
THE 24th SHADOW


Table of Contents

Title Page

THE 24th SHADOW

Introduction: The Static in the Room

Chapter 1: The Violet After-Image

Chapter 2: Glint Hollow Goes Dark

Chapter 3: The Rule of 86,400

Chapter 4: Scent of a Yesterday

Chapter 5: The Skeptic in the Suit

Chapter 6: The Girl on the Bus

Chapter 7: Crossing the Creek Bed

Chapter 8: The Clockmaker’s Tremor

Chapter 9: Losing the Light

Chapter 10: The Thirteenth Hour

Chapter 11: The Echo in the Attic

Chapter 12: Whispers in the Static

Chapter 13: The Final Countdown

Chapter 14: Velocity of the Invisible

Chapter 15: The Sun Hits the Floor

Conclusion: A New Kind of Sight

Blurb

Also By Tanya G Govender

THE 24th SHADOW

First Edition, 4 February 2026

Copyright © 2026 Tanya G Govender
All rights reserved.
No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the prior written permission of the author.

While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher and author assume no responsibility for errors, omissions, or any damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

​

​

​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Introduction: The Static in the Room
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Glint Hollow was not a place for people who wanted to be found. Tucked into a jagged fold of the mountains where the sun only touched the valley floor for a few hours a day, the town lived in a state of permanent, silvery twilight. It was a town of clocks, mist, and secrets—a place where the silence was so thick you could almost hear the seconds falling like snow.

Vesper Lowen fits into Glint Hollow like a shadow fits into a corner. At twelve years old, she had perfected the art of the "unseen." She wore oversized sweaters the color of rainy days and walked with a soft, rolling gait that didn't even make the floorboards creak. To her teachers, she was a name on a seating chart; to her classmates, she was the smudge on the glass you only noticed when the light hit it just right.

She liked it that way. Being invisible was safe. If no one saw you, no one could ask why you spent your lunch breaks in the library or why you felt more comfortable in the dark than in the sun.

Then came the dog.

Blue was a Greyhound, but he looked more like a ghost carved out of brindle marble. When Vesper first saw him at the rescue center, he was shivering in the back of a concrete kennel, his ribs like the slats of a broken fence. The handler had called him a "washout." He’d been bred to run, but on the track, he’d simply stopped mid-race and stared at the empty air. They said he lacked "the drive." They said he was too slow because his mind was always somewhere else.

Vesper knew that feeling. She took him home not because she wanted a pet, but because she recognized a fellow shadow.

But within forty-eight hours of bringing him to the house on the edge of the woods, Vesper realized Blue wasn't looking at "nothing." He was looking at "Then."

It started with a twitch of his ears, a low whine at an empty kitchen chair, and the way he would side-step a person who had walked through the room exactly one day ago. Vesper began to notice it too—the subtle shimmer in the air, the violet-hued "Echoes" that trailed behind the living like the wake behind a boat.

For Vesper, the world had always been a lonely place. But through Blue’s eyes, she saw that the world was crowded with the memories of yesterday. Every laugh, every footstep, every moment of fear left a signature in the air that lasted exactly twenty-four hours—86,400 seconds of residual life before it dissolved into the static of time.

She thought it was just a strange, beautiful secret they shared. A way for two invisible beings to see the hidden heart of their town.

She didn't know that in a few days, the golden boy of Glint Hollow would go missing. She didn't know that the police would be blind to the violet footprints leading into the dark. And she certainly didn't know that her "slow" dog was the only thing fast enough to catch a ghost before it vanished forever.

The clock in the hall ticked. The mist pressed against the window. And in the corner of the room, Blue began to growl at a shadow that hadn't been there for a day.

​The race had already begun. Vesper Lowen just didn't know it yet.
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​Chapter 1: The Violet After-Image
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The kitchen in the Lowen house always felt like it was holding its breath, waiting for a noise that never came. In Glint Hollow, the silence wasn't just a lack of sound; it was a physical weight, thick as the valley fog that crept under the doorframes.

Vesper Lowen sat at the scarred oak table, her fingers tracing the jagged grain of the wood. Across from her, Blue was behaving like a statue.

Most Greyhounds are experts at the "lean"—tilting their bony frames against their humans for comfort. But Blue was standing in the center of the linoleum, his spine a rigid arch of brindle fur. He wasn't looking at Vesper. He wasn't looking at the door. He was staring at the empty space in front of the rusted coffee percolator.

"Blue? You’re spooking me," Vesper whispered. Her voice felt small, swallowed by the high ceilings.

Blue didn't huff. He didn't wag his whip-thin tail. Instead, his head tracked something moving toward the refrigerator. He took two dainty, high-stepped paces to the left, his nose twitching with a frantic intensity. To anyone else, he looked like a dog with a neurological glitch—a "washout" from the track who had finally lost his mind.

But Vesper noticed the air.

It started as a subtle distortion, like heat rising off asphalt, but tinted with a soft, electric violet. It wasn't a ghost—ghosts were supposed to be cold and terrifying. This was a residual. It was a smear of light that took the flickering shape of her mother.

Vesper glanced at the digital clock on the microwave: 7:04 AM.

She remembered yesterday. At exactly 7:04 AM, her mother had been a whirlwind of stress, searching for her car keys while the coffee hissed and spat. In the "now," the kitchen was silent, but Blue was watching the Yesterday-Mom move. He let out a low, curious whine, his head tilting so far his ear brushed his shoulder.

The violet shimmer—the Echo—reached for an invisible cabinet. Blue’s eyes followed the hand that wasn’t there.

"You see her, don't you?" Vesper’s heart drummed a frantic rhythm against her ribs.

She stood up, the chair legs screeching against the floor. She moved toward the space Blue was guarding. As she stepped into the violet haze, the air grew dense, like walking through a curtain of heavy silk. A faint, impossible scent of toasted hazelnut—the coffee from twenty-four hours ago—brushed against her senses.

Blue nudged the air with his snout. In the present, there was nothing but a dust mote dancing in a stray beam of grey light. But Blue’s ears flicked back as if he heard the clink of a spoon against a ceramic mug that had been washed and put away hours ago.

"They told me you were too slow, Blue," Vesper murmured, reaching out to stroke the dog’s velvet-soft head. He didn't break his stare. "They said you didn't have the drive to chase anything."

She looked at the empty kitchen, then back at the dog who was vibrating with focus.

"You weren't too slow," she realized, a chill crawling up her spine. "You were just looking at the wrong time."

Suddenly, the microwave clock clicked to 7:05 AM.

The violet shimmer didn't fade; it snapped out of existence. One second, the kitchen was filled with the glowing memory of her mother’s morning routine; the next, it was just a drafty room in a quiet house.

Blue immediately relaxed. He let out a long, theatrical sigh and flopped onto his side, his long legs sprawling across the linoleum like fallen timber. He looked up at Vesper, his amber eyes clear and expectant.

Vesper looked at her own hands. For the first time in her life, she felt like she wasn't the only one in the room who knew what it was like to be a shadow.

"We have to go to the festival grounds," she said, her voice firmer than she’d ever heard it. "Kaelen Voss went missing at 8:00 PM last night. That means we have until 8:00 PM tonight before his trail disappears forever."

Blue’s ear twitched. He was ready.
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Chapter 2: Glint Hollow Goes Dark
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The transformation of Glint Hollow didn’t happen with a roar; it happened with a click.

By mid-morning, every shop bolt in the village had turned. The local radio station, WGLN, had abandoned its usual loop of folk music for a steady, rhythmic emergency broadcast. The announcement was a cold splash of water: Kaelen Voss, the star athlete whose face graced the "Welcome to the Hollow" mural, had not returned from the Autumn Harvest Festival.

Vesper stood on her front porch, her hand buried in the soft scruff of Blue’s neck. Usually, the town was a patchwork of distant lawnmowers and barking dogs, but today, the air felt sterilized. The only sound was the low hum of a black sedan patrolling the perimeter of their cul-de-sac.

"Look at them, Blue," Vesper whispered. "They’re looking for someone who isn't there anymore."

Blue sat perfectly still, his ears swiveling like radar dishes. He wasn't looking at the patrol car. He was staring at the end of the driveway, where the mist curled like gray fingers around the mailbox. To Blue, the world was a double-exposure. He saw the empty street of today, but he also saw the bustling, violet-tinted crowd of yesterday.

Vesper’s phone buzzed in her pocket. It was a mandatory "Shelter-in-Place" alert from the Glint Hollow Police Department.


EMERGENCY ALERT: All residents are ordered to remain indoors. A perimeter has been established around the Blackwood Forest and the Festival Grounds. If you have any information regarding Kaelen Voss, contact Inspector Hallowell immediately.


"Lockdown," Vesper murmured. The word felt like a cage.

She looked toward the town center. If the police were locking down the valley, they were sealing the exits. They thought Kaelen was still out there, somewhere in the present. But Vesper knew the truth. Kaelen was moving through the past, and every minute she spent sitting on this porch was a minute of his trail turning to smoke.

"If we wait for them to find him, he’ll be gone," she said, her voice trembling but certain.

She retreated inside, grabbed her yellow raincoat and a heavy-duty flashlight. She didn't need the light to see—she needed it to look like a normal person if she got caught. Then, she reached for Blue’s leash, but the Greyhound didn't move toward the door.

He stayed by the window, his gaze fixed on a violet Echo of a neighbor’s cat that had strolled by twenty-four hours ago.

"We have to go now, Blue. Eight o'clock is coming."

As they slipped out the back door, avoiding the gaze of the patrol cars, the sky over Glint Hollow turned a bruised, heavy purple. The sun was dipping behind the jagged peaks of the valley early, as it always did, casting long shadows that seemed to reach for them.

Vesper felt the weight of the town’s collective fear pressing down on her. To the people of Glint Hollow, the world had gone dark because a boy was missing. But to Vesper, the world was blindingly bright with the fading light of what used to be.

She wasn't just a girl walking a dog anymore. She was a scavenger of seconds, a hunter of the 24th hour.

​

​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 3: The Rule of 86,400
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The edges of the festival grounds were cordoned off with yellow tape that hissed in the wind, but Vesper knew the gaps in the perimeter. She and Blue crouched behind a rusted equipment shed, the air smelling of damp earth and stale popcorn.

Vesper pulled a small, spiral-bound notebook from her pocket. Her hands were shaking, not from the cold, but from the realization of the physics governing Blue’s new world.

"Okay," she whispered, her pencil hovering over the paper. "Let’s be precise."

She wrote the numbers down, the lead digging deep into the page.


●  60 seconds in a minute.

●  60 minutes in an hour.

●  24 hours in a day.


$$60 \times 60 \times 24 = 86,400$$

The number stared back at her: 86,400. That was the total lifespan of an Echo. It wasn't a vague window; it was a heartbeat-for-heartbeat countdown. Every step Kaelen Voss had taken yesterday was a ticking bomb. If he had walked past this shed at 10:15:05 AM yesterday, his shimmering violet image would vanish at exactly 10:15:05 AM today.

"It’s not just fading, Blue," she said, looking at the dog. "It’s a conveyor belt. The past is falling off a cliff at eighty-six thousand, four hundred seconds."

Blue wasn't interested in math. He was pinned to the ground, his chest vibrating with a low, sub-harmonic growl. He was staring at a patch of trampled grass near the ticket booth.

Vesper looked through the chain-link fence. There, a faint glow began to pulse. It was a violet smear—a footstep. Then another
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