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Author’s Note - The Signs Weren’t Enough.*
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Dear Reader,

I hope you get’uor story here. 😉
(As if that means anything.)
This isn’t the kind of story that begins at the beginning.
Or ends at the end.
Or even agrees with itself.
You’ll hear from three voices. None of them lie exactly.
None of them quite tell the truth, either.
One writes everything down. One explains what’s missing.
One just watches.
The name is Lucky.
The title is Three Time’s a Charm*
Whether you believe in signs, chance, or nothing at all,
this is a story about what happens when the world starts making sense—
and what’s left when it doesn’t.
Take your time. Read twice, maybe three times.
You never know which reading will be the charm.
—The Author

* yeah, i’ve noticed the discrepancy.. The Author
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MORNING — MARCH 3
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[LOG ENTRY]

07:04 — Male, mid-40s, grey overcoat, hood up, exits building at 12 Latchmere.
07:07 — Stops near alley entrance. Removes glove. Touches brick wall for 9 seconds.
07:09 — Walks eastward. Passes broken umbrella lodged in fence.
07:11 — Two pigeons startle. Male flinches.
07:13 — Enters Berriman Deli. Buys nothing. Exits.
07:15 — Disappears beyond camera range.

[DIARY ENTRY — LUCKY]

March 3.
The day started with the usual sign. I touched the wall—it was warm. That’s always good.
Saw the umbrella again. Still open, still caught in the bars. Still offering shelter to nothing.
That’s a sign too. I don’t know what of, but it’s too exact not to be.
Two birds flew up like they remembered me. I think today will bring a voice.

[NARRATOR’S NOTES]

He never mentions the alley’s smell. It’s always there—sharp, half-rotted, like overripe bananas and something electrical.
He also doesn’t mention that he flinched.
Or that he didn’t buy anything. He walked in, stood by the newspapers, and left without touching a thing.
He once told me that pigeons are lucky when they arrive in pairs. He never said what it meant when they leave in pairs.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

MIDDAY — MARCH 4
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[LOG ENTRY]

12:02 — Male, mid-40s, no coat, exits 12 Latchmere holding notebook.
12:04 — Stops at corner by the disused phone booth. Opens notebook. Writes.
12:06 — A woman with stroller walks past. They do not speak.
12:07 — Male steps inside booth briefly. Looks up.
12:09 — Drops pen. Picks up wrong pen from ground. Keeps it.
12:11 — Walks south. Crosses at unmarked intersection.

[DIARY ENTRY — LUCKY]

March 4.
Phone booth today. Had to go—felt pulled.
Noticed how the light hit the glass in five perfect lines. Just like yesterday’s dream.
Didn’t talk to her. Didn’t need to. It was enough to see the baby’s sock fall off. A trail starts with a sign, always.
The pen I used wasn’t mine. But it wrote something I hadn’t meant to say—and that always matters.

[NARRATOR’S NOTES]

He says “five perfect lines,” but the glass was cracked. One vertical, jagged—no symmetry.
The woman with the stroller wasn’t the same as in his earlier entries. But her child did lose a sock. That much was true.
He never describes the pen he picks up. But it was chewed, blue-capped, with “St. Jude's” hospital branding.
He’s begun to write even when nothing happens. But sometimes the writing happens instead.
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EVENING — MARCH 5
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[LOG ENTRY]

18:21 — Male, mid-40s, grey hoodie, exits Latchmere with plastic bag.
18:23 — Walks west. Stops at corner of Wren Street and Marley. Ties shoelace.
18:26 — Drops plastic bag. Picks it up. Crosses street without looking.
18:28 — Halts at mailbox. Looks around. Does not deposit anything.
18:31 — Enters corner café. Remains for 9 minutes. No visible purchase.
18:40 — Walks east, returns to Latchmere.

[DIARY ENTRY — LUCKY]

March 5.
I left the note today. Felt it in my hands—real, not just an idea this time.
The red of the mailbox was sharper than I expected. Almost humming.
Someone inside the café smiled at me. She may have been reading the note already. I didn’t stay—I didn’t want to interfere with its unfolding.

[NARRATOR’S NOTES]

He didn’t leave anything in the mailbox. I checked.
The café wasn’t crowded. No one smiled at him, unless you count the reflection on the curved metal of the espresso machine.
He clutched the plastic bag like it mattered. But later, when I found it on his table, it only held a crushed cup and a folded, blank page.
Still, I can’t shake the feeling that something was read tonight.
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[INTERJECTION — THE AUTHOR]
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—Ahem—

Look—
It’s not like I don’t know what I’m doing.
I do. I mean—I try.
You’ll probably spot things. Little gaps. Inconsistencies.
Moments that don’t quite match up. Maybe something’s missing.
But that’s not negligence. That’s... effort.
(sip)
(longer sip)
(a mutter: “Concentrate.”)
It’s all about persistence, you know?
About staying with something even after the pattern unthreads.
Even after you’ve lost the right words for what you’re seeing.
Even when people like Lucky keep bending the light just by being in it.
(quietly)
I really do try.
(clears throat again, gentler this time)
Okay. March 6. Ready?
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[DIARY ENTRY — LUCKY]
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March 6.
The man on the bench today was humming. I knew the tune—though I didn’t recognize it until I walked away. It was something from the waiting room when I broke my arm, eleven years ago. A full circle, maybe. Or a spiral.
The light flickered above the kiosk, same way it did the night before Mum passed. I didn’t look away. This time, I just stood there and took it in. The flickering. The way the pigeons didn’t scatter. The girl in the green coat who crossed the street without turning her head.

Sometimes the day skips, like a scratched record. You feel it. You look at your hands, and they’re not quite where they should be.
I don’t mind it anymore. It’s all rhythm.
It all comes back around.
The dream from last week came true, almost. Just missing the dog.
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[DIARY ENTRY — LUCKY]
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March 7.
The numbers kept showing up today. 8:08 on the clock. House 88. The receipt at the bakery: £8.80. It’s not just coincidence.
It’s a corridor. A signal. Something’s about to arrive.
The dream from last night was strange—I was in a queue, but everyone ahead of me was someone I’ve met in passing.
Bus drivers. Neighbors. The woman from the post office who once asked if I’d like the “lucky stamp.”
They all turned around, one by one, and smiled. No one spoke. The line kept moving.
I think I’m going to get something tomorrow. Maybe it’s news. Maybe it’s nothing. But it’ll matter.
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