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    To every brave reader who enjoys a mysterious knock in the night, a shadowy old house, and the thrill of uncovering long-forgotten secrets—this story is for you.
May these pages remind you that courage is not the absence of fear, but the choice to take one careful step forward with kindness, curiosity, and loyal friends by your side. Sometimes the greatest mysteries are solved by listening with an open heart.
May your imagination lead you on unforgettable adventures, your bravery grow with every challenge, and every bedtime story leave you wondering what hidden wonders might be waiting just beyond the next midnight knock.
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Chapter 1: Three Knocks at Midnight
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The old farmhouse stood at the edge of Maple Hollow, surrounded by rolling green fields, towering oak trees, and winding country lanes that seemed to disappear into the distant hills. Wildflowers bloomed along the stone fences, birds sang from the branches, and a gentle breeze carried the scent of fresh pine through the air.

To anyone passing by, it looked like the perfect place for a peaceful weekend.

But the people who lived there knew one unusual secret.

Every night...

At exactly midnight...

Someone knocked on the front door.

Three times.

Always three.

And when someone opened the door—

No one was ever there.

Noah had grown up hearing the strange story, but he had never actually stayed awake long enough to witness it himself.

That was about to change.

A dusty blue car turned into the gravel driveway just as the afternoon sun began to sink toward the hills.

Noah hurried across the front yard with a wide smile.

"They're here!"

The passenger doors opened one by one.

Out climbed his three best friends.

Emma carried a backpack almost as large as she was, stuffed with books, snacks, and a notebook she never traveled without.

Owen stepped out next, carefully holding a camera around his neck.

He loved taking photographs of old buildings, unusual objects, and wildlife.

Finally came Sophie, who noticed little details that everyone else often missed.

She believed every mystery had a logical explanation—until proven otherwise.

Noah waved excitedly.

"You made it!"

Emma laughed.

"We've been looking forward to this all month."

Owen looked around the peaceful countryside.

"I forgot how beautiful it is here."

Sophie smiled.

"It doesn't even look old."

Noah grinned.

"Wait until you see the inside."

The four friends carried their bags into the farmhouse.

The front hallway smelled of polished wood and fresh bread.

Old family photographs covered the walls.

A beautiful grandfather clock quietly ticked beside the staircase.

Its polished brass pendulum swung steadily from side to side.

Tick.

Tock.

Tick.

Tock.

Noah's grandmother appeared from the kitchen wearing a flour-covered apron.

"There you are!"

She hugged each child warmly.

"We've baked enough pie for an army."

Grandpa followed close behind, carrying a basket of apples from the orchard.

"I hope you're all hungry."

"We always are," Owen answered with a grin.

The afternoon passed quickly.

The children explored the old barn.

Fed the chickens.

Walked through the apple orchard.

Skipped stones across the nearby creek.

By evening they were happily exhausted.

After supper they gathered in the cozy living room.

Rain had begun tapping softly against the windows.

A fire crackled inside the stone fireplace.

Grandma placed mugs of hot chocolate onto the table.

"This," she declared, "is the best kind of weather for telling stories."

Emma smiled.

"I was hoping you'd say that."

Grandpa settled into his favorite rocking chair.

"I know exactly which story you're waiting to hear."

The children exchanged excited glances.

"The knocking?" Noah asked.

Grandpa nodded slowly.

"The knocking."

Even after all these years, his voice grew quieter whenever he mentioned it.

Sophie leaned forward.

"Has it really happened every night?"

Grandma answered first.

"Nearly every night."

"For as long as either of us can remember."

Owen looked surprised.

"Someone knocks on the door?"

"Exactly three times," Grandpa replied.

"Never two."

"Never four."

"Always three."

Emma looked toward the front hallway.

"Have you ever seen who it is?"

Grandpa shook his head.

"Never."

"No matter how quickly we answer..."

"...the porch is always empty."

Sophie smiled politely.

"Maybe someone is playing a prank."

Grandma laughed softly.

"We thought that many years ago."

"So Grandpa waited outside one night."

Owen looked interested.

"What happened?"

"He heard the knocks himself."

"But no one walked up the path."

"No one stood on the porch."

"And no one ran away."

The room became wonderfully quiet.

Only the rain continued tapping against the windows.

Emma looked thoughtful.

"That's impossible."

"So we used to think," Grandpa replied.

Noah looked at his friends.

"I've never actually stayed awake long enough to hear it."

Ben? No, Noah smiled to himself. Strange how another name had almost slipped into his thoughts.

"This weekend," Owen announced confidently, "we're finding out what's really happening."

Grandma smiled.

"I thought you might say that."

She stood.

"Just promise us one thing."

"What?" Sophie asked.

"If you hear the knocking..."

"...don't be frightened."

The children exchanged curious glances.

"Why not?" Emma asked.

Grandma's smile became mysterious.

"Because fear has never solved an old mystery."

Those words stayed in Noah's mind long after everyone had gone upstairs.

The four friends spread their sleeping bags across Noah's large bedroom floor.

Outside, the rain gradually stopped.

Moonlight replaced the storm clouds.

The farmhouse became very quiet.

They played card games.

Told funny stories.

Laughed until their stomachs hurt.

Every so often, one of them glanced toward the bedroom door.

Finally Owen checked his watch.

"Eleven forty-five."

"Only fifteen minutes," Sophie whispered.

Nobody felt sleepy anymore.

Emma quietly closed her notebook.

"I can't believe we're actually waiting for mysterious knocking."

Noah smiled nervously.

"Neither can I."

The old grandfather clock downstairs continued marking the passing minutes.

Tick...

Tock...

Tick...

Tock...

The farmhouse seemed almost to be holding its breath.

No wind stirred outside.

No branches scraped against the windows.

Even the crickets had fallen silent.

Eleven fifty-nine.

The children looked at one another.

Nobody spoke.

Then—

Dong.

The grandfather clock chimed once.

Twice.

Three times.

It continued until it had struck twelve.

The final note faded into silence.

Nothing happened.

Owen smiled.

"Maybe tonight's different."

Just then—

KNOCK!

Every child jumped.

The sound echoed through the entire farmhouse.

It wasn't loud because someone was angry.

It was loud because whoever had knocked had done so firmly.

Then—

KNOCK!

A second time.

Perfectly spaced.

Then—

KNOCK!

The third knock echoed through the silent house.

Nobody moved for one long heartbeat.

Then Grandpa's voice called from downstairs.

"Quickly!"

The four friends raced from the bedroom.

Their feet thundered down the wooden staircase.

Grandma already stood in the hallway.

Grandpa reached the front door.

Without hesitation he unlocked it.

Pulled it open.

The porch lay completely empty.

Moonlight bathed the wooden steps in pale silver light.

The rocking chairs gently rested where they always had.

The gravel driveway stretched toward the road.

Not a single person stood anywhere outside.

Owen hurried onto the porch.

He looked behind the pillars.

Around the flower beds.

Toward the orchard.

Nothing.

Emma scanned the yard.

"No one could disappear that fast."

Sophie looked toward the gate.

"There aren't even any shadows."

Noah stepped onto the porch beside them.

The cool night air felt perfectly still.

The whole countryside seemed asleep.

Grandpa slowly shook his head.

"Just as always."

The children stood silently.

No one knew what to say.

Then Lucy—no, Sophie, Noah corrected himself with a puzzled blink as another unfamiliar name briefly crossed his thoughts.

"Wait."

She pointed toward the wooden porch steps.

The others looked down.

Fresh muddy footprints had appeared.

One after another.

They began at the very edge of the porch.

Crossed the wooden boards.

Stopped directly in front of the closed front door.

There were no footprints leading away.

Only footprints leading to the house.

As though someone had walked through the mud, climbed the steps, knocked three times...

...and then vanished into the quiet midnight air without leaving another single trace behind.
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Chapter 2: The Footprints That Vanished
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The fresh muddy footprints rested silently on the front porch.

Noah knelt beside the nearest one while Owen aimed his flashlight at the wooden boards.

"They're real," Owen whispered.

He carefully touched the edge of one print with his finger.

The mud was still damp.

Emma crouched beside him.

"Whoever made these couldn't have been here more than a few minutes ago."

Sophie looked toward the moonlit yard.

"But where did they go?"

That was the strange part.

The footprints stopped directly in front of the front door.

There were no footprints leading away.

No muddy trail across the porch.

No marks in the flowerbeds.

Nothing.

It was as though the mysterious visitor had simply disappeared after knocking three times.

Grandpa stepped onto the porch beside the children.

He studied the prints quietly.

"They're different."

Noah looked up.

"What do you mean?"

Grandpa pointed toward the edge of the porch.

"When I was young, the footprints always vanished before reaching the house."

He frowned thoughtfully.

"I've never seen them come this close."

Grandma wrapped a warm shawl around her shoulders.

"Perhaps the visitor knows someone is finally paying attention."

The children exchanged curious glances.

Sophie smiled politely.

"Or perhaps we'll discover a perfectly ordinary explanation."

Grandpa chuckled.

"I hope you do."

He looked toward the old oak tree standing beside the house.

"If anyone can solve this mystery..."

"...it will be the four of you."

Noah looked back at the muddy prints.

"We're following them."

Grandma hesitated.

"It's after midnight."
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