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For those who learned early that silence has a sound, and time does not always move forward.
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“The most dangerous things are the ones that appear perfectly in order.”—Fazal Abubakkar Esaf
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Parapsychology, in this collection, is not spectacle or séance alone. It is the study of what leaks through disciplined surfaces: memory that precedes experience, emotions that move matter, silence that listens back.

Each story stands alone, yet all are connected by a shared intuition—that places remember, that time resists obedience, and that neutrality may be the most haunted state of all.
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This anthology does not ask whether the phenomena described are real. It asks a quieter, more unsettling question: what if they are functional?

In these tales, clocks do not malfunction—they reveal. Borders do not blur—they respond. Dreams, documents, snow, and stone behave as if they have always been listening.

The tradition informing these stories is not one of explanation but of unease: Yet no single voice dominates. The terrain itself speaks.

Switzerland, with its devotion to order, becomes the ideal laboratory for the uncanny. When everything appears regulated, the smallest deviation becomes impossible to ignore.

Read slowly. These stories are not puzzles to solve, but conditions to inhabit.
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To the writers who taught me that restraint can be more disturbing than excess.

To translators, archivists, and watchmakers—keepers of meaning and time.

To cities that insist on calm, and to the people who feel the cracks beneath them.

And to readers willing to pause, listen, and accept that some answers arrive only as echoes.

The stories begin where certainty ends.
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1. The Watchmaker of Lucerne
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When the clocks of Lucerne first began to remember the future, no one noticed right away.

This was not because the change was subtle—on the contrary, it was precise—but because Lucerne itself had long trained its inhabitants to trust precision without questioning its source. Time here arrived on schedule. Trains slid into platforms like practiced thoughts. Church bells spoke in agreed intervals. Even the lake seemed to breathe according to an internal timetable, mist lifting at the same moments each morning as if summoned.

So when Herr Elias Morgenstern, watchmaker on Weinmarkt Street, received the first clock that would not keep ordinary time, he assumed the fault lay in a spring.

The clock belonged to a widow named Frau Keller. It was an upright walnut regulator, inherited from her father, who had inherited it from his. She carried it into the shop with the careful reverence reserved for things that had outlived people.

“It’s early,” she said, apologetically, as if the clock were merely impolite. “Always early. No matter how often I reset it.”

Morgenstern examined the dial. Roman numerals, slightly yellowed. The minute hand trembled with a faint, anticipatory impatience.

“How early?” he asked.

Frau Keller hesitated. “That depends,” she said. “On what happens.”

Morgenstern looked up. Most customers came prepared with complaints that could be measured: minutes gained per day, hours lost per week. This was the language of repair. Frau Keller’s answer belonged to a different grammar.

She explained that the clock chimed events before they occurred. The telephone rang, then seconds later the clock announced the hour it would be when the call ended. The oven timer burned dinner, and the clock struck the moment the smoke alarm would begin. Once, it rang midnight while the sky outside was still evening blue; two minutes later, a police car screeched into the square below, lights tearing the darkness open.

“It’s not predicting,” she said quickly, sensing his skepticism. “It’s remembering.”

Morgenstern did not ask her to clarify. He had learned, in forty years of repair, that clocks were often blamed for what people were not ready to name themselves. Grief, anxiety, coincidence given mechanical clothing.

“I’ll look at it,” he said.

He did.

He disassembled the clock with the same movements he had used since apprenticeship—slow, reverent, almost liturgical. The gears were intact. The escapement obedient. No wear that could explain anticipation.

Yet when he reassembled it and placed it on the worktable, the clock struck eleven.

Morgenstern glanced at the wall clock above his bench. It read ten forty-seven.

He waited.

At exactly eleven, the shop door opened and the bells of the Hofkirche began to ring, announcing a funeral procession he had forgotten was scheduled for that hour.

The regulator had not been early.

It had been ahead.

Morgenstern did not tell Frau Keller this. He returned the clock repaired “as best as possible,” accepted payment, and watched her leave, holding the regulator as one might carry a sleeping child.

That night, he dreamed of his father.

This was unusual only because his father had died thirty years earlier, and had not been inclined toward visits. In the dream, his father stood behind the counter of the old shop—before renovation, before glass, when the windows still fogged with breath in winter. He held a pocket watch, its case open.

“What time is it?” Morgenstern asked.

His father smiled without answering and snapped the watch shut.

Morgenstern woke with the sound of a chime in his ears.

The clocks came more frequently after that.

A banker brought a wristwatch that vibrated ten seconds before meetings ended. A schoolteacher complained that her classroom clock dismissed students before the bell. A hotel manager whispered—actually whispered—that Room 11’s alarm clocks rang in response to things that had not yet gone wrong.

Each time, Morgenstern inspected, repaired, returned.

Each time, he understood more and explained less.

Lucerne adjusted.

This was its gift. A city built on centuries of negotiation—between lake and mountain, between language and language, between neutrality and necessity. The clocks’ behavior was noted, joked about, then folded into routine. People began arriving early not because they feared lateness, but because their clocks suggested they already were.

Only Morgenstern noticed the pattern.

The clocks did not remember everything.

They remembered decisions.

Not outcomes, not accidents, not acts of God. They remembered moments where a choice could still tilt the world slightly in one direction or another. A resignation letter half-written. A marriage postponed. A train boarded instead of missed.

The clocks chimed when a future narrowed.

They fell silent when it closed.

Morgenstern did not write this down. Writing made things fixed, and he suspected this phenomenon resisted that violence.

He began, instead, to listen.

In his shop, he removed the radio. Silence, he had learned, was the only medium fine enough to carry time when it spoke ahead of itself. The ticking grew louder, not in volume but in intention. Each clock had its own texture of anticipation. Some were anxious. Some patient. A few seemed almost regretful.

One afternoon, a young man entered the shop holding a travel clock with the logo of the Swiss Federal Railways. He looked nervous in the manner of those who believed nervousness was temporary.

“It rang,” he said. “At three thirty-six.”

“And?” Morgenstern prompted.

“And then my train was canceled at three thirty-eight.”

Morgenstern nodded.

“It rang again,” the man continued. “At four ten.”

“And?”

The man swallowed. “At four twelve, my fiancée texted to say she needed to talk.”

Morgenstern did not ask what the message contained. He already knew the clock would have rung again, shortly before whatever answer was given.

“Can you fix it?” the man asked.

“Yes,” Morgenstern said, meaning something else entirely.

When the man left, the clock remained silent on the bench, its hands perfectly aligned with the present.

That night, Morgenstern dreamed of walking along the Kapellbrücke. Each painted panel overhead showed the same scene: a man standing before a door, hand raised, uncertain whether to knock.

He woke with the sense that time, like water, preferred pressure points.

As weeks passed, Morgenstern noticed another thing: the clocks behaved differently depending on whether he intended to tell their owners the truth.

When he even considered explaining what he believed—that the clocks were not broken, that they were responding to future density—the clocks stuttered. Springs slipped. Hands froze.

When he resolved to say nothing, they steadied.

Time, it seemed, did not want to be translated.

He tested this once, experimentally, with a woman who brought in a kitchen timer that rang before arguments.

“I think it’s—” he began.

The timer shattered in his hands.

“I’m sorry,” he said, truthfully. “It cannot be repaired.”

She left relieved.

Lucerne’s authorities did not intervene. They rarely did unless absolutely necessary. But a philosopher from Zürich arrived one morning, unannounced, carrying a suitcase full of clocks.

“I’ve heard,” she said.

“Everyone hears,” Morgenstern replied.

“Not everyone understands.”

“That depends,” he said, “on what you think understanding does.”

She unpacked the clocks. Some chimed backward. Others ticked irregularly, like breathing.

“These are from different cities,” she said. “Basel. Bern. Even Paris. They all change once they’re here.”

“Cities,” Morgenstern said, “are arguments with time.”

She watched him work.

“You refuse to tell people,” she said. Not a question.

“I refuse to collapse their future into language,” he replied.

She smiled faintly. “Very Swiss of you.”

He did not take this as praise.

One evening, after she left, a clock rang in the shop that did not belong to any customer.

It was his.

A simple wristwatch he had worn since apprenticeship. It rang once, softly, at 19:42.

Morgenstern looked at the calendar.

Tomorrow.

He removed the watch and placed it face-down.

At 19:44 the next evening, the shop window cracked.

Not shattered—cracked. A thin line like a decision that could no longer be revised.

Outside, a young woman stood staring at the glass, her reflection fractured. She had tripped, she explained later, startled by the sound of bells ringing when there were none.

Morgenstern helped her up. He did not ask her name.

“You heard it too,” she said.

“Yes,” he replied.

“Was it warning me?”

“No,” he said. “It was remembering you.”

She looked confused, then strangely comforted.

“Will it happen again?” she asked.

“Only if it needs to,” he said.

That night, Morgenstern closed the shop for the first time in decades.

He walked along the lake. The water reflected the city lights imperfectly, correcting nothing. He thought of all the moments he had declined to name. All the futures he had allowed to remain unspoken.

Behind him, somewhere in the city, a clock chimed—not loud enough to locate, not soft enough to ignore.

Morgenstern did not turn back.

He had learned what his father never said, what the clocks had been teaching patiently all along:

Time does not move forward.

It accumulates.

And the future, like a memory, can be damaged by being told too soon.

When Morgenstern returned to the shop the next morning, the clocks were ordinary again.

They ticked.

Lucerne exhaled.

And somewhere, unnoticed, a decision was postponed long enough to remain possible.
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2. Echoes beneath Lake Geneva
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The first voice was mistaken for a pressure anomaly.

This was not unreasonable. Lake Geneva had a long history of behaving as if it possessed moods. Divers spoke of sudden currents where none were charted, of cold pockets that rose like breath from below, of sounds that traveled incorrectly—arriving before their source, or lingering long after it should have faded. Science named these things reluctantly. Folklore did not bother.

So when Léonard Weiss surfaced from his routine dive near the Vidy bay and reported that the lake had spoken, the research coordinator wrote auditory hallucination due to depth stress in the logbook and moved on.

Weiss did not argue. He rarely did. He was a hydro acoustics technician, not a poet, and had learned early that certain experiences lost credibility the moment they were defended too carefully.

Still, that evening, alone in his apartment overlooking the water, he replayed the sound in his mind with the precision of someone trained to isolate frequencies.

It had not been a noise.

It had been a memory.

Not his own.

Lake Geneva—Lac Léman, depending on who was speaking and why—rested between nations like a held breath. France leaned toward it with vineyards and terraces. Switzerland faced it with restraint, promenades measured in civic intervals. The lake absorbed both temperaments without preference.

Beneath its surface lay layers of sediment thick enough to archive centuries. Ships. Tools. Bones. Lost watches. Entire villages drowned deliberately in the name of hydroelectric promise. The lake was not forgetful. It was merely quiet.

The project Weiss worked on was unambitious by design: mapping residual sonar distortions left by submerged infrastructure. It required patience more than imagination. His days followed a rhythm that suited him—descend, record, ascend, log, repeat.

On the morning of the second voice, he was descending near Meillerie, where the cliffs plunged abruptly and the water darkened with unsettling speed. At twelve meters, his instruments flickered. At fifteen, the lake grew colder than expected.

Then, at seventeen meters, he heard a woman humming.

Not through the comms. Inside the helmet.

The tune was unfamiliar but structured, looping back on itself with the confidence of repetition. Weiss froze, checking gauges. No oxygen irregularity. No signal interference.

The humming stopped.

A voice replaced it.

You are late, it said gently, in French tinged with an accent he could not place. You always were.

Weiss inhaled sharply, fogging the visor.

Images flooded him—not imaginings, but completed scenes. A narrow kitchen with blue tiles. A pot boiling over. A man removing his shoes impatiently, tapping ash into the sink. A clock striking eight.

Grief rose in Weiss’s chest with the physical force of remembered loss.

Yet none of it belonged to him.

He had never lived in that kitchen. He had never known that man. The sorrow carried a familiarity that did not match his biography.

The voice did not speak again.

When Weiss surfaced, his hands were shaking.

This time, he did
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