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THE WHISPERING FALLS SERIES

Falls & Familiars

The prequel — Evie Blackwood's last year.

Before Clara arrived, someone was already watching the boundary. Seven cats. One ward keeper. And a question the system had been waiting a hundred years to answer.

Free for members of Hazel's Cozy Case Club. Join through hazelwhitmore.com 

———

Whiskers & Wards

Book One — Whiskers & Wards: A Whispering Falls Cozy Magical Cat Mystery

Clara Mercer came to Whispering Falls to settle an estate and be gone in six weeks. She had a spreadsheet. She had a plan. Then she found a body at the creek, discovered seven cats who had very strong opinions about how things should be run, and inherited a magical ward system that was not on her bingo card.

Available now at your favorite retailer



Want to know what's coming next?

The most current information on upcoming Whispering Falls books is always at:

hazelwhitmore.com/nextbook

hazelwhitmore.com








  
  CAST OF CHARACTERS 
The People
Evie Blackwood — The narrator. Ward keeper of Whispering Falls for sixty years, Blackwood estate caretaker, and the woman who set everything in motion before she was gone.
Margaret Mercer — Evie's younger sister, who chose an ordinary life in Whispering Falls forty years ago and has been living with that choice ever since.
Clara Mercer — Evie's niece, referenced but not yet present. She is the reason Evie is writing letters and making plans.
Daniel Hayes — The local veterinarian and Evie's most trusted ally. He knows enough to help whoever comes next.
Donna Fletcher — The historical society archivist, whose habit of filing everything by date and never checking the contents turns out to be exactly what Evie needs.
Samuel Blackwood — Evie's great-great-grandfather, who built seventeen miles of tunnels beneath Whispering Falls in the 1890s for reasons the official record only partially explains.

The Cats of Blackwood Estate
Bartles — The orange Maine Coon who has been Evie's right hand for longer than either of them can properly account for. Senior anchor, operational lead, and the one who always knows before she does.
Jaymes — Bartles' partner, black and sleek and a minimalist in all things. Has been here as long as Bartles. I don't remember them ever arriving. They were just always here.
Pip — Four months old, charcoal gray, and already producing ward analysis reports. The most serious creature Evie has ever met.
BoyBoy — Brown tabby, gentle soul, structural mind. Has been monitoring a vibration under the east foundation since last autumn and will not let it go until it is resolved.
CraziGurl — The calico in the rafters. Delivers her reports in as few words as possible. Has handled the raccoon situation. Do not ask about the raccoon situation.
Cleo — One half of the tuxedo sibling pair. Opens her mouth and delivers a full situation report before she closes it.
Theo — Cleo's twin. Monitors the external boundary. Works as one unit with his sister and always has.

The Eighth
Obi — His full name is Obadiah. He was Samuel's cat. He has been at the eastern boundary for over a century, holding something in memory that the system cannot afford to lose, waiting for someone to figure out how to bring him home.
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Tuesdays


The ward held through the storm. I told Bartles it would. He filed a formal objection last autumn when I reworked the southern connection, called it reckless, wrote it in the log and everything. I let him. Then I fixed it anyway, because I've been doing this for sixty years and I know what reckless looks like, and honey, it doesn't look like me. 
I came into the Weaving Room at dawn the way I always did, tea in hand, slippers on, hair not yet dealt with, and found Bartles already on the bench. He'd been up all night watching the pattern. Hadn't slept. Hadn't said a word about it.
I sat down beside him and put my hands on the frame. Everything humming. Everything right where I'd left it.
"You could have slept," I told him.
"I know," he said.
I scratched behind his ears until he pretended he didn't like it, which took about three seconds, and then we got to work.
He's been here longer than I can properly account for, and has been my right hand all of my adult life. Orange tabby, Maine Coon, built like a small sofa, Southern accent that I have never once been able to explain. He's been on this property since before Clara was born, since before Margaret stopped returning my calls about the wards, since before a lot of things. 
He knows this house the way I know it, which is to say completely. It's less a house to us as much as it’s just the place where we live and the thing we're responsible for, but at the same time, the best place either of us has ever been.
I love that cat. I'd like that on record.
The morning report started the way it always started, with Bartles running through the overnight from memory while I checked the pattern and drank my tea. Southern boundary held through the storm. Eastern connection performing better than projected, which I was gracious enough not to mention. Anchor stone signal clean and steady two hundred feet below us, doing its job the way it'd been doing its job since Samuel Blackwood put it there.
Then Pip fell off the windowsill.
Not dramatically. She didn't yelp. She just miscalculated the distance between her back end and the actual edge, which kittens did as they figured things out. She went sideways off the sill and landed on the floor with a small thump and then sat up immediately and looked at the wall like that had been her plan all along.
She's four months old and she's charcoal gray and she is, without question, the most serious creature I have ever met. She came to me in the fall and inside of a week she had opinions about the documentation system, a preferred spot on the ward map for tracking boundary fluctuations, and a formal complaint about the angle of the eastern windowsill that she delivered to Bartles.
She was four months old and producing full reports. Talk about an overachiever, right?
"You okay, baby?" I asked.
"Fine," said Pip, from the floor, with great dignity.
"The windowsill's been that width for a hundred years," Bartles said.
"I'm aware of that," said Pip.
"Just saying."
"Noted; thank you." said Pip, and jumped back up like nothing had happened.
I hid my smile in my tea. That's the thing about this family of mine. They make me laugh every single day without ever trying to, and I don't take that lightly.
BoyBoy came in from the hall and sat at my feet without saying anything. It was his way of saying good morning. He's a brown tabby with the gentlest soul on the property and a mind like a steel trap for anything structural. He'd been monitoring a vibration under the east foundation since last autumn and updating me on it with the patience and thoroughness of someone who understood that thoroughness was a form of love.
"East foundation," I said.
"Settling joint," he said. "Northeast corner. Been settling for about forty years. I believe it's finished now."
"So we're good?"
"So far, we’re good." He pressed himself against my ankle. "I'll keep an eye on it."
"I know you will, sweetheart."
CraziGurl's voice came down from the rafters, brief and final the way her voice always was. "South compost. Raccoon. Handled."
"Anybody hurt?" I asked.
"Define hurt," said CraziGurl.
"Okay," I said. "Moving on."
Cleo and Theo materialized in the doorway together. They do everything together. They're tuxedo cats, both of them, and they've been finishing each other's sentences since they arrived. Cleo opened her mouth and by the time she closed it I had a full report on all four boundary lines, ward signal strength, anchor stone confirmation, and the weather outlook for the next eighteen hours.
"Thank you both," I said. "You're my favorites."
"You say that to everyone," Cleo said.
"And I mean it every time."
Jaymes appeared in the hall behind them, back from the east run, silent as always. Jaymes had been around as long as Bartles. I don't remember them ever arriving. They were just always here. That's why I named them Bartles and Jaymes together.   His sleek black fur was the only thing fancy about him. A minimalist in all things, he communicated primarily through presence and the occasional slow blink. He blinked at me now. I blinked back. That was the full debrief and it was sufficient.
Seven cats. All present. All accounted for. All gathered in this room on a Tuesday morning the way they gathered every Tuesday morning, nobody asked, nobody required, just here because this was where we were and this was what we did and we had been doing it together for long enough that it didn't need explaining.
I looked at all of them and felt something in my chest that I didn't have a ward notation for. Just full. That particular fullness that came from being exactly where you were supposed to be with exactly the right people.
"Alright," I said. "Let's go check on the stone."
I packed my kit the way I always packed it. Thermos of tea. Green notebook. The small chisel set in the leather roll. Good boots, the ones with the ankle support that Daniel had nagged me into buying last year and that I would never tell him had been worth every penny. I was sixty-three years old and I'd been going into those tunnels for decades and I moved through them like I owned them, because in every way that mattered, I did.
The passage under the town was mine. My grandfather, Samuel, built them. My mother took over as the protector, and when I was only fifteen, she started showing me just what all was involved in protecting our little town. When mother passed, Margaret, my younger sister, had already chosen to reject her magical gifts, choosing love with a local boy instead. That left it to me, and I was always completely okay with that. It felt natural. I would have loved sharing it with Margaret, but Grandpa set everything up perfectly. It was mine to maintain, and there was something deeply satisfying about walking a hundred-year-old tunnel in the dark and knowing every inch of it by feel. 
I knew where the ceiling dropped, the water pooled in cold weather, and the smell shifted from cold stone to something older and deeper that always made me think
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