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“All possession begins with repetition.” 

— Extract from The Madison Incident – Internal Report 3A 
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PREFACE 

There are things the mind shouldn’t remember. Not because 
they’re too painful, but because they rot the moment they 
surface. They come quietly, half-heard words, breaths that don’t 
belong to you, a smell in the dark like wet iron and dust. A door 
sighs open when it shouldn’t. A whisper fits your mouth too 
perfectly to argue with. 
 
You tell yourself it’s the house. Or the neighbours. Or the wind 
pretending to be kind. But some houses don’t have wind, and 
some kindness is just another way of listening. 
 
Every place keeps an inventory of its dead, though not all of 
them were buried properly. Some are fragments of thought that 
won’t decay, still circling the instant they were torn loose, 
waiting for someone warm enough to live through. You glance 
at a mirror that hesitates before returning your face, and 
something small in you hesitates with it. 
 
That’s how it begins. Not with screaming. Not with flying 
objects. With agreement. With the soft, awful comfort of 
recognising your own voice in the dark. 
 
This isn’t a story about exorcisms or demons you can name. 
The hauntings here don’t claw or burn; they seep. They settle in 
the lungs and behind the eyes. They use your pulse to keep time. 
The ghosts in Madison are made of what you tried to forget—
touches, scents, guilt. They feed on the moment you stop asking 
what’s real and start answering anyway. 
 
Madison isn’t about what moves through a house. It’s about 
what leaks out of a person once they’ve been hollowed long 
enough to echo. It’s about how memory turns to infection, how 
love turns to residue, how the dead find new ways to breathe 
through us. 
 
And the question isn’t whether you’re haunted. 
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It’s whether you’re already speaking in someone else’s voice. 
 
Because by the time you notice it’s watching, it’s already inside. 
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meant. 
 
I thought I was writing about possession. About ghosts, maybe. 
But it became something else. A study of memory, of 
inheritance, of how easily love can turn into something that 
keeps you long after it should have let go. 
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       PROLOGUE 
THE HIVE 

“Some houses keep their dead. Millbrook kept theirs alive.” 
 

Millbrook, Maine — November 1987 

Rose Cross woke with the feeling that the house was already 
awake and listening. It wasn’t the kind of thought that startled 
you — more the sort that came to you slowly, like coffee 
cooling on the bedside table. The light through the curtains had 
that watery November tint, the kind that made everything look a 
little bruised. She listened to the faint drip of a tap somewhere 
downstairs and thought, not for the first time, that old houses 
don’t really sleep — they rest their bones and wait for you to 
move. 

The air was stale, full of the slow perfume of roses long dead 
and tea left too long in its pot. Dust floated in the beams of 
weak sun, twisting gently like ash after a burn. She could smell 
the fireplace, though it hadn’t been lit in days — that cold ghost 
of smoke that never quite leaves. Every corner seemed to hum 
in its own key: the radiator ticking, the clock's tired heartbeat, a 
whisper of wind testing the windowpanes as if looking for a way 
in. 

She sat up slowly, the quilt heavy across her lap, and her tired 
eyes found the dolls first — a dozen of them on the far shelf, 
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pale and still, their glass eyes bright with a light that didn’t 
belong to morning. One of them — the smallest, a blond with a 
crooked ribbon — seemed to have turned her head since last 
night. Just a little. Barely enough to notice. But enough. 

The house, she thought, didn’t just remember. It corrected. 

That notion had come to her before, usually in the hour when 
the dark felt thicker than it should, when sleep kept its distance 
and her mind went picking through old rooms like a thief. 
Tonight, it came again, quiet but certain, the way pain does 
when it’s grown tired of asking for attention. She shifted under 
the quilt, joints murmuring their complaints, and listened to the 
old bones of the house stretch and settle. Somewhere in the 
walls, something dripped — steady, unhurried — like a clock 
that had lost its face but not its rhythm. 

It wasn’t the aches that kept her awake. Those were familiar, 
almost companionable. It was the listening. That slow, creeping 
awareness that the silence had shape, that it pushed back. The 
walls seemed to lean in a little closer tonight, as though curious. 
The pipes gave their knuckle-taps behind the plaster. And 
beneath it all, that hum again — not quite sound, not quite 
silence — a faint, steady breath in the bones of the place, as if 
someone were speaking through static to see if she’d answer. 

“Alright,” she whispered into the dark. “Alright, I hear you.” 

And for a moment, it almost sounded like something answered 
back. 

It was 3:17 A.M. Rose didn’t need the clock to tell her. In 
Millbrook, that hour had its own heartbeat, and everyone who’d 
lived there long enough knew to respect it. 3:17 was when the 
old trains used to scream through the mill cut, shaking the 
windows and setting the dogs barking — until the tracks went 
quiet and the town pretended not to miss the sound. 3:17 was 
when the police scanner changed its tune from bar fights and 
drunks to the kind of calls that came with long silences between 
words. And 3:17 — she knew this like a verse learned in church 
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— was when little Sarah Morrison stopped being alive under the 
Morrison’s tree, her small body lit in tinsel and fairy lights. 

Rose’s heart thudded quick little SOSes beneath her nightgown. 
Her great duty, she thought, the words cold and clear in her 
mind, was to keep the dead quiet. To forget was to abandon 
them. And if I hold their hurt, if I keep their last moments 
close—in my collection—they can’t get out and hurt anyone 
else. My love is a cage. I just never noticed the lock was on the 
inside. “Be still,” she told it softly. “We’ve work to do.” Her 
voice sounded like that of someone older, someone farther 
away. 

She slid her feet into her worn slippers, the kind that 
remembered the shape of her toes, and shuffled into the hall. 
The air held the faint tang of lemon oil and last night’s tea, a 
domestic ghost of effort and routine. The floor gave under her 
step with the kind of tenderness that comes from long 
acquaintance — every plank a record of footsteps gone. Her 
daughter’s skipping feet. Her husband’s measured tread. And 
once — she still remembered it clear as daylight — a boy with 
slicked hair and a stack of magazines, leaving pale and shaken 
after she’d wept at the feel of his hand on the brass knob. 

The house, she thought, had a way of reminding you who’d 
really left and who hadn’t. 

Downstairs, the kitchen window showed her nothing but the 
dark — a thick, waiting dark that pressed against the glass like it 
wanted to come in. The old clock by the pantry had stopped 
again, its second hand frozen between ticks. When she reached 
for the basement door, it resisted her —wood swollen with 
November damp —then gave way all at once with a soft, inward 
sigh. It sounded too alive for a door — like something had just 
stepped aside to let her through. 

“Don’t be dramatic,” Rose muttered, though her voice didn’t 
sound much like hers anymore. The chain light came on with its 
usual reluctant buzz, throwing down that tired yellow glare that 
made even the cleanest surface look untrustworthy. The air 
carried the scent of damp earth and long-kept secrets. She took 
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the stairs one at a time, her hand sliding along the railing, the 
other feeling ahead — not for balance, but for warning. The 
hum down there had grown teeth. It wasn’t just a sound now; it 
crawled into her gums and settled in her jaw. 

Boxes lined the walls like witnesses. MASKS & COSTUMES. 
ROSE — FILES. The kind of labels made when someone still 
believed sorting a thing could tame it. The hum was sharpest in 
the far corner, where the shelves leaned under the weight of 
what she’d promised herself never to touch again. 

A cracked porcelain doll’s head, one eye missing. 

A keyring with a single key left, dull with age. 

A silk scarf that still whispered lavender when you moved it. 

And the brass music box — the one she hadn’t seen in thirty 
years — scabbed with tarnish, its lid blackened at the corners 
like old blood. 

Her hand moved before her mind caught up. The key turned 
with the easy confidence of habit. And then the melody spilled 
out — thin, cold, and far too familiar. 

It was the song they’d buried her to. 

The vision came hard and clean, the way lightning does — no 
warning, no mercy. One moment, the basement was just dust 
and breath, the next she was standing in the Morrison living 
room again, the air full of pine and cheap tinsel. A little girl in a 
robin 's-egg dress sat beneath the Christmas tree, tearing at the 
paper around a doll with curls too perfect to be real. Laughter 
rolled through the room, bright and ordinary, until it wasn’t. 
Until thunder broke overhead, and someone began pounding on 
a closet door. The sound went on too long, too desperate, and 
the girl’s breath hitched sharply, frosting the air like winter glass. 

“Sarah,” Rose breathed. “I know, little bird. I know.” 

The basement answered. It didn’t roar or scream — it 
acknowledged. The crack that opened in the doll’s porcelain 
cheek was small, polite even, like a teacup breaking under its 
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own age. The lavender scarf stirred itself once, lifted a corner, 
and dropped it again — a tiny, tremulous wave from something 
that remembered being touched. And the walls… they leaned in, 
closer than they had any right to. 

“Alright then,” Rose said, her voice lighter than she meant it to 
be. She smiled, but her face didn’t know how to wear it 
anymore. It felt like a younger woman’s expression — someone 
who hadn’t yet learned what regret could weigh. “You come 
along. You remember with me.” 

She laid her hand on the music box as if calming a fevered child. 
The metal burned her palm; the warmth crawled up her arm, 
slow and deliberate. The hum inside her ribs deepened until it 
was no longer sound at all but presence — a crowd drawing 
breath before the hymn, waiting for her to begin. 

“Easy,” she whispered. “One at a time.” 

But they never listened to her — not then, not now. They came 
all at once. 

Not faces. Moments. They came in slivers, too bright to look at 
straight on. A man choking on smoke and guilt, the two 
indistinguishable by the end. A woman staring at her bedroom 
window, realizing it would never close again, not properly. The 
quick, wet snap of a hatchet through pine, echoing the way 
some memories split clean and others don’t. And threaded 
quietly among them all — the small, infuriating things: women 
having long, patient conversations with men who stood in 
grocery aisles and refused to move, because even in memory, 
the ordinary cruelties stay loudest. 

And through it all — the gloves. Those black, immaculate 
gloves. The smell of oil and peppermint, the way the leather 
sighed when bent. Harold’s hands, larger than life, folding hers 
inside them that winter afternoon, his voice low and certain: 
This is how you keep the world quiet. 

She had believed him. That was her sin. 
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The memories poured through her like light through torn 
curtains, harsh and holy. Her body swayed as if in prayer. She 
felt the thin warmth bloom at her nostrils before she saw it — 
blood, red and new. One drop fell, striking the doll’s cracked 
cheek, and the tiny porcelain mouth released what could only be 
called a sigh. Content. 

“Don’t be frightened,” Rose said, laughter catching at the edges 
of her breath. “Listen to me” —telling the dead not to be 
frightened. 

Her knees found the cold floor. The hum inside her ribs was 
alive now, a creature tuning itself along her bones, finding its 
note. Her heart stumbled once, then caught the rhythm again, 
eager, almost grateful. We have work to do, it seemed to tell her, 
and she loved it for that small mercy. 

She reached for the locket. Her hand trembled like a confession. 
The metal felt wrong — slick, fever-warm, as though other 
hands had held it first, left their dread inside. It opened without 
protest, without sound. 

Inside was no photograph. Only a thin flake of something black, 
brittle as scabbed paint peeled from an iron gate, its jagged edge 
bitten and mean. 

And Rose understood, without knowing how, that the piece had 
been waiting for her. 

Rose froze. The peppermint hit first — sharp, clean, familiar — 
the kind Harold used to keep in his coat pocket, a habit he’d 
said was for his breath but really wasn’t. Beneath it came 
something older, the slow sweetness of rot, that cellar smell of 
things gone too far past keeping. The air thickened until she 
could almost chew it. The house leaned in, boards groaning 
softly as if eager to hear the rest. 

“It started with you,” she whispered to the locket, though it 
might have been to him — the man with the gloves, the voice 
that had taught her how to quiet the world. “I did what I knew. 
God forgive me.” 
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The hum ended like a throat cut — not fading, but stopped. 
The silence that followed was surgical. It pressed in close 
enough that she heard the wet tick of her eyes moving in their 
sockets, the shallow click of her teeth against one another. And 
then the many voices spoke, calm as water finding its level: We 
remember. 

Her heart climbed into her throat, beating too close to 
breathe—pressure built behind her eyes, red and shimmering. A 
thin thread of blood crept down her cheek, warm as a tear. She 
tried to scream, but her jaw locked; her lips trembled open just 
enough to let out a single, low hum — the same hum that lived 
in the walls. 

The first jerk came small, almost polite. Then another. Then 
more. Her body began to move in short, sharp pulses, the way a 
marionette might twitch while its puppeteer learned the strings. 
Her mouth stayed open. Behind her teeth, something bright 
flickered — not reflected light, but born there. The room 
dimmed around it, shadows drawing near like spectators leaning 
forward for the final act. 

Her mind shattered sideways. Images came in a rush: birthdays 
she’d never had, children she’d never borne, strangers dying in 
every conceivable way. Each vision brushed her thoughts and 
took a piece on its way out. Her throat swelled with the weight 
of voices trying to crawl free, but there were too many, and the 
passage was too small. 

Her heart missed once. The hum became a scream that never 
left her mouth. 

Then — release. 

The stillness afterwards was merciful. The light behind her teeth 
guttered, then went out. From her lips slipped a thin ribbon of 
vapour, smelling of wilted roses and burnt sugar, rising slowly 
and gracefully toward the ceiling until it was gone. 

The last thing she felt wasn’t terror or even pain. It was the 
peculiar calm of being sorted — thought by thought, memory 
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by memory — gently filed away somewhere deep in the dark 
where the house kept all its stories. 

The bulb above her gave a small, weary pop and went out, the 
filament burning its last in a whisper of blue. For a heartbeat, 
there was only the dark and the faint mechanical whine of 
something that refused to stop. The music box. Still turning, 
though the key had long since unwound, its song drooping into 
a tune that wasn’t quite the one she remembered. Notes sagged 
at the edges, but they kept coming, stubborn, wrong, faithful. 

Underneath the melody came another sound — soft, steady, 
human. Breathing. The house was exhaling her, slow and 
deliberate, as though it had swallowed too much of her and was 
finally giving some back. 

Beside her, the silver locket lay open on the floor. The 
photograph inside had blackened, edges curling inward like 
paper caught in a candle flame. Beneath the soot, a faint light 
pulsed — faint, but alive — keeping time with the rhythm in the 
walls, a heartbeat not her own. The house answered it with 
small, secret clicks, as if learning the beat. 

Upstairs, in the hallway, the mirror waited. For an instant — no 
more than that — her reflection lingered after she should have 
turned away. It was the face of the younger woman she 
remembered being, but the smile was Harold's. 

The light in the locket flared once, hard and white, as if taking 
its last photograph. Then everything went black. 

A single click followed — sharp, exact — like the start of a tape 
recorder ready to listen again. 
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[CONFIDENTIAL CASE FILE — PROJECT: HIVE] 
ACCESS LEVEL: RESTRICTED 
AUTHOR: Dr. Alan Webb, Ph.D. 
DATE: [REDACTED] 
LOCATION: Millbrook Psychiatric Facility — Sublevel 
Records 
SUBJECT: The Hive of Memory – Behavioral and Phenomenological 
Analysis 

"Trauma does not vanish; it migrates." 
— R. Cross, Field Notes, 1987 

 

I. ORIGIN 

They said it began like most hauntings do — not with a scream, 
but a whisper. Something small, almost tender, crawling out of 
grief and into the walls. The entity they call The Hive took shape 
here, in the quiet bones of Millbrook, somewhere between 1983 
and 1987, when the air itself began to hum. 

The vector was a woman: Cross, Rose. Seventy-two. Deceased. 
She wasn’t the type to start trouble; she just didn’t know when 
to stop listening. People said she had the touch — that she could 
read what a room had seen, what an object had suffered. She’d 
hold things — toys, keys, the kind of trinkets no one thinks 
twice about — and whisper until they told her what they 
remembered. 

What she didn’t understand was that memory doesn’t like to be 
handled. It bruises. It resists. And over time, it fights back. 

Police found electromagnetic anomalies around her property — 
fields rising and falling in waves, like breath. The silver locket 
was the worst of it. Even now, it vibrates at a low frequency 
when a human hand comes near. No batteries. No wires. Just 
something alive enough to know you’re there. 

When she died, there was no body in the usual sense of the 
word — just a room full of humming objects, each holding a 
piece of her. What remained wasn’t a ghost, not exactly. It was a 
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distributed thing — a memory turned organism, seeping into 
floorboards and drainpipes, whispering through metal and water 
and time. 

 

II. STRUCTURE 

The Hive doesn’t think. 
It remembers. 

Every object it touches becomes a neuron. Every memory, a 
spark. Together, they form a nervous system that runs on what 
the town forgot. When a living mind makes contact, it syncs — 
for a second, sometimes less — and the old memory reanimates. 

Enough fragments in one place, and it begins to know itself. Keep 
contact too long, and it learns you. 

They call it cognitohazardous now — a word that means, in 
plain English, the idea remembers you back. 

 

III. CONDUITS 

Jewelry (Lockets, Rings): Permanent resonance. Voice 
mimicry. Emotional bleed. 
Porcelain/Ceramics: Temporary hold. Visual replay. Scent 
triggers. 
Paper/Textiles: Short-term echo. Spontaneous writing events. 
Metal (Music Boxes, Keys): Indefinite synchronization. Full 
psychic immersion. 

The objects speak to each other when gathered close. You can 
see it on the instruments — tiny surges, spikes of static like 
chatter between friends. In Rose’s basement, the readings 
climbed off the scale. The place was never silent again. 

 

IV. HOST REQUIREMENTS 

Not everyone can hear it. Some are lucky. Others—well, others 
are built like tuning forks. 
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The Hive favors empathy: people who feel too much. The 
grieving. The broken. Those who touch old things to remember 
how to be alive. 

It doesn’t possess them. 
It colonizes them. 

Symptoms: 
• Time folding on itself. Seconds repeating, words skipping. 
• Cross-sense distortion — the taste of metal in silence, the 
smell of ozone in dreams. 
• Reflections acting with small delays, then not returning at all. 

 

Subject M (Cross, Madison, age 17) displays all known signs. 
Her eyes track in perfect sync with no delay, except in mirrors. 

 

V. CURRENT STAGE 

The Hive moves through five states, the way storms build: 

1. Residual Echo — the simple replay. 

2. Sympathetic Response — the subject starts to feel what 
they felt. 

3. Interactive Consciousness — it answers back. 

4. Parasitic Integration — you forget which voice is yours. 

5. Equilibrium — it doesn’t need you anymore. 

 

Subject M stands between IV and V. 
At this stage, killing her wouldn’t stop it. It would only scatter 
the pieces. 

 

VI. INCIDENT REPORT 

03:17 A.M. — [REDACTED DATE] 
Surveillance, Room 12-B. 
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Subject M stands beside the one-way glass. She doesn’t blink. 
The reflection moves first. Eleven-point-four seconds of 
divergence. 

Audio recovered: 

“We remember you, too, Doctor.” 

Within twenty-four hours, every digital file from Sublevel 
Records was corrupted. 
Containment suspended. 
Personnel relocated. 
Facility sealed under federal order. 

 

End of File. 
ACCESS REVOKED — PROJECT HIVE 
TERMINATED. 

(handwritten, blue ink, margin) — She said they’re remembering her now. 
(typed, different font) — we remember you too doctor 
(final line, not in Webb’s hand) — subject located: cross, madison (17) — 
we are ready. 

And somewhere beneath Millbrook, the humming starts again. 
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and the dangerous pull of  memory—where helping the 
dead may be the quickest way to lose yourself. 
 
Thank you for reading. 
 
If  The Walk stayed with you—if  its silence echoed after 
the last page—then it has done what every story hopes to 
do: leave a footprint that never quite fades. 


