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January 1984, Sidney, Nebraska. Evelyn Morse, 34, cashier at the Phillips 66 truck stop off I-80, locked up at 2:13 a.m., her breath fogging in the frigid Plains air, keys jangling against the neon hum of the station’s flickering sign, its glow cutting through the night’s icy veil. She walked two blocks toward her clapboard rental, scarf tight against the wind’s sharp bite, her thermos left steaming on the counter beside the register. She never arrived. Dawn found her under the town’s water tower, a rusted giant looming over Sidney’s flat grid, neck snapped clean as a dry twig, no bruises, no signs of struggle in the snow-dusted gravel beneath her. Her purse lay untouched, $23 in crumpled tips intact, lipstick still zipped inside. The coroner ruled homicide, cause unknown, case cold by February, a footnote in Cheyenne County’s frostbitten records. Her brother, Greg, swore Evelyn was cautious, always locked doors, her life as tidy as her receipts; no enemies, no debts. Truckers at the Phillips 66 saw nothing, heard only the wind’s low howl across the empty plains. Sidney whispered: drifter’s kill, jealous lover’s rage, a tower that stood too silent under the starless sky. The file moldered, a riddle wrapped in ice and dust, unanswered.

Greg’s grief clung to Evelyn’s rental, her coat still on the hook, coffee grounds stale in the pot, a faint scent of her rosewater perfume lingering. At the truck stop, drivers spun tales - Evelyn crossed a roughneck with a grudge, or the tower’s rusted shadow hid sins older than the town. Her keys, impounded, held only her prints, no scratches, no signs of force. Greg kept her charm necklace, silver links warm as memory, in a tin box beside her spare gloves. A farmer saw red streaks on the tower’s legs at dawn, gone by noon, like blood washed away by an unseen hand. The town buzzed with “Sidney ghost,” theories of vengeance or cursed steel rising like fog from the snow. Greg stayed, pumping gas at the station, but the tower loomed larger each night, its silhouette a pulse in his sleepless dreams, ticking like a clock.

The tower’s legs didn’t stay clean. They bled. That dawn, as Greg slept clutching Evelyn’s necklace, its charms digging into his palm, the water tower wept - thick red oozing from rusted bolts, pooling into boot prints in the snow, leading back to the Phillips 66 like a trail of accusations. At 2:13 a.m., Evelyn’s handprint dripped onto the counter, red and wet, no body near, the register untouched, its keys silent. Greg, working a late shift, saw it form, blood trickling like a clock’s relentless tick, her fingerprints verified by police, unmistakable. The prints led to the tower, circling its base in the snow, then vanished in the gravel, as if the ground swallowed them. Each dawn, the tower bled again, red streaking from bolts, forming boot prints that marched to



d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE CLOCK
THAT BLED






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





