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When a priceless heirloom, the Thakore Timepiece, vanishes from a locked museum room without a trace, the city is stunned — and Detective Dujo is called in. But what begins as a high-profile theft quickly reveals deeper secrets: ancient rivalries, forged documents, and a trail of deceptions hidden behind ticking clocks.

As Dujo and his team follow the clues through forgotten archives, mysterious guilds, and hidden vaults, they discover that this is no ordinary theft. The stolen clock may hold the key to a conspiracy stretching back generations.

In a race against time, Dujo must outsmart brilliant forgers, silent enemies, and even his own doubts to solve the case before the truth itself disappears.

The Mystery of a Clock is a sharp, intelligent mystery packed with locked-room puzzles, clever twists, and the timeless question: what is truly priceless — an object, or the truth it hides?
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Time is often thought of as linear, inevitable, and unchangeable. Yet, history is shaped not just by what happens, but by what is remembered—and what is forgotten.

The Mystery of a Clock was born from a fascination with memory, secrecy, and the hidden hands that shape our understanding of truth. What if a simple object—an antique clock—could hold the power to not only mark the hours but also manipulate history itself?

In creating this story, I wanted to explore a world where conspiracies stretch beyond politics and power, touching the very fabric of time and memory. Detective Dujo stands at the center: a man chasing clues not just in the present, but through the gaps and silences left in the past.

This novel is a journey into locked rooms, forgotten corridors, whispered societies, and the human need to uncover the truth—even when it threatens everything we know.

Thank you for joining me in this adventure.
The clock is ticking.
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To the seekers of truth,
the keepers of memory,
and the quiet souls who refuse to let time erase what matters.
This story is for you.
— Mano
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Writing a story is never a journey walked alone.

I am deeply grateful to all the readers who believe in the power of mysteries, imagination, and perseverance. Your curiosity inspires every twist and turn.

Thank you to my close supporters who encouraged me to chase big ideas and patiently awaited each new chapter. Your faith kept the clock ticking even when the path seemed uncertain.

A special thanks to those who value storytelling in all its forms — may we continue to seek the hidden truths and wonder at the mysteries that time holds.

Finally, to every dreamer with a story yet to tell: never stop searching, and never stop believing that your words can shape the future.

— Mano

——-Start——-
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Setting: A sleepy town called Devgarh, known for its heritage museum. The museum recently displayed an ancient, priceless clock—handmade in the 1700s, gifted by a forgotten Maharaja, and known for never stopping.

It was a Monday morning, quiet like most in Devgarh. A slight drizzle pattered on the windowpanes, and the sleepy museum on Hilltop Road stirred slowly to life. Inside, everything was as it should be—except one thing.

The clock was gone.

Not any clock. The Thakore Timepiece—a 300-year-old mechanical wonder sealed behind a glass case in Room 7, locked every evening by hand, guarded by history and habit. Yet today, it stood missing, the glass unbroken, the doors untouched.

The security guard stood frozen. He rubbed his eyes twice, checked his logbook, even patted his chest like a man confirming he was awake.

At 9:14 AM, the museum director called the police.

At 11:07 AM, Detective Dujo arrived.

He stepped out of a dusty green Maruti, his coat buttoned, hat slightly tilted, eyes scanning the building like it might confess something. He didn’t speak much as he walked in—Dujo rarely did at first. Instead, he listened to the silence.

Room 7 was roped off. The guards stood awkwardly. The director, a nervous man named Mr. Khera, gestured too much.

“No signs of break-in,” Khera said, voice high. “Only three keys exist. Mine, the guard’s, and the chief curators. All are accounted for. I—I don’t understand how this could happen.”

Dujo looked at the glass case. Intact. Clean. Almost too clean.

He walked around the room slowly. Counted steps. Tapped the floor. Leaned forward to observe a small wooden stool next to the case.

“A stool?” he asked.

Khera blinked. “For school groups. Sometimes children... they get curious...”

Dujo didn’t respond. He took out a small notepad and scribbled something.

Behind him, a young voice called out, “Uncle!”

It was Bisu, Dujo’s nephew, eager-eyed and carrying a shoulder bag full of snacks, notebooks, and curiosity.

Dujo gave a small nod. “Come. We’re chasing a clock that vanished without a sound.”

Bisu grinned. “Sounds fun.”

Dujo narrowed his eyes at the untouched glass.

“Let’s hope it’s not ticking toward something worse.”

––––––––
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THE INTERROGATION ROOM at the museum was little more than a dusty library with a fan that creaked like a guilty conscience. Dujo sat with his usual calm, his fingers drumming a soft rhythm on the table. Bisu sat beside him, scribbling observations in his notebook like an eager apprentice.

The suspects were few, but all significant.

Mr. Khera, the museum director.

Rafiq, the night guard.

Dr. Sonali Vaidya, the chief curator and clock historian.

Each had a key. Each claimed to have locked everything properly. Each had an alibi.

He sat stiffly, wringing his hands. "I was at home. I live just fifteen minutes away. My wife and daughter were with me."

"Your key?" Dujo asked.

"In my drawer. Locked. I... I can show you."

Dujo only nodded and moved on.

"I did my rounds at 9 PM. Room 7 was locked. I swear it. I checked all the doors twice, like always. Clock was still there."

Dujo asked, “Did you hear anything odd last night?”

Rafiq paused. “There was a cat meowing near the back gate. Loud. Around midnight, maybe. I went out to chase it off. That’s all.”

“Left your post?” Bisu asked, surprised.

“Just five minutes.”

Dujo looked at him silently, then said, “Even five minutes is enough... if someone knew your habits.”

Elegant, calm, sharp-eyed. She spoke carefully.

“I was home. I live alone. Working on a journal article about 18th-century horology. No visitors.”

“Your key?”

She pulled a lanyard from her bag. The key still hung from it.

“I never take it off,” she said.

Dujo leaned back. “And the clock? You believed it had no special properties?”

She smiled faintly. “Dujo, I’m a historian. I don’t chase superstitions. The clock is a masterpiece of engineering. Nothing more.”

But her fingers tapped the table—once, twice, rhythmically—just like the ticking of a clock.

After the interviews, Dujo and Bisu walked through the corridor in silence.

“So?” Bisu asked. “They all sound... innocent.”

Dujo nodded. “Yes. Innocent stories.”

He stopped suddenly. Turned back toward Room 7.

“But lies,” he added quietly. “Always leave fingerprints.”

The museum closed early that evening. Dujo requested complete privacy in Room 7.

The staff obliged, but not without nervous glances. Rumors had already begun to swirl—some whispered of ghost
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	Records of illegal land handovers signed in invisible ink.

	A list of coded names, all tied to the Whispered Order.

	And a map—with the clock tower at the center.
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	Blueprints of the city’s old underground tunnels.

	A ledger with names and amounts—bribes, transfers.

	And a small audio device labeled: Whisper No. 3 — Dev Intercept.








	S. Vohra – current state minister.

	J. Mallick – museum director.

	Dr. K. Dhawan – head of cultural archives.
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	More documents, mostly water-damaged.

	A third coil, barely intact.

	A box labeled “Chime Formula: T-7”
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	A leather-bound book titled “Logbook of the Lost Hours”

	A wax-sealed envelope with the emblem of the Maharaja

	A medallion shaped like a split clock face
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	A 93-year-old woman in Kerala who remembered the Maharaja’s secret schooling system.

	A man in Pune whose great-grandfather was imprisoned for speaking the truth.

	A professor in Kolkata who had a torn page of the Logbook before the release.
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