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	Chapter 1 - Midnight’s Heard Sound



The first time I heard it, I thought I was imagining things.

It was a Tuesday night, the kind of mild September evening when the village air carries the faint scent of woodsmoke from the chimneys up on Mill Hill. Midnight padded along beside me, her sleek black fur catching the light from the old streetlamps. The lane was quiet except for our footsteps and the soft swish of her tail. Then the sound came - faint, hollow, deliberate. A clock, ticking. But not just ticking… counting backward.

I stopped mid-step.

Midnight’s green eyes flicked up to me, reflecting the yellow lamp glow. “You hear it too, don’t you?” she said in that half-sigh she reserves for when she thinks I’m being slow. Midnight doesn’t speak to everyone - in fact, I’m fairly sure she only speaks to me - but that’s a whole other matter.

“Yes,” I murmured, glancing down Rose Lane toward the source. “It’s coming from Alden’s.”

The clockmaker’s shop sat at the far end of the street, its crooked roof and dusty front windows making it look like it had been dropped straight out of a Victorian postcard. I hadn’t been inside for years, not since Mr. Alden had mended the little brass carriage clock my grandmother left me. The last time I saw him, he was bent over his workbench, a magnifying lens over one eye, looking for all the world like time itself had been entrusted to his care.

But tonight, the shop looked different.

A faint amber glow leaked from the crack at the bottom of the door. The tick-tick-tick grew louder as we approached, each beat reversed in a way that made the hairs rise on the back of my neck. I couldn’t explain it - the sound felt as though it were drawing something in rather than letting it go, like the pull of a tide.

Midnight hopped onto the low stone wall outside the bakery, her whiskers twitching. “He’s not usually open at this hour,” she observed. “And that,” she added with emphasis, “is not the sound of a working clock.”

I gave her a sidelong look. “You’re an expert now?”

“I live with a witch who keeps three clocks in her kitchen and still can’t manage to be on time for the village bake off,” she said, stretching languidly. “I think I’ve earned the right to comment.”

I ignored the witch part - some villagers like to call me that because I keep herbs hanging in my kitchen and know how to read tea leaves, but honestly, I’ve never been sure whether I should take it as a compliment.

We reached the shop, and I noticed the door was slightly ajar. Not just unlocked - actually open. That had never happened before. Mr. Alden was known for being meticulous, even fussy, about his locks. I remembered once waiting nearly five minutes while he secured the door behind us after closing.

I peered inside. The air smelled of oil and dust, like the inside of an old trunk. Shadows crowded the corners, and every clock on the shelves and walls was moving. Some ticked forward, some back, some in strange syncopated rhythms that made my ears itch. My eyes were drawn to the large brass-faced grandfather clock in the far corner. Its pendulum swung steadily, but the hands moved counterclockwise. At the very top, behind the glass, the hour hand crept toward the number two, the minute hand edging nearer to seventeen.

Midnight had slipped inside ahead of me, tail high, her paws silent on the worn wooden floor. She sniffed a stack of cuckoo clocks, then sat back, ears angled sharply toward the grandfather clock. “That’s the one,” she said softly.

The sound was stronger here, filling the shop with a low, resonant pulse. It didn’t feel like a normal clock chime was coming. It felt… expectant, as though it were waiting for something - or someone.

I stepped further in. “Mr. Alden?” My voice sounded too loud in the stillness.

No answer.

The workbench at the back was littered with half-dismantled clockworks, tiny screwdrivers, and glass domes. A mug of tea sat beside the stool, cold and untouched, with a ring of dust on the surface. I frowned. There was no sign of the man himself. No coat on the hook, no shuffling from the back room. Just that steady, impossible countdown toward 2:17.

“Maybe he’s in the storeroom,” I whispered, moving toward the small door behind the bench.

Midnight padded after me. “Or maybe he’s not here at all. Which begs the question - who wound the clock?”

I didn’t have an answer.

The storeroom door was shut. I reached for the handle, but before my fingers touched it, the clock began to chime. Not the bright, clear tone I’d expected - this was a deep, echoing clang that seemed to roll through the room in waves. My breath caught as the air thickened, the edges of the shelves blurring like heat rising from a road. The sound bent, warping in my ears until I was certain the chimes were playing backward.

Midnight’s fur stood on end. “Eliza…” she murmured, and for once there was no sarcasm in her voice.

I spun toward the grandfather clock, half expecting to see the glass shatter or the hands spin wildly. Instead, I saw my own reflection in the curved glass - and behind me, just over my shoulder, a figure.

I whipped around. The space behind me was empty.

The chimes stopped. The shop fell silent except for the faint tick of a smaller wall clock, this one keeping time normally. I stood frozen, my heart pounding, until Midnight’s voice broke the stillness.

“Look at the door.”

The front door, the one we’d entered through, was now shut.

I could feel the pull of the night air gone from the room, as if the shop had sealed itself off from the outside.

Midnight’s tail lashed once. “We’re not alone,” she said.

And that was when I heard it again - the faint ticking, counting backward - but this time, it was coming from the storeroom.






Chapter 2 - Open Door

The storeroom door gave a soft rattle, as though someone on the other side had tested the handle and found it locked. I froze, my hand still suspended in the air from when I’d almost touched it. Midnight crouched low, her body taut, eyes fixed on the wood as if she could see through it.

“Something’s in there,” she whispered.

Her voice was a thin thread in the thick, still air. The smell of old varnish and brass polish clung to my nose, and the backward ticking seemed to swell until it pressed against my eardrums. My mind spun through the sensible explanations - a draft, a loose latch, maybe even Mr. Alden himself returning from some errand - but none of them sat comfortably.

I reached again for the handle, determined not to stand here like a character in one of those ridiculous mystery serials who tiptoe away from the obvious clue. My fingers closed around the cool brass, and I felt a faint vibration, as if something on the other side was humming softly against the wood.

The door opened with surprising ease.

The light from the shop spilled across the threshold, revealing shelves lined with cardboard boxes, jars of tiny screws, and more clocks in various states of repair. In the far corner, a work stool stood beside a tall metal cabinet, its doors closed.

There was no one here.

Midnight slunk past me and sniffed at the nearest shelf. Her tail swayed in a slow rhythm, but her ears were angled back. “There’s a smell,” she said, “not him, not Mr. Alden… something older.”

I followed her toward the cabinet. The backward ticking was louder now, though I couldn’t see the source. I pulled the handles, and the cabinet doors creaked open to reveal rows of clock faces, each carefully wrapped in tissue. On the middle shelf sat a clock unlike any I’d ever seen - round, heavy, with a face made of blackened silver. The glass was cracked across the middle, and the hands were frozen at two seventeen.

I touched the glass, half expecting it to be warm, but it was icy cold.

The tick… tick… tick was coming from somewhere inside it.

I turned it gently, looking for a winding key, but the back was smooth, no slot, no visible mechanism at all. “This isn’t possible,” I murmured.

Midnight leapt onto the cabinet shelf beside it, her nose almost touching the glass. “It’s not ticking for you,” she said. “It’s ticking for itself.”

I opened my mouth to ask what that was supposed to mean when a faint sound drifted in from the front of the shop - the front door opening. The bell above it gave a dull, muffled chime, as though someone had tried to stop it ringing with their hand.

Midnight and I locked eyes.

We crept back toward the main room, my shoes whispering over the floorboards. The air felt different - cooler, sharper, as if a storm were about to break. I peeked around the corner.

The shop was empty.

The door stood wide open now, the lamplight from Rose Lane spilling inside in a pale yellow path. Outside, the street was still deserted, no footsteps, no movement. The only sound was the faint chorus of the other clocks, all ticking normally again, as if they’d never conspired to unsettle me.

I stepped forward to shut the door, but stopped when I noticed something on the floor just inside the threshold - a small scrap of paper, folded once, with my name written on it in neat, slanted handwriting.

“Eliza,” Midnight said behind me, her voice unusually cautious. “That wasn’t here when we came in.”

I bent to pick it up, the paper dry and crisp under my fingers. I unfolded it slowly, my stomach tightening.

The message inside was short, just three words:

“Don’t trust Clara.”






Chapter 3 - The Missing Clockmaker

The note burned a hole in my pocket all the way home.

I kept touching it as if it might change while I wasn’t looking, the neat handwriting melting into something else entirely. Midnight padded beside me, her tail swaying like a metronome, silent until we turned onto our lane.

“You’re going to tell me what it says,” she finally said, “or I’m going to start guessing. And I’m very good at guessing.”

I sighed. “It says… don’t trust Clara.”

Midnight stopped in her tracks, green eyes narrowing. “Clara Alden? As in, the niece with the perfect hair and the face that says ‘I’m hiding something in my bread bin’?”

“That’s the one,” I said, unlocking my front door. The kitchen smelled faintly of cinnamon and the rosemary I’d hung to dry over the stove. I set the kettle on automatically, because some conversations require tea the way mysteries require suspects.

Midnight leapt onto the counter. “I didn’t even know she was in the village.”

“She isn’t. Not yet, anyway.” I poured boiling water into the teapot, watching the steam curl upward. “Or at least I haven’t seen her. Which makes the note… interesting.”

“Or troubling.”

“Or both.”

I carried my cup to the table and sat down. The grandfather clock in my sitting room - one of the few things I’d inherited from Aunt Prudence - ticked away in the corner, steady and reliable. Its sound usually comforted me, but tonight each beat seemed to echo the other shop’s backward ticking, like a memory I couldn’t shake.

“What if Clara’s not the problem?” I said, more to myself than to Midnight. “What if someone wants me to think she is?”

Midnight stretched and yawned. “That would imply there’s already a problem. You still don’t know where Mr. Alden is.”

She was right. The last time anyone in the village had seen him was… I thought back. Mrs. Hargrove, who runs the flower stall, had mentioned seeing him on Friday morning. He’d bought a single white rose, which was odd enough to remember, since the man was more of a ‘potted fern and keep it alive forever’ type.

By Saturday, he’d missed his usual appointment to collect the parish hall’s wall clock for servicing. By Sunday, no one had knocked on his door because everyone assumed he was busy in the back, tinkering. And now it was Tuesday night, his shop open and empty, with a clock that defied logic and a note warning me about a woman who hadn’t yet set foot in the village.

I set my cup down. “We’re going back tomorrow,” I said.

Midnight gave a pleased little hum. “Good. Because I think that clock wants to tell you something.”

The next morning dawned bright and crisp, the kind of early autumn day that made the stone cottages of the village look even more like a storybook illustration. I made my usual stop at the bakery for a scone, which was really an excuse to listen to the morning gossip. The bake off committee had claimed the corner table, their voices a low murmur over coffee and crumpets.

“Such a shame,” Mrs. Trent was saying, buttering her toast with unnecessary force. “No one’s seen poor Mr. Alden. He’s such a fixture in the village, like the war memorial or the post box.”

“Or my lemon drizzle,” Mrs. Price added, which made everyone laugh.

I hovered near the counter, pretending to examine the gingerbread men. “When was the last time you saw him?” I asked casually.

Mrs. Trent squinted up at me. “Friday morning, I think. He was in a dreadful hurry. Nearly knocked over Mrs. Harcourt’s chrysanthemums.”

“And he didn’t say where he was going?”

“Not a word.”

I thanked her and left with my scone in a paper bag. Outside, Midnight sat in the sun, looking for all the world like she’d been waiting for hours. “Well?” she asked.

“He was in a hurry Friday morning. And that’s the last anyone saw him.”

Midnight flicked her ear. “A hurry to go where?”

“That,” I said, “is what we’re going to find out.”

We headed to the shop. The front door was locked now, and the blinds were drawn. I knocked once, then twice, but no one answered. I glanced up at the flat above the shop where Mr. Alden lived - no movement behind the curtains.

“Could be in the back,” Midnight suggested.

I walked down the narrow alley beside the shop to the rear courtyard. The back door was shut, but not locked. I pushed it open and stepped inside. The kitchen was neat to the point of being impersonal - kettle polished, mugs stacked, no dishes in the sink. On the table sat a single envelope, unsealed, with the parish hall’s letterhead.

I slid the paper out. It was a reminder for Mr. Alden to attend Thursday’s committee meeting about repairs to the village clock tower. He’d written nothing on it, no notes, no scribbles.

Midnight hopped onto the table, her paws silent on the polished wood. “If he left suddenly, why lock the front but not the back?”

I was still considering that when I noticed the faintest ticking sound. Not the loud, unnatural backward ticking from last night - this was subtle, coming from somewhere upstairs.

I climbed the narrow staircase to his flat. The landing smelled faintly of lavender polish and machine oil. His sitting room was much like the shop - every surface tidy, every clock precise. But on the mantel, above the cold fireplace, sat a small brass travel clock. Its hands were moving backward.

Midnight stared at it, tail swishing slowly. “Again,” she said. “Always backward.”

I crossed the room and picked it up. A folded slip of paper was tucked beneath it. My name was on this one too, the same neat handwriting.

I opened it.

“He’s not missing. He’s hiding.”




Chapter 4 - One Witness

The second note sat on my kitchen table like it had grown roots.

I’d read it at least a dozen times since finding it under the brass clock, and the words still didn’t fit together in a way that made sense. He’s not missing. He’s hiding. Hiding from what? From whom? And why would someone tell me that - twice now - without bothering to show their face?

Midnight lounged on the windowsill, one paw dangling over the edge, eyes half-closed. “If he’s hiding, then someone saw him go. And if someone saw him go, they might not even know it was important.”

“Which means,” I said, pouring tea into my favourite mug, “we need to find someone who notices everything and talks too much about it.”

Midnight opened one eye. “So… Mrs. Penfold?”

I smiled. “Exactly.”

Every village has at least one person who acts as its unofficial historian, gossip columnist, and walking weather vane. Ours was Mrs. Penfold, who had lived on Rose Lane for seventy-three years and could tell you the exact date, time, and wind direction of nearly any event worth remembering. She also had a soft spot for scones with raspberry jam, which made her relatively easy to bribe.

By the time I reached her little whitewashed cottage, the sun had crept high enough to make the garden path warm under my shoes. The air smelled faintly of lilac and the bees hummed lazily around the blooms. I knocked twice on her bright blue door.

It opened almost at once. “Eliza Marlowe,” she said, as if announcing me to an invisible audience. “I was just thinking about you.”

That was both comforting and alarming. “Good morning, Mrs. Penfold. I wondered if you might have seen Mr. Alden over the weekend.”

Her eyes sharpened. “The clockmaker? Well, yes. But not in the way you think.”

I leaned forward slightly. “Go on.”

She ushered me inside, the familiar scent of lavender polish wrapping around me like a shawl. Her sitting room was a quilt of floral armchairs, porcelain cats, and crocheted doilies. I perched on the edge of the nearest chair while she fussed with the tea tray.

“It was Friday evening,” she began, spooning sugar into her cup with a kind of ritual precision. “I was closing my curtains when I saw him walking down the lane. Not toward the shop - away from it. Toward the old footpath by the churchyard.”

“That’s not his usual direction home,” I said.

“Exactly. And he had a small bag with him. One of those leather satchel types. Looked heavy, too. He was moving quickly, as though he didn’t want anyone to stop him. And-” She paused for effect. “-he kept glancing over his shoulder.”

“Did you see anyone following him?”

“No one I recognised. But I will say this - there was a flicker of movement behind the yew trees. Could have been a person. Could have been a cat. Could have been you-know-who.”

From the windowsill, Midnight sniffed. “Unlikely.”

Mrs. Penfold blinked at her, unfazed. She’s one of the few people in the village who never questions the fact that my cat talks.

“Did you see where he went after the churchyard?” I asked.

She shook her head. “Lost sight of him. It was nearly dark.” She reached for her scone. “I told Mr. Penfold about it, but he was too busy listening to the cricket scores.”

I thanked her and stepped back into the sunlight. Midnight padded along beside me as we headed toward the churchyard.

The footpath was narrow and shaded, the kind of place where the air stays cool even in summer. Moss clung to the stones, and the yew trees stood like silent sentinels on either side. I tried to imagine Mr. Alden hurrying through here with his satchel, glancing back every few steps.

Halfway along the path, Midnight stopped abruptly. Her ears flattened.

“What is it?” I asked.

She tilted her head. “Listen.”

At first I heard nothing. Then - faint, muffled - the sound of ticking. Backward.

We followed it to the edge of the churchyard, where the grass gave way to a patch of uneven cobblestones. In the centre, half-hidden by weeds, lay a small brass pocket watch. Its hands were at two seventeen.

I knelt to pick it up. The glass was cold against my skin, and the ticking seemed to pulse through my fingers.

There was a tiny scrap of paper wedged inside the back casing. I pried it out carefully and unfolded it.

The handwriting was the same. This time it said:

“Do not open the shop again.”




Chapter 5 - The Warning

The paper in my hand might as well have been a live coal.

I stood in the churchyard, the yew trees pressing in on either side, the brass pocket watch ticking backward in my palm, and felt the weight of that single sentence settle in my stomach. Do not open the shop again.

It was a strange kind of warning. Not “stay away” or “you’re in danger” - but a direct command tied to the shop itself. Which begged the obvious question: what would happen if I ignored it?

Midnight hopped up onto a low headstone, tail swishing. “You’re thinking about ignoring it, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” I admitted.

“That’s exactly how people end up in trouble.”

“I’m already in trouble,” I said, slipping the paper back inside the watch and tucking it into my coat pocket. “Now I just want to know why.”

We left the churchyard, our steps crunching over gravel. The village looked the same as always: neat rows of brick cottages, flower boxes spilling over with petunias, the scent of fresh bread drifting from the bakery. But every familiar detail now seemed just slightly off, like a painting that had been rehung at an odd angle.

By the time I reached the brass clock shop, the morning light had shifted, spilling gold across the front windows. The key was heavy in my hand. I hesitated.

Midnight sat beside the door. “If you open it, we can’t pretend we didn’t see the warning.”

“I’m not pretending anything.” I turned the key. The lock clicked, and the door swung open with its usual soft chime.

The air inside was cooler, almost too cool, as though the shop had been sealed in ice overnight. Dust motes swirled in the shaft of light from the window, each one moving slower than it should have, like they were caught in syrup.

The clocks, every single one of them, were silent.

I walked to the nearest wall and gave a pendulum a gentle nudge. It swayed once, twice, then stopped dead.

Midnight’s ears flattened. “This is not normal.”

From somewhere deep in the shop came a sound - a single, hollow knock. Then silence again.

I moved toward the back, past the workbench with its scattered screwdrivers and tiny gears, toward the brass clock that had first given me the note. It stood exactly where I’d last seen it, polished face gleaming. But the glass was warm under my fingers, and when I looked at the hands, they weren’t moving forward or backward. They were spinning, fast enough to blur.

I stepped back, heart thudding. “Midnight, are you seeing this?”

“Yes. And I don’t like it.”

The spinning slowed, then stopped on a time I didn’t recognise: 4:03. A soft click, and the clock’s front panel opened by itself.

Inside, instead of gears, there was a folded sheet of parchment.

I reached for it, my fingers trembling. The parchment was thick, the edges slightly singed, as though it had been near a flame. Written in neat, looping script were the words:

“One person in this village knows the truth. Find them before the clock strikes thirteen.”

I read it twice, then three times. The phrase “clock strikes thirteen” tugged at something in my memory - an old superstition, maybe, or a line from a story.

Midnight hopped up onto the counter. “There’s no such thing as thirteen o’clock.”

“Exactly,” I said. “Which means it’s a message, not a time.”

A bell jingled at the front door, making us both jump. I turned, expecting a customer, but the doorway was empty.

On the floor just inside lay a single white feather.




Chapter 6 - Thirteen O’Clock

The feather was too clean to have drifted in from the street.

It lay in the doorway like it had been placed there with intent, every strand unruffled, the tip still gleaming with some faint, silvery sheen that caught the light in a way I’d never seen before.

Midnight padded over to sniff it, ears angled forward. “Not a pigeon. Not a gull. Definitely not a chicken.”

“Thank you for ruling out poultry,” I murmured, though my voice sounded distracted even to me. I bent down and picked it up. The feather was warm. Not warm like it had been in the sun - warm like it had just been plucked from something alive.

“You’re going to keep it, aren’t you?” Midnight asked, in that tone cats use when they already know the answer and are judging you for it.

“I’m going to study it,” I said, tucking it into my coat pocket beside the watch. Both objects seemed to pulse faintly, like they recognised each other’s presence.

The bell above the door gave a soft tinkle - and I mean soft, like someone had flicked it with a fingertip - though neither of us had moved. The door was closed. Locked, in fact.

I turned slowly toward the front windows. Outside, the village street lay in its usual midmorning calm. Mrs. Portman was rearranging the muffins in her bakery window, old Mr. Reeves was arguing with his terrier about which direction to walk, and two schoolchildren were hurrying past with their bags bumping against their legs.

Normal. Completely normal.

And yet, somewhere deep in my chest, that now-familiar unease unfurled again, the same as it had when I’d first found the note in the brass clock.

Midnight leapt up onto the counter and flicked his tail toward the parchment. “You’re still thinking about the thirteen o’clock thing.”

“Of course I am. It’s not a real time. Which means it’s a clue, a riddle, something.”

“You should ask someone who knows about weird things.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Like who?”

“You live in a village where half the residents believe the old mill is haunted and the other half secretly hope it is. Someone will have an opinion.”

That was true. And in Elderwood, opinions were currency.

It seemed logical to start with the person most likely to know about strange, old-fashioned warnings - and possibly about feathers that felt like they’d been warmed from the inside. Which meant making a trip to Hazel Fairweather’s cottage.

Hazel was the closest thing Elderwood had to a witch, though she would never call herself that. She sold herbal teas that cured headaches before you even finished the cup, baked ginger biscuits that could make a man forget why he was cross, and, if you believed the more excitable gossip, had once turned the vicar’s roses blue for an entire summer just because he’d called her shortbread “merely adequate.”

Her cottage sat at the very edge of the village, where the road turned into a footpath and then into nothing but hedgerows. By the time I reached her front gate, the air had taken on that slightly greener, wetter smell that meant you were far enough from the bakery ovens and coal smoke to breathe something closer to woodland air.

Hazel answered my knock almost instantly, as though she’d been standing just behind the door waiting. She wore a faded cardigan the color of moss and had a scarf tied around her hair. In one hand she held a mug of tea.

“You’ve brought me something strange,” she said, without preamble.

I hesitated. “Yes. How did you-”

“You always knock differently when you’re carrying trouble.” She stepped aside. “Come in before it gets ideas.”

Inside, Hazel’s cottage smelled like cinnamon and rain. Shelves crammed with jars lined the walls, each neatly labelled in her careful handwriting. A ginger cat sprawled on a window seat, opening one eye to acknowledge me before returning to his nap.

I placed the feather and the parchment on her kitchen table. “I found these in the shop. Or rather, the clock gave me the parchment, and the feather appeared at the door.”

Hazel leaned in, peering at the feather first. She didn’t touch it, but her eyes narrowed slightly. “Not bird. Not any bird I’ve met, anyway. Where exactly did it come from?”

“I don’t know. The doorbell rang but no one was there.”

She hummed, the kind of sound that made you feel as though you’d just confirmed a suspicion she hadn’t yet voiced. Then she unrolled the parchment.

Her lips moved as she read the words aloud, barely above a whisper. “‘One person in this village knows the truth. Find them before the clock strikes thirteen.’”

Hazel sat back, folding her arms. “You should take this seriously.”

“I am taking it seriously. That’s why I’m here.”

“Thirteen o’clock isn’t a time,” she said.

“I noticed,” I replied dryly.

“It’s a phrase used in old warnings. Usually meant that something impossible had already happened, or was about to. It’s the moment you realise the world isn’t quite the shape you thought it was.”

Midnight hopped onto the table, sniffing at the parchment. “She means it’s bad.”

Hazel’s gaze flicked to the cat but she didn’t comment on his perfectly clear words. Some people in Elderwood just seemed to… accept things.

“What about the part about one person in the village?” I asked.

“That’s for you to figure out. But I’ll tell you this: if the clock told you, then the clock will keep count. It will let you know when you’ve run out of time.”

The way she said it made the back of my neck prickle. “How?”

She smiled slightly, which was somehow worse than her not knowing. “I imagine you’ll find out when it strikes.”

I left her cottage with more questions than I’d arrived with. The feather felt heavier in my pocket now, as though absorbing every word Hazel had spoken.

The rest of the afternoon passed in a blur of half-started tasks. I polished two clocks, reorganised a drawer of brass fittings, and made tea I didn’t drink. My mind kept circling back to Hazel’s words: when it strikes.

It was almost six when the sound came.

A clear, measured chime - not from any clock in the shop, but from somewhere else entirely. It was neither loud nor soft, but it was impossible to ignore. The tone carried a weight that pressed against the air.

Midnight froze, ears flattened. “That wasn’t one of yours.”

“No,” I whispered.

The chime rang again. Twice. Three times.

I stepped to the shop window, scanning the street. Everything was normal. Mrs. Portman locking up her bakery. A bicycle leaning against the post office. The sky just beginning to deepen into evening.

Four. Five. Six.

The sound kept coming. Not hurrying, not slowing. Each chime felt exactly spaced, like the clock was somewhere both very far away and uncomfortably close.

Seven. Eight.

My pulse had started keeping pace with it.

Nine. Ten.

Midnight’s tail lashed. “You should not still be standing here.”

Eleven.

A silence, sharp as a held breath.

Then-

Twelve.

And after it, a thirteenth chime.



cover_image.jpg
T
The Cat at

Rosewood Mill

The Rose Lane
Mysteries - 2

MURAT KIR










