know us?” Then, just before the end of the recording, another voice, low and close, as if someone were speaking directly into the microphone.

“We understand, Clara.” The recording time was 11:47 p.m.

She had left the site at 11:32. After she left, someone or something had spoken. Clara leaned back in her chair and stared at the screen. For a long time, she didn’t move. The question she had been avoiding all this time, she finally asked in a low voice: “What if they’re not dead?” Outside, the wind rose like a sigh across the marsh.

And from the corridor beyond her door, a soft but clear voice whispered her name.

​The Voices Grow Louder

CLARA SLEPT LITTLE. Every time she closed her eyes, she heard the voice again – her name, spoken in that quiet, almost affectionate whisper.

She replayed the audio recording, slowed it down, isolated the frequencies, and searched for any logical explanation for the midnight occurrence. But no matter how she tried to filter the sound, it remained the same.

Moreover, it was the tone of the voice that disturbed her most. It didn't sound ghostly or distorted. It was a human voice. By morning, she had formulated her defense:

Coincidence. Overactive imagination. Auditory hallucination.

She wasn't going to let one recording ruin her career, which she had built on skepticism. But she couldn't ignore the strange feeling.

She met the town historian, Thomas Reed, at noon. He lived above the old post office, in a room that smelled of tea and mildew. The shelves groaned under the weight of books and old parish records.

When she entered, he said, adjusting his spectacles, "Ah. The reporter from London. I was curious to see how long it would take one of you to start investigating." Clara said, taking out her recorder, "I'm not here to stir up trouble." "Just to understand."

He chuckled. "That's what they all say."

Thomas moved slowly through a pile of yellowed papers. "The Silent Field was called St. Mary's Valley. During the plague years, they buried hundreds there. Entire families. The ground was too wet for proper graves, so they dug pits. Some say they could still hear the screams of the dying after the earth covered them."

"Buried alive?" He nodded. “A myth, perhaps. But the stories remain. My grandmother used to say the valley doesn’t keep secrets—it gives them back.”

Clara frowned. “How does it give them back?” “Through sounds
















​The Unburied

















​The Living Dead
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​The Hidden Truth


























​The Final Broadcast














​The Field Waits
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