
The Bell Witch's Last Victim

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Introduction

[image: ]


The Echo in the Blood
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Elara Vance had always pursued the elusive and elusive remnants of the forgotten spectral kind. As a freelance investigative journalist, she took on the unsolved and the overlooked—the stories that history, in its ever-unkind manner, chose to whisper from the periphery. Few people understood her relentless curiosity, which drove her to undertake the careful reconstruction of cold cases and the extraction of buried secrets. The assignment that took her to Adams, Tennessee, was not just another historical mystery. It was the emaciated echo from her past: the name that had languished in whispers among the hereditarily secretive Vance clan—the Bell Witch.  

Elara had always pursued an everchanging ideascape, bordered by the diverse layers of history that she sought to uncover. With an insatiable desire and determination, she was willing to undertake the deep dissection of any case, regardless of age. It was during this vexatious search that the seeds to her inexplicably erractic fascination regarding the macabre was sown. Just like any appetite, her inexplicably erratic interest had its triggers rooted in deeper tales.

“Some things are best left buried, child,” were words she often spoke in a low tone, her eyes distant as if she were looking at something Elara couldn’t. Elara had always rationalized Maeve’s reluctance with the imagination of a long-gone southern belle, a belief that a southern superstition of yesteryears was the culprit. But now, in the disquieting yet reverenced terrain of Adams, a town that houses the myth of one of America’s most notorious hauntings, Elara was experiencing something that was not just academic unease. It was a deep, cold feeling—of being observed, of being watched in a way that was unnervingly ancient as though something long dormant was beginning to awaken.

To unravel a new perspective of Bell Witch, she sifted through the archives, conducting interviews and walking the land where the Bell family resided. Her goal became professional detachment—the mix of personal dread immersive research required. Her distinct vision rested on creating a powerful article and a documentary that would immortalize her as a revered media figure. In the end, history would truly remember her as a victim. The legend of Bell Witch had only been told in fragments, shrouded in mystery. And as fate would have it, she already had archived clues, waiting to be uncovered.  

Gradually, the hush that enveloped the smokehouse of her mind quieted, giving space to unassailable shivers and dry cackles of childlike laughter. Even the whispers of a young girl weeping became child’s play that resided far from distance. Her hitherto chaotic journalist dreams had painstakingly morphed into empires of a single haunting 19th century farmhouse. With the faint outlines of remnants of a forgotten past and forlorn reality heavily draping her perception, shadows blurred. Invisible presences had become fragments of reality, looking, watching through the corners of the world.

A woman as balanced and rational as Elara is not one to simply suspend disbelief. The Bell Witch myth is not a mere fabrication; it has a purpose and a tether to reality. Something within it was whispering her name, pulling her toward a sinister truth. With each piece of the Bell family’s sorrow she uncovered, Elara obtained more of an odd intrinsic empathy, an unsettling resonance. Strands woven through time linked Elara to a tapestry woven by her ancestors whose truths were smothered beneath layers of shame. Just as myths entrap their makers, Elara was bound to learn that the some myths are not only crafted, but passed down, inherited and inscribed onto one’s lineage, and the Bell Witch was nowhere near done entwining herself with the Bell family. 

In fact, she was poised to become the most recent installment of a spine-chilling narrative; the Bell Witch’s final, and likely most pivotal, target.
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The Whispers in the Walls
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The odor in the air within Elara's rented cottage located in the outskirts of Adams which was a quaint but ancient building, was a combination of the scent of dust, old wood, and something more, a gentle sweetness reminiscent of decaying flowers. It was a smell akin to what one might encounter in a decaying place that influenced her hair, clinging to her clothes, and in intertwining tendrils, settling in her lungs, a quiescent but disquieting odor of wretched history that seemed to emanate from the cottage that was intertwined with the very walls. To her, normalcy meant creating digital files in research folders, setting her laptop on a rickety desk, to making polite queries in cane chairs at the local historical society. The responses were smiles with guarded but gentle fear paired with thin eyes that deepened with the utterance of 'Bell' or 'Witch'. The entire place was suffocated with the blend of fear that was collectivist in nature wherein rigidity took root to mirror the unseen pressure that seemed to build within the cottage itself.

Elara, always pragmatic, sought to rationalize it. She went thinking that small towns tended to be closed off, suspicious of outsiders, particularly those curious about their most notorious tales. Some men went off to sleep without ever having a single thought over the period of rest. Shall Elara say goodbye to those men and to the pine trees. While twisting and turning my way through the scenic drives, the more slender and sinewy pine trees of Tennessee enclosed me, their shadows ominously elongated. Elara could not shake her head from the rage and the anger that had taken over the landscape and borrowed even the calm and quiet now. To Elara, the Tennessee landscape displayed a deceitful nature, at first glance it seemed to be calm and quiet, but upon thoughtful observation, anger filled soil was continues to be the not so distant past.
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As Elara’s storm broke outside, she felt a tempest mirroring it rage within, one both intricate and tangled. The rainfall was intrusive, aggressively mellowing nature’s poetry, and simultaneously a sonnet laced with nostalgia. Winds carried keening cries while she read, and Elara noticed she was not reading the words, rather scanning them, her senses attuned and jangly frazzled. The storm was not the only thing attempting to drown her, the old cottage shuddered and creaked while she tried to steady herself, only adding to the eerie din, and her brewing loneliness. Her aftermath, solitary turned claustrophic, was shifted into a different gear, something Elara hadn’t asked for. Like the world slowed down to fixate on her, a slow, rhythmic tapping resounded. It calms the turbulence within and hugs gently, a plethora and chorus of little beasts. Invisible influences trailed in her direction and she felt a rush of warmth, everything trapping her eased. Tension, like bless  she is not the only one trying to flee, every hint dissipated miraculously, respite robust. Elara glanced, allowing everything to gather only to statement loss of the world. She was not alone. Wind managed to till her arms and everything dancing. Having calmed storm within both promised silently to thrall effortlessly and indefinitely.

However, while resting in bed, the sound replayed in her mind, echoing in the prelude to the unsettling whispers that would soon start to follow her, haunting her blend between waking life and the madness that lurked just beyond. The burden of the legend, it became evident, was not just her external; it was invasive, creeping like a poison to her perception of the world and slowly infecting her being.
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The Shadow Play and the Unseen Presence
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The scratching sound, which used to be an occasional annoyance, has now turned into a tormenting, relentless presence. It wasn’t always a scratch; at times, it could be a whisper, akin to the sound of silk brushing over dry leaves, or the sound of something small and quick skittering just beyond her view. Elara would jerk her head and scan the room, but there was nothing at all. Silence, thick and expectant, waiting for her to shatter it. Sleep was no longer the refuge it used to be. It transformed into a vivid battleground filled with extreme, disorienting nightmares. The cottage turned into a cruel and shifting, claustrophobic maze. Walls seemed to squeeze, and shadows seemed alive. Glimpses of a gaunt, angry visage would drift past, and faint, distorted voices taunt her from just beyond comprehension, whispering her name or, alternatively, a name she couldn’t pinpoint but felt both horrifying and oddly familiar.

Elara spent her daytime hours at the historical society’s archives, wading through the documents and newspapers that chronicled the Bell family’s suffering. There, she could escape her own problems, which, for her, was a troubling benefit. The brittle newspapers and old documents recounted the Bell family’s suffering, revealing the physical abuse and bizarre illnesses, the voice that chilled and tormented, and the meticulous fury that plagued John Bell and his daughter, Betsy. Elara became increasingly aware that the sanitization of the records removed emotional suffering and deep wounds that would have framed a toxic, mournful haunting. Those records, however, devoid of grief, paradoxically the emotion of a haunting, an ache which was devastatingly profound and unwavering. In those archives, the documents recounted the facts of the entity’s voice, the mimicry, the singing, the arguing, and even quoting scripture. She felt a chill as she reflected. She understood, in that moment, that the entity was not merely a poltergeist. It was intelligent, malevolent, and relished its own cruelty.

The old Bell farm, now a tourist attraction, fascinated and horrified Elara in equal measure. It was as if the farm was a living Joel-Peter Witkin photograph. She would spend hours traversing the farm, as if attempting to let go of a heavy weight of terrifying, reverberating history. That history was not merely the farm itself, but rather a deeply ingrained and deeply fearful past. Elara’s history. One day while walking a distant and secluded part of the farm, she felt a peculiar, shocking chill deep beneath the warmth of the sun—a brief, cold pocket of air that would have made teeth chatter had it not felt so alien. Then she heard it. A faint and unnerving almost childish giggle to it. Spun too close and too clearly to her imagination. She felt the temperature of her surroundings plummet. Elara pivoted, heart racing, breath hitching. Empty air in all directions, but not for long. From nowhere and seemingly everywhere, something warm and smooth plumbed the air and landed at her feet—a small stone. It was a common occurrence in the original haunting, the... entity... throwing stones. Elara stared. Defenses rational had crumbled, replaced by a deeply primal fear. Strength sapped, the shadow play was over.
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The previously unheard entity was no longer satisfied with the whispers echoing in the walls. Elara had come to the inescapable conclusion that a force was actively reaching out to make its presence known. No longer was she merely probing a myth. Elara was experiencing it in all its dreadful glory.
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