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DEDICATION 

To those who have ever wished for one more conversation. 

One more chance. 

One more sunrise. 

One more minute. 

May this story remind you that while time never pauses for anyone, 

love has a mysterious way of surviving every clock. 

And to every dreamer who has learned that the greatest battles 

are not fought against the world, but within the silent rooms of the 

mind. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



EPIGRAPH 

"Time does not steal people from us. 

It quietly reveals who we become without them." 

"There are clocks that measure seconds. 

There are hearts that measure regrets. 

The most dangerous clock is the one that counts both." 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



AUTHOR'S NOTE 

Every generation asks the same impossible questions. 

What if I had chosen differently? 

What if I had arrived earlier? 

What if I had said the words, I was too afraid to speak? 

What if yesterday could be rewritten? 

These questions are older than civilization itself. They have 

haunted kings and beggars, scientists and poets, lovers and 

strangers. They echo in hospital corridors, abandoned homes, 

empty classrooms, and crowded cities. They live inside every 

person who has ever replayed a memory, wishing reality had taken 

another path. 

The Thirteenth Hour was born from one simple thought: 

What if time could answer? 

But every answer comes with a price. 

This novel is not merely about travelling through time. It is about 

travelling through guilt, memory, fear, hope, and redemption. It 

explores the invisible prisons we construct inside our own minds 

and asks whether our greatest enemy is fate—or the stories we 

tell ourselves about our past. 

As you journey through these pages, you will meet people who 

question everything they believe to be true. You will walk through 

cities where memories change, where reality bends quietly, and 

where every decision leaves a scar upon tomorrow. 

Some mysteries will challenge your imagination. 

Others may challenge your understanding of yourself. 

Do not rush this story. 



Listen to its silences. 

Notice the details. 

Question every certainty. 

Because sometimes the greatest twist is not hidden within the plot. 

It is hidden within the reader. 

Welcome to The Thirteenth Hour. 

The clock has already begun. 
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CHAPTER ONE 

THE CALL THAT NEVER ENDS 

"The human mind fears only two things: what it cannot understand 

and what it cannot control. Time belongs to both." 

12:58 A.M. 

There are cities that never truly sleep. 

They simply close one eye. 

Blackridge was one of them. 

By day, it breathed in deadlines, ambition, and the impatient 

rhythm of modern life. Glass towers reflected the sun with arrogant 

brilliance, trains carved silver lines across the skyline, and crowds 

flowed through the streets like rivers that had forgotten where they 

began. 

By night, however, the city became something else. 

Its beauty darkened. 

Its silence deepened. 

Its secrets awakened. 

Rain drifted through the air in fine silver threads, turning the streets 

into mirrors where neon lights floated like broken stars. Every 

puddle held another version of the city beneath it—as if the earth 

itself had learned to dream. 

Thirty-two floors above those rain-soaked streets, investigative 

journalist Nathaniel Crowe stood alone before a wall of glass. 

The newsroom behind him was almost deserted. 

Rows of desks stretched into darkness. 

Coffee mugs sat abandoned beside glowing computer monitors. 



Television screens silently replayed disasters from around the 

world. 

Floods. 

Wars. 

Political corruption. 

Disappearances. 

Another murder. 

Another headline. 

Another family learning that tomorrow would arrive without 

someone they loved. 

Nathaniel watched the images without emotion. 

Not because he lacked compassion. 

Because he had spent twelve years watching humanity bleed. 

Eventually, tragedy stopped shocking him. 

It simply became another assignment. 

Another deadline. 

Another article that readers would forget before breakfast. 

He lifted his coffee. 

Cold. 

Again. 

He could not remember making it. 

Or drinking it. 

Or caring. 

Sometimes exhaustion was not a feeling. 



It was an identity. 

His reflection stared back from the glass. 

Dark hair slightly unkempt. 

Eyes shadowed by countless sleepless nights. 

A face only thirty-eight years old, yet carrying the weariness of 

someone who had survived several lifetimes. 

He hardly recognized himself anymore. 

There had been a time when journalism meant something. 

He had once believed truth could save people. 

Now he merely documented the wreckage after truth had already 

arrived too late. 

His therapist had once described him with unusual honesty. 

"You're not depressed, Nathaniel." 

"You're emotionally overexposed." 

He remembered laughing. 

She had not. 

"When the mind witnesses enough suffering," she had continued, 

"it protects itself by dulling everything—including joy." 

He never returned for another appointment. 

Some wounds preferred darkness. 

A clock hanging above the newsroom clicked with mechanical 

precision. 

Tick. 

Tick. 

Tick. 



Normally the sound disappeared beneath conversation, ringing 

telephones, and rushing footsteps. 

Tonight it echoed through the empty office like footsteps inside a 

cathedral. 

Nathaniel looked up. 

12:59 A.M. 

The second hand reached the top of the dial. 

At that exact moment— 

His mobile phone rang. 

The sound was startling in the silence. 

Unknown Number. 

No location. 

No identification. 

Just darkness behind a glowing screen. 

He hesitated. 

Something about the call felt... 

Wrong. 

Not dangerous. 

Not threatening. 

Unfamiliar. 

As though the phone had not received the call. 

As though it had remembered it. 

He answered. 

"This is Nathaniel Crowe." 



Silence. 

Not ordinary silence. 

The kind of silence that listens. 

Then a voice emerged. 

Calm. 

Measured. 

Neither old nor young. 

Neither masculine nor feminine. 

It carried an unsettling quality, like hearing your own thoughts 

spoken by someone else. 

"You have exactly one hour." 

Nathaniel frowned. 

"I'm sorry?" 

"You have one hour to prevent twelve deaths." 

He almost smiled. 

"A prank call?" 

The voice ignored him. 

"Route Sixteen." 

A pause. 

"Central Station." 

Another pause. 

"A red city bus departs in eighteen minutes." 

Nathaniel leaned against the desk. 

"And?" 



"It will never reach its destination." 

The newsroom suddenly felt colder. 

The voice continued. 

"Seat fourteen." 

"A little girl wearing a yellow raincoat." 

"She has waited three years to meet her father." 

Nathaniel's smile disappeared. 

"Who are you?" 

"I have already watched her die." 

The line went dead. 

Nathaniel lowered the phone slowly. 

The screen was blank. 

No number. 

No record of the call. 

Nothing. 

He opened his recent calls. 

Empty. 

As though the conversation had never happened. 

Yet every word remained perfectly clear in his memory. 

Outside, thunder rolled across Blackridge. 

Far below, headlights drifted through the rain like ghosts searching 

for forgotten roads. 

Nathaniel told himself there had to be an explanation. 

There always was. 



But for reasons he could not explain... 

He could not stop thinking about the little girl in the yellow raincoat. 

And somewhere, hidden beneath reason and logic, another 

thought quietly emerged— 

What if the voice wasn't predicting the future? 

What if it was remembering it? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER TWO 

THE GIRL WHO ALREADY DIED 

Nathaniel stood frozen as smoke rose into the night sky. 

The bridge had collapsed. 

Emergency sirens echoed across the city while people ran in every 

direction. Some shouted for help. Others stood motionless, unable 

to understand what they had just witnessed. 

Police cars arrived first. 

Then ambulances. 

Then fire engines. 

Within minutes, television helicopters circled above the burning 

wreckage. 

Nathaniel couldn't move. 

His mind replayed the phone call over and over. 

"Route Sixteen." 

"Seat fourteen." 

"A little girl wearing a yellow raincoat." 

"I have already watched her die." 

He looked down at his phone. 

No missed calls. 

No unknown number. 

Nothing. 

He tried convincing himself he was imagining it. 

But the bridge in front of him was real. 



The fire was real. 

The screams were real. 

Someone had known this was going to happen. 

A police officer pushed through the crowd. 

"Everyone back! Move behind the barriers!" 

Nathaniel instinctively reached into his pocket and showed his 

press identification. 

"Sentinel News." 

The officer nodded. 

"Stay out of the rescue zone." 

Nathaniel walked closer, stopping several meters from the edge. 

Rescue workers were lowering ropes into the river below. 

Divers entered the water while firefighters searched through 

twisted steel. 

The scene looked unreal. 

Pieces of the bridge hung over the river like broken bones. 

A city bus could be seen half submerged beneath the wreckage. 

Its headlights were still on. 

A paramedic walked past carrying a small stuffed rabbit. 

Nathaniel recognized it immediately. 

The toy belonged to the little girl. 

His stomach tightened. 

"Excuse me," he called. 

The paramedic stopped. 



"Where did you find that?" 

"On the bus." 

"Was there... a little girl?" 

The paramedic looked at him strangely. 

"There were several children." 

"The girl in the yellow raincoat." 

The paramedic frowned. 

"I don't know." 

Before Nathaniel could ask another question, the man hurried 

away. 

His phone vibrated. 

Nathaniel jumped. 

Unknown Number. 

His hands shook as he answered. 

"Who are you?" 

The familiar voice replied. 

"You were too late." 

Nathaniel clenched his jaw. 

"Tell me who you are." 

"That won't help." 

"People are dead." 

"I know." 

"You knew this would happen!" 

"I remember it happening." 



Nathaniel became silent. 

The wording caught his attention. 

"You keep saying remember." 

"Because memory is more dangerous than prediction." 

"What does that even mean?" 

There was a pause. 

"When you discover the answer, your life will never belong to you 

again." 

The call ended. 

Nathaniel looked around wildly. 

He searched the nearby crowd. 

Every face. 

Every parked car. 

Every building. 

Someone had to be watching him. 

Someone had to be making those calls. 

But there was no one. 

Only frightened survivors. 

Police officers. 

Journalists. 

And rain. 

The following morning, Blackridge woke to tragedy. 

Every newspaper carried the same headline. 

 



TWELVE DEAD IN BRIDGE COLLAPSE. 

Nathaniel sat alone in the newsroom reading the preliminary police 

report. 

Mechanical failure. 

Investigation ongoing. 

No survivors from the front section of the bus. 

He read the report twice. 

Then a third time. 

Something caught his attention. 

The passenger lists. 

He searched every name. 

Again. 

And again. 

The little girl's name wasn't there. 

He frowned. 

That made no sense. 

He had seen her board the bus. 

He had spoken about her to the paramedic. 

He had watched her smile through the window. 

She had existed. 

He was certain. 

He left the newsroom and drove straight to Central Station. 

The station looked completely normal. 

Passengers hurried between platforms. 



Announcements echoed through the terminal. 

It was as though nothing had happened. 

Nathaniel approached the ticket office. 

The elderly woman behind the counter smiled politely. 

"Can I help you?" 

"Yes." 

He placed yesterday's newspaper on the counter. 

"I'm looking for information about a passenger." 

She adjusted her glasses. 

"Which one?" 

"A little girl." 

"Yellow raincoat." 

"Travelling on Route Sixteen." 

The woman searched her computer. 

After a minute, she looked up. 

"I'm sorry." 

"There was no child matching that description." 

Nathaniel stared at her. 

"I saw her." 

She shook her head gently. 

"Sir... Route Sixteen had no child wearing a yellow raincoat." 

Nathaniel's pulse quickened. 

"That's impossible." 



"I'm only telling you what's in the records." 

He stepped away from the counter. 

His breathing became uneven. 

Either everyone else was wrong... 

Or he was. 

And for the first time in his life, Nathaniel was no longer sure which 

possibility frightened him more. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER THREE 

SHADOWS BETWEEN SECONDS 

Nathaniel barely slept. 

Every time he closed his eyes, he saw the bus disappearing into 

the rain. 

Then came the explosion. 

Then the little girl looking at him through the window. 

Her smile was the part that disturbed him the most. 

It wasn't the smile of a frightened child. 

It was the smile of someone who already knew what was about to 

happen. 

At six o'clock in the morning, he gave up trying to sleep. 

He dressed, grabbed his notebook, and left his apartment. 

The rain had finally stopped, but Blackridge looked exhausted. 

Police tape still surrounded the collapsed bridge, and television 

crews continued broadcasting updates. 

Nathaniel ignored them. 

He wasn't looking for another interview. 

He was looking for answers. 

The newsroom was unusually quiet when he arrived. 

Most reporters were still covering the bridge disaster. 

His editor, Margaret Ellis, looked up from her office. 

"You look terrible." 

"I feel worse." 

"You've been working for thirty-six hours." 



Nathaniel dropped a folder onto her desk. 

"I want access to the city's historical archives." 

Margaret frowned. 

"For a bridge collapse?" 

"I don't think the bridge is the real story." 

She folded her arms. 

"What are you talking about?" 

Nathaniel hesitated. 

If he mentioned the phone calls, she would think he had lost his 

mind. 

"I've found inconsistencies." 

"What kind?" 

"The passenger records don't match eyewitness accounts." 

Margaret stared at him for a moment. 

"You've never chased conspiracy theories before." 

"I'm not chasing one now." 

"Then what are you chasing?" 

Nathaniel looked out of the office window. 

"I don't know yet." 

Two hours later, he stood inside the Blackridge Municipal Archives. 

The building was older than most of the city. 

Dust covered the shelves. 

The smell of ageing paper filled every room. 



Behind the reception desk sat an elderly librarian wearing round 

spectacles. 

She looked up from her book. 

"Can I help you?" 

"I'm looking for records about old buildings." 

"What kind of buildings?" 

Nathaniel thought for a moment. 

"Clock towers." 

The librarian became strangely quiet. 

"We have many." 

"I'm looking for one that no longer exists." 

Her expression changed. 

"I'm afraid I don't understand." 

"An old clock tower. One people seem to have forgotten." 

She slowly removed her glasses. 

"Who told you about it?" 

Nathaniel's heartbeat quickened. 

"So it did exist." 

"I didn't say that." 

"But you know what I'm talking about." 

The woman looked around to make sure nobody was listening. 

"Follow me." 

She led him through narrow aisles lined with forgotten documents. 

At the end of the room stood a locked iron door. 



She unlocked it with an old brass key. 

Beyond it was a smaller archive. 

Unlike the main library, this room had no windows. 

Only shelves filled with leather-bound books. 

"These records are not available to the public," she said. 

"Why not?" 

"Because officially..." 

She paused. 

"They don't exist." 

Nathaniel looked around. 

"What is this place?" 

"The Department of Historical Corrections." 

He frowned. 

"I've never heard of it." 

"Very few people have." 

 

She reached for a thick volume labelled BLACKRIDGE - 1958. 

As she opened it, several photographs slipped onto the table. 

Nathaniel picked one up. 

It showed the center of Blackridge sixty-eight years earlier. 

His eyes widened. 

There it was. 

A massive stone clock tower standing proudly above the city 

square. 



Exactly where a modern shopping complex now stood. 

"That's impossible," he whispered. 

"It was demolished?" 

The librarian looked at him. 

"No." 

"What do you mean, no?" 

"It disappeared." 

Nathaniel laughed nervously. 

"Buildings don't disappear." 

She didn't smile. 

"Neither do people." 

The room fell silent. 

Nathaniel turned the photograph over. 

Written on the back were the words: 

The Thirteenth Hour Project 

"What was that?" 

The librarian slowly closed the book. 

"I was hoping you wouldn't ask." 

"Why?" 

"Because once someone begins asking about the Thirteenth 

Hour..." 

She looked directly into his eyes. 

"...the Thirteenth Hour begins asking about them." 



Before Nathaniel could respond, every light in the archive went 

out. 

Darkness swallowed the room. 

A second later, an old clock somewhere deep inside the building 

began to ring. 

One... 

Two... 

Three... 

Nathaniel counted silently. 

Four. 

Five. 

Six. 

The sound echoed through the walls. 

Seven. 

Eight. 

Nine. 

Ten. 

Eleven. 

Twelve. 

He waited for the ringing to stop. 

It didn't. 

A thirteenth bell echoed through the darkness. 

The librarian closed her eyes. 

"No..." 



Nathaniel's voice trembled. 

"What does that mean?" 

She whispered only four words. 

"It has found you." 

At that exact moment, Nathaniel's phone vibrated inside his 

pocket. 

There was no signal. 

No service. 

No electricity in the building. 

Yet the screen glowed. 

UNKNOWN CALLER 

He answered without speaking. 

The familiar voice returned. 

This time, it sounded closer than ever. 

Almost as though it were standing beside him. 

"You're asking the right questions now, Nathaniel." 

He swallowed hard. 

"Who are you?" 

The voice replied quietly, 

"I'm the only person who knows how your story ends." 

The call ended. 

The lights flickered back on. 

Nathaniel looked around. 

The librarian was gone. 



The iron door stood open. 

On the table where she had been standing was a single envelope. 

Across the front, in faded black ink, were six handwritten words: 

 

DO NOT LET TIME REMEMBER YOU FIRST. 

Nathaniel picked it up. 

For reasons he could not explain, his hands were shaking. 

He had come looking for answers. 

Instead... 

The mystery had begun looking for him. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER FOUR 

THE CITY WITHOUT YESTERDAY 

Nathaniel did not open the envelope immediately. 

He carried it out of the archive building, through the crowded 

streets of Blackridge, and into a small café near the river. He chose 

a table by the window, ordered black coffee, and placed the 

envelope in front of him. 

People moved outside as though nothing had changed. 

Office workers hurried to meetings. 

Students crossed the street laughing. 

Cars passed. 

Traffic lights changed. 

The city looked ordinary. 

But Nathaniel no longer trusted ordinary things. 

He looked at the envelope again. 

The handwriting was old, uneven, almost hurried. 

DO NOT LET TIME REMEMBER YOU FIRST. 

He carefully opened it. 

Inside was a folded sheet of paper. 

Only one sentence was written on it. 

 

Find Daniel Mercer before Thursday. 

That was all. 

No explanation. 



No address. 

No signature. 

Nathaniel read the sentence three times. 

Daniel Mercer. 

The name meant nothing to him. 

Yet someone had hidden this message in a forgotten archive and 

somehow knew he would find it. 

His phone vibrated. 

He immediately checked the screen. 

No call. 

No message. 

Nothing. 

Yet he was certain he had felt it. 

Nathaniel slowly placed the phone on the table. 

For the first time in his life, he wondered whether the problem was 

not the city. 

Perhaps the problem was him. 

By afternoon, he returned to the newsroom. 

Margaret was waiting outside her office. 

"You disappeared." 

"I went to the archives." 

"And?" 

Nathaniel hesitated. 

How could he explain any of this? 



A missing clock tower. 

An old librarian. 

An envelope from nowhere. 

A mysterious name. 

Instead, he asked: 

"Do you know a man named Daniel Mercer?" 

Margaret looked surprised. 

"The historian?" 

Nathaniel frowned. 

"There is a historian?" 

"Retired professor. Wrote several books about the early history of 

Blackridge." 

"Do you know where I can find him?" 

Margaret nodded slowly. 

"He lives alone outside the city." 

Then she paused. 

"I interviewed him years ago." 

"What was he like?" 

Margaret looked uneasy. 

"Brilliant." 

"And?" 

"He believed history changes." 

Nathaniel stared at her. 

"What do you mean?" 



"He claimed that facts disappear." 

"People forget events." 

"Documents change." 

Nathaniel felt cold. 

"What happened to him?" 

Margaret looked out the window. 

"People stopped listening." 

That evening, Nathaniel drove north. 

Rain clouds gathered above the hills. 

The road became narrower the farther he travelled. 

Eventually, he reached an old house surrounded by trees. 

No neighbors. 

No lights. 

Only silence. 

He knocked. 

No answer. 

He knocked again. 

Still nothing. 

As he turned to leave, a voice came from behind him. 

"You're late." 

Nathaniel turned quickly. 

An elderly man stood beneath the trees. 

Thin. 



Grey-haired. 

Sharp eyes. 

He held a lantern in one hand. 

"Professor Mercer?" 

The man nodded. 

"I've been expecting you." 

Nathaniel's pulse quickened. 

"How?" 

Mercer looked at him carefully. 

"The same way I knew your father would visit me thirty years ago." 

Nathaniel froze. 

"My father?" 

Mercer slowly walked toward the house. 

"Come inside." 

The house was filled with clocks. 

Small clocks. 

Large clocks. 

Wall clocks. 

Pocket watches. 

Every room contained dozens of them. 

Yet something was strange. 

None of them showed the same time. 

Nathaniel looked around. 



"Why are they different?" 

Mercer closed the door. 

"Because time is not as consistent as people believe." 

Nathaniel sat down. 

"I need answers." 

Mercer smiled sadly. 

"Everyone says that." 

"And?" 

"Nobody enjoys the answers." 

 

Nathaniel placed the photograph of the clock tower on the table. 

Mercer's expression changed immediately. 

"Where did you get this?" 

"The archives." 

Mercer became silent. 

After a moment, he said: 

"You've heard the bells." 

Nathaniel looked at him. 

"Thirteen bells." 

Mercer nodded slowly. 

"Then it has started." 

"What has started?" 

Mercer sat opposite him. 



"The corrections." 

Nathaniel frowned. 

"What corrections?" 

Mercer looked directly into his eyes. 

"Tell me something." 

"Do you remember what you ate three nights ago?" 

Nathaniel blinked. 

"No." 

"Do you remember the face of every person you passed on the 

street yesterday?" 

"No." 

Mercer leaned forward. 

"The mind forgets." 

Nathaniel nodded. 

"Of course." 

Mercer shook his head. 

"No." 

"The mind is made to forget." 

Silence filled the room. 

Nathaniel stared at him. 

"What are you talking about?" 

Mercer pointed toward the clocks. 

"Imagine a world where people remembered everything." 

"Every choice." 



"Every possibility." 

"Every version of life they never lived." 

Nathaniel remained silent. 

Mercer continued. 

"People would lose their minds." 

 

Nathaniel thought about the little girl. 

The bridge. 

The phone calls. 

The changing records. 

The missing tower. 

Then he asked the question he feared most. 

"Professor..." 

Mercer looked at him. 

"Am I losing my mind?" 

Mercer did not answer immediately. 

Finally, he said: 

"That depends." 

"On what?" 

"Whether what you are seeing is real." 

Nathaniel almost laughed. 

"That doesn't help." 

"No." 



Mercer looked toward the dark window. 

"But this might." 

He stood and walked toward an old bookshelf. 

From behind several books, he removed a newspaper. 

Nathaniel looked at the date. 

It was tomorrow's date. 

He stared at it. 

Impossible. 

His eyes moved to the headline. 

Then his blood turned cold. 

 

FIRE DESTROYS BLACKRIDGE CENTRAL HOSPITAL 

DEATH TOLL EXPECTED TO RISE 

Nathaniel looked up. 

"What is this?" 

Mercer answered quietly. 

"Tomorrow." 

Nathaniel shook his head. 

"No." 

Mercer placed another newspaper on the table. 

An older one. 

Different date. 

Different headline. 

 



BUS DISASTER KILLS TWELVE 

Nathaniel froze. 

It was the bridge tragedy. 

The exact article. 

Published before it happened. 

He looked at Mercer. 

"How is this possible?" 

Mercer's face became serious. 

"Because someone is changing history." 

"And if history changes..." 

He pointed toward the clocks. 

"...time fights back." 

At that exact moment, Nathaniel's phone rang. 

Unknown Number. 

The room became silent. 

Mercer stared at the phone. 

Nathaniel answered. 

The familiar voice spoke. 

Calm. 

Cold. 

Closer than ever. 

"You have twenty-one hours." 

Nathaniel whispered: 



"For what?" 

The voice replied: 

"To save the hospital." 

A pause. 

Then: 

"This time, thousands will die." 

The call ended. 

Nathaniel looked at Mercer. 

Mercer looked at Nathaniel. 

Neither spoke. 

Outside, thunder rolled across the hills. 

And somewhere far away, hidden in the sleeping city, a forgotten 

clock tower struck thirteen hour  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER FIVE 

THE LIBRARY OF LOST HOURS 

The drive back to Blackridge was silent. 

Nathaniel kept one hand on the steering wheel while the other 

rested on his phone. 

The unknown caller had predicted another disaster. 

A hospital. 

Thousands of lives. 

Twenty-one hours. 

He glanced at the passenger seat where the newspapers 

Professor Mercer had shown him now lay folded inside a leather 

satchel. 

If those papers were genuine, tomorrow had already been written. 

The question was whether it could be rewritten. 

He arrived at his apartment just after midnight. 

The city skyline shimmered beyond the windows, but tonight it felt 

unfamiliar. 

He switched on the television. 

Every news channel discussed the bridge collapse. 

Experts debated engineering failures. 

Politicians blamed poor maintenance. 

Families searched for answers. 

No one mentioned mysterious phone calls. 

No one spoke about disappearing buildings. 

Nathaniel muted the television. 



His apartment suddenly felt too quiet. 

He opened his notebook and began writing. 

Facts: 

• Unknown caller predicts disasters. 

• Predictions always come true. 

• No record of the calls exists. 

• A forgotten clock tower appears in old photographs. 

• Professor Mercer possesses newspapers from the future. 

• Someone—or something—is altering history. 

He stopped writing. 

Then added one final sentence. 

Either I'm uncovering the greatest story ever told... or I'm 

losing my mind. 

At exactly 12:59 a.m., every light in the apartment flickered. 

Once. 

Twice. 

Then darkness. 

The power had failed. 

Nathaniel reached for the flashlight in his kitchen drawer. 

Before he found it, his phone illuminated the room. 

Unknown Number. 

He answered immediately. 

"I need answers." 

The familiar voice replied. 



"So do I." 

Nathaniel froze. 

For the first time, the caller sounded... tired. 

Almost human. 

"Who are you?" 

"You've asked the wrong question." 

"Then tell me the right one." 

A pause. 

"You should be asking why I keep calling." 

Nathaniel leaned against the counter. 

"Fine." 

"Why?" 

The voice answered softly. 

"Because I failed." 

Before Nathaniel could respond, the line went dead. 

The electricity returned. 

Every clock in the apartment reset itself to 12:59. 

None of them moved. 

The following morning, Nathaniel returned to Professor Mercer's 

house. 

The old historian was already waiting outside. 

"I knew you'd come back." 

"You knew because of the newspapers?" 

Mercer smiled. 



"No." 

"I knew because curiosity is stronger than fear." 

Nathaniel stepped out of the car. 

"I need to see where those newspapers came from." 

Mercer's expression became serious. 

"Once you enter, there is no returning to the life you knew." 

"I crossed that line the night the bridge collapsed." 

Mercer nodded. 

"Then follow me." 

Instead of entering the house, Mercer led Nathaniel behind it. 

They walked through dense woodland for nearly twenty minutes. 

Eventually they reached an abandoned stone chapel. 

Its roof had partially collapsed. 

Vines covered the walls. 

The wooden doors hung open. 

"This place has been emptied for years," Nathaniel said. 

Mercer smiled. 

"Only above ground." 

He walked to the altar. 

Placing both hands upon the ancient stone, he pushed. 

With a deep grinding sound, the altar slowly slid aside. 

Beneath it was a staircase descending into darkness. 

Nathaniel stared. 



"I've never seen this on any map." 

"You weren't supposed to." 

The air grew colder as they descended. 

The staircase seemed endless. 

Stone walls surrounded them. 

Old lanterns suddenly lit themselves one by one. 

Nathaniel stopped. 

"Did you do that?" 

Mercer continued walking. 

"No." 

At the bottom stood enormous bronze doors. 

Each was engraved with hundreds of clocks. 

None showed the same hour. 

At the center was a single inscription. 

ONLY THOSE WHO QUESTION TIME MAY ENTER. 

The doors slowly opened. 

Nathaniel forgot how to breathe. 

Before him stretched the largest underground library he had ever 

seen. 

Shelves disappeared into darkness. 

Thousands upon thousands of books filled the chamber. 

Some looked centuries old. 

Others appeared brand new. 

A massive clock hung from the ceiling. 



It had thirteen numbers. 

Its pendulum moved without making a sound. 

"What is this place?" Nathaniel whispered. 

Mercer removed his hat. 

"The Library of Lost Hours." 

An elderly woman approached from between the shelves. 

She wore a dark grey coat and carried a small lantern. 

Despite her age, she walked with remarkable confidence. 

"You've brought him." 

Mercer nodded. 

"I had no choice." 

The woman looked at Nathaniel. 

"So..." 

"The Witness has finally arrived." 

Nathaniel frowned. 

"My name is Nathaniel." 

"It is now." 

"What does that mean?" 

Instead of answering, she extended her hand. 

"I am Eleanor Ashcroft." 

"I protect what history forgets." 

She led them through endless rows of books. 

Nathaniel noticed something unusual. 



The titles weren't ordinary. 

The Day London Never Burned 

The President Who Was Never Born 

The War That Lasted Three Hours 

The Child Who Changed the Ocean 

He stopped walking. 

"These aren't real." 

Eleanor looked back. 

"They were." 

 

Nathaniel felt a chill. 

"What do you mean?" 

She removed one volume from a shelf. 

"When history changes..." 

She placed the book into his hands. 

"...the old version comes here." 

Nathaniel opened it. 

Inside were newspaper articles, photographs, diary entries, and 

official documents describing events that had never happened. 

Or perhaps... 

No longer happened. 

He closed the book. 

"This is impossible." 

Eleanor smiled sadly. 



"So was the phone call." 

They entered a circular chamber at the center of the library. 

Unlike the other rooms, this one contained only twelve books 

resting on stone pedestals. 

One pedestal remained empty. 

Nathaniel counted again. 

Twelve books. 

One empty space. 

He looked at Eleanor. 

"What belongs there?" 

She answered quietly. 

"The story that hasn't finished." 

Mercer lowered his eyes. 

Nathaniel noticed both of them avoiding the empty pedestal. 

As if they feared it. 

 

Eleanor approached a locked cabinet. 

Using a silver key hanging around her neck, she opened it. 

Inside rested a single black leather book. 

No title. 

No author's name. 

She placed it carefully on the table. 

"Read the first page." 

Nathaniel hesitated before opening it. 



His heart nearly stopped. 

The first sentence read: 

Nathaniel Crowe was born on the seventeenth of October... 

He flipped another page. 

His childhood. 

His education. 

His first article. 

His parents. 

Every detail. 

Every memory. 

Every mistake. 

Everything was there. 

He looked up, pale. 

"Who wrote this?" 

Eleanor's answer came almost as a whisper. 

"No one." 

"The library records the lives of those touched by the Thirteenth 

Hour." 

Nathaniel's voice cracked. 

"Then why does it already know my future?" 

Eleanor slowly turned to the final written page. 

Nathaniel read the last sentence. 

It ended with chilling simplicity. 



...and at exactly 3:17 p.m., Nathaniel Crowe entered 

Blackridge Central Hospital, never knowing he had only 

seven minutes left to prevent the fire. 

The remaining pages were blank. 

His breathing became uneven. 

He checked his watch. 

It was 2:41 p.m. 

Mercer looked at him. 

"You have less than forty minutes." 

Nathaniel snapped the book shut. 

"Then why are we standing here?" 

He turned and ran toward the staircase. 

Mercer followed. 

Eleanor remained behind. 

As Nathaniel disappeared into the darkness, she looked at the 

empty pedestal. 

For the first time in decades... 

A new book slowly began to appear. 

Its cover formed as though written by an invisible hand. 

Across the front, golden letters emerged one by one. 

THE THIRTEENTH WITNESS 

Eleanor closed her eyes. 

"It has begun." 

Far above them, somewhere beneath the streets of Blackridge, an 

ancient clock struck once. 



Not one o'clock. 

Not three. 

A single bell that echoed like a warning. 

Time was running out. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER SIX 

THE ECHO IN THE MIRROR 

The traffic lights turned red. 

Nathaniel ignored them. 

His car surged through the intersection, horns blaring behind him. 

Every second mattered now. The digital clock on the dashboard 

read 3:02 p.m. 

Fifteen minutes. 

That was all the time he had left. 

His phone lay on the passenger seat. 

Silent. 

For the first time since the bridge collapse, he wished it would ring. 

Even a single clue would be enough. 

Instead, there was only silence. 

 

Blackridge Central Hospital came into view. 

Doctors hurried through the main entrance. 

Ambulances arrived one after another. 

Families gathered outside, waiting for news about loved ones. 

Everything appeared normal. 

Nathaniel parked carelessly and ran inside. 

The reception area was crowded. 

Children cried. 

Nurses pushed patients through the corridors. 



Televisions mounted on the walls broadcast reports about the 

bridge disaster. 

No one noticed the man who entered with fear written across his 

face. 

He approached the reception desk. 

"I need to speak to whoever is in charge." 

The receptionist looked up. 

"Is this an emergency?" 

"Yes." 

"What kind of emergency?" 

Nathaniel hesitated. 

How could he explain himself? 

"I think something is going to happen here." 

She stared at him. 

"What exactly?" 

"I don't know." 

Her expression softened. 

"Sir, if this is a prank—" 

"It isn't." 

Before she could answer, a doctor interrupted. 

"We need another wheelchair in Ward C." 

The receptionist turned away. 

The conversation was over. 

Nathaniel realized he was on his own. 



He walked through the hospital, studying everything. 

The electrical panels. 

The oxygen supply signs. 

The emergency exits. 

Nothing seemed unusual. 

Then he noticed a maintenance worker pushing a large metal 

trolley toward the basement. 

Something about the man's behavior felt strange. 

He avoided eye contact. 

He kept checking his watch. 

Nathaniel followed him. 

The worker disappeared through a door marked: 

AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL ONLY 

Nathaniel slipped inside before it closed. 

The basement was colder than the rest of the building. 

Long corridors stretched beneath the hospital. 

Pipes ran across the ceiling. 

The sound of humming generators echoed through the darkness. 

The maintenance worker was gone. 

Nathaniel searched each corridor until he reached the main 

electrical room. 

The door was slightly open. 

Inside, someone was kneeling beside the control panels. 

Nathaniel pushed the door open. 



"Excuse me." 

The man slowly stood. 

He wore the same maintenance uniform. 

The same hospital identification badge. 

But when he turned around... 

Nathaniel stopped breathing. 

The man's face was his own. 

Older. 

His hair was streaked with grey. 

A scar crossed his left eyebrow. 

His eyes carried the exhaustion of someone who had spent years 

running from something impossible. 

Neither of them spoke. 

The older man finally smiled. 

"I wondered how long it would take you." 

Nathaniel stepped backward. 

"Who are you?" 

The man answered quietly. 

"You already know." 

"No." 

"You just don't believe it yet." 

Nathaniel shook his head. 

"This isn't possible." 

The older man looked at the ceiling. 



"It never is the first time." 

A loud alarm sounded somewhere above them. 

Both men looked toward the door. 

The older Nathaniel spoke calmly. 

"We have six minutes." 

"Six minutes until what?" 

"The fire." 

"You know how it starts?" 

"I remember how it starts." 

Nathaniel's heart pounded. 

"Then tell me." 

The older man pointed toward a bank of electrical transformers. 

"One overloaded circuit." 

"A failed backup switch." 

"And one decision that changes everything." 

Nathaniel rushed to the control panel. 

"Can we stop it?" 

"We can delay it." 

"What do you mean, delay it?" 

The older Nathaniel looked at him with quiet sadness. 

"Some events resist being changed." 

Nathaniel slammed his fist against the panel. 

"There has to be a way." 



"There is." 

"What is it?" 

The older man met his eyes. 

"You must choose who lives." 

Nathaniel froze. 

"What?" 

"You can't save everyone." 

"I don't believe that." 

"I didn't either." 

 

Smoke drifted beneath the door. 

Someone outside shouted. 

"Fire!" 

The hospital's emergency alarms erupted throughout the building. 

Sprinklers activated. 

Lights flickered. 

Patients began screaming in the upper floors. 

Nathaniel reached for the emergency shutdown lever. 

The older man grabbed his arm. 

"Wait." 

"If you pull it now, the intensive care unit loses power." 

Nathaniel looked at him in disbelief. 

"If you don't..." 



The older man's voice broke. 

"...the fire reaches the oxygen lines." 

Nathaniel's breathing became uneven. 

Either choice would cost lives. 

For the first time, he understood why the voice on the phone never 

simply told him what to do. 

There were no perfect decisions. 

Only painful ones. 

The older Nathaniel slowly released his arm. 

"This is where our stories begin to separate." 

Nathaniel looked at the lever. 

Then at the smoke pouring beneath the door. 

His hand closed around the handle. 

He had seconds to decide. 

And somewhere, beyond the walls of the hospital, an ancient clock 

began to ring. 

One bell. 

Then another. 

The Thirteenth Hour had returned. 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER SEVEN 

WHEN TOMORROW REMEMBERS 

The lever felt cold beneath Nathaniel's hand. 

Smoke poured into the electrical room, burning his eyes. 

The alarms screamed throughout Blackridge Central Hospital. 

People were running. 

Children were crying. 

Somewhere above them, glass shattered. 

The older Nathaniel remained calm. 

"You have five seconds." 

Nathaniel looked at him. 

"Tell me which choice you made." 

The older man lowered his head. 

"I can't." 

"Why?" 

"Because if you become me..." 

He looked directly into Nathaniel's eyes. 

"...then everyone dies." 

Nathaniel's heartbeat thundered in his ears. 

For a split second, every sound disappeared. 

The alarms. 

The shouting. 

The fire. 



Everything faded into silence. 

Only one thought remained. 

Trust yourself. 

He pulled the emergency shutdown lever. 

The generators powered down instantly. 

The lights flickered. 

Then darkness. 

For two terrifying seconds, the hospital stood still. 

Suddenly, emergency backup systems activated. 

Dim red lights illuminated the corridors. 

The electrical fire died before it could reach the oxygen supply. 

Nathaniel exhaled. 

"We stopped it." 

The older Nathaniel didn't smile. 

"No." 

He looked toward the ceiling. 

"We changed it." 

 

The fire department arrived within minutes. 

Doctors began evacuating patients. 

Firefighters entered the basement carrying breathing equipment. 

Nathaniel searched for the older man. 

He was gone. 



The room was empty. 

Only footprints remained on the dusty concrete floor. 

Two sets. 

One entering. 

None leaving. 

 

Three hours later, the fire had been contained. 

Only one wing of the hospital had suffered damage. 

The official report listed several injuries. 

No deaths. 

News crews celebrated the quick response of the emergency 

teams. 

Nathaniel watched the broadcast from outside the hospital. 

For the first time since the bridge collapse, he felt hope. 

Maybe the future could be changed after all. 

His phone vibrated. 

Unknown Number. 

He answered immediately. 

"We saved them." 

The familiar voice remained silent for several seconds. 

Finally, it spoke. 

"Did you?" 

"What does that mean?" 

"Go home." 



The line disconnected. 

 

Nathaniel arrived at his apartment just before midnight. 

Something felt wrong. 

The hallway outside his door was unusually quiet. 

His neighbor, Mrs. Holloway, normally watered her flowers every 

evening. 

Tonight, the corridor was empty. 

He unlocked the door. 

The apartment looked exactly as he had left it. 

He placed his keys on the kitchen table. 

Then he noticed it. 

The framed photograph beside the window. 

His eyes narrowed. 

Yesterday, the picture showed Nathaniel standing beside his 

younger sister, Emily, on her university graduation day. 

Now... 

Emily wasn't there. 

The photograph showed only Nathaniel. 

He picked it up. 

His hands trembled. 

Someone had not edited the photograph. 

Reality itself had changed. 

 



He rushed to a cabinet and pulled out an old family album. 

Page after page. 

Birthday parties. 

Christmas celebrations. 

School photographs. 

Emily appeared in none of them. 

He stopped breathing. 

"No..." 

He searched frantically. 

Family letters. 

Old postcards. 

Photo albums. 

Nothing. 

It was as though she had never existed. 

His phone slipped from his hand and struck the floor. 

Unknown Number. 

The call answered itself. 

"You saved the hospital." 

Nathaniel's voice shook. 

"Where is my sister?" 

The voice answered quietly. 

"You've noticed." 

"What happened to her?" 



"History corrected itself." 

Nathaniel slammed his fist against the wall. 

"Bring her back!" 

"I can't." 

"You did this!" 

"No." 

"You did." 

Nathaniel's anger became desperation. 

"What do you want from me?" 

The caller spoke with unmistakable sadness. 

"Every life you save changes another path." 

Nathaniel fell silent. 

"The bridge." 

"The hospital." 

"The future." 

"They cannot all exist together." 

Nathaniel whispered, 

"So, Emily..." 

The voice finished the sentence. 

"...was the price." 

The call ended. 

 

 



Nathaniel sat alone on the floor until sunrise. 

He refused to believe it. 

He drove to his parents' house. 

His mother answered the door with a warm smile. 

"Nathaniel." 

He embraced her tightly. 

She looked surprised. 

"Is everything alright?" 

He pulled back. 

"Where's Emily?" 

His mother frowned. 

"Who?" 

His heart stopped. 

"My sister." 

She laughed gently. 

"You've always wanted a sister." 

Nathaniel stared at her. 

"What are you talking about?" 

"You were an only child." 

The world tilted beneath him. 

He left without another word. 

By afternoon, he found himself standing outside Professor 

Mercer's house. 

The old historian opened the door before Nathaniel knocked. 



"You've lost someone." 

Nathaniel looked at him. 

"You knew?" 

Mercer nodded. 

"It finally happened." 

Nathaniel walked inside. 

"My family doesn't remember her." 

"They won't." 

"The photographs changed." 

"They always do." 

Nathaniel sat heavily in a chair. 

"I saved hundreds of people." 

Mercer remained standing. 

"And time demanded balance." 

Nathaniel looked up sharply. 

"Balance?" 

"You think changing history is free?" 

Mercer pointed toward one of the clocks hanging on the wall. 

Every pendulum swing both ways. 

"Every gain creates a loss." 

Nathaniel's voice was barely audible. 

"Then every time I save someone..." 

"You risk erasing another life." 



Silence filled the room. 

At last Nathaniel asked the question he feared most. 

"Can I get her back?" 

Mercer looked away. 

"I don't know." 

 

That night, unable to sleep, Nathaniel returned to the abandoned 

clock tower site. 

The shopping complex stood deserted. 

Rain began falling once more. 

At exactly 12:59 a.m., every streetlight around the square went 

out. 

Darkness swallowed the city block. 

Then, through the rain, he heard it. 

A bell. 

Then another. 

One... 

Two... 

Three... 

He counted until twelve. 

The thirteenth bell echoed longer than the others. 

The ground beneath his feet trembled. 

In front of him, where only empty pavement had existed moments 

earlier, the outline of a massive stone clock tower slowly emerged 

from the darkness. 



Its ancient clock face glowed with pale golden light. 

The hands pointed to an impossible time. 

12:60. 

The great wooden doors creaked open by themselves. 

From inside the tower came the familiar voice. 

This time, it did not come through a phone. 

It echoed through the empty square. 

"Nathaniel..." 

He stood frozen. 

The voice continued. 

"If you want your sister back..." 

"...you must enter." 

Nathaniel looked into the darkness beyond the doorway. 

Every instinct told him to run. 

Instead, he took one slow step forward. 

Then another. 

As he crossed the threshold, the doors closed behind him with a 

thunderous boom. 

Outside, the tower vanished once again. 

To the rest of Blackridge, the square remained empty. 

But Nathaniel had entered a place that existed outside time itself. 

And nothing—not even history—would ever be the same again. 

 

 



CHAPTER EIGHT 

THE BROKEN CLOCK 

Nathaniel opened his eyes. 

The silence was the first thing he noticed. 

Not ordinary silence. 

The kind that presses against your ears until you begin listening to 

your own heartbeat. 

He turned around. 

The doors through which he had entered were gone. 

Only a circular stone wall stood behind him. 

There was no handle. 

No exit. 

No sign that the doorway had ever existed. 

He was trapped. 

 

The tower was much larger inside than it had appeared from the 

outside. 

A spiral staircase wound upward into darkness. 

Hundreds of clocks covered the walls. 

Some were made of brass. 

Others of carved wood. 

Some were elegant, others cracked with age. 

None of them displayed the same time. 

One clock ran backwards. 



Another had no hands at all. 

A grandfather clock ticked once every minute, while a pocket 

watch on the wall spun so quickly that its hands became a blur. 

Nathaniel walked slowly through the hall. 

"This can't be real." 

His voice echoed. 

A second later, another voice repeated the same words. 

"This can't be real." 

It wasn't an echo. 

It sounded... older. 

 

"Nathaniel." 

The voice came again. 

"Who's there?" 

No answer. 

Only the sound of ticking. 

Tick. 

Tick. 

Tick. 

He followed the sound until he reached a vast chamber at the 

center of the tower. 

There, suspended above the floor by enormous iron chains, hung 

the largest clock he had ever seen. 

It was nearly four stories high. 



Its face carried thirteen numbers. 

The glass covering it was cracked from top to bottom. 

Each crack glowed with a faint golden light. 

At the base of the clock stood a man dressed in a long black coat. 

His silver hair rested neatly on his shoulders. 

He looked neither young nor old. 

His eyes were calm, but they carried a sadness that seemed 

centuries deep. 

"You've finally arrived," the man said. 

Nathaniel remained where he was. 

"Who are you?" 

The stranger smiled. 

"My name has been forgotten many times." 

"That's not an answer." 

"No." 

"It is a warning." 

 

The man walked toward the great clock and gently rested his hand 

upon its frame. 

"My name is Elias." 

"I am the Keeper of the Thirteenth Hour." 

Nathaniel folded his arms. 

"I don't believe in keepers of time." 

"You didn't believe in impossible phone calls either." 



Nathaniel said nothing. 

Elias continued. 

"This clock governs the balance between memory and reality." 

Nathaniel looked at the cracked face. 

"What happened to it?" 

Elias's expression darkened. 

"It was broken." 

"By who?" 

"You." 

Nathaniel laughed. 

"I've never been here before." 

"Not yet." 

 

Nathaniel's laughter faded. 

He had learned that, in this place, every impossible statement 

eventually became true. 

"What do you mean?" 

Elias looked up at the enormous pendulum. 

"Time is not a straight road." 

"It is a circle." 

"Sometimes the person chasing the beginning discovers he 

created the ending." 

Nathaniel felt a chill run through him. 

"So, you're saying..." 



"One day you will return here." 

"And when you do..." 

"You will break the clock." 

 

Before Nathaniel could respond, the tower shook violently. 

Dust rained from the ceiling. 

Several clocks crashed to the floor. 

The giant pendulum slowed. 

Tick... 

Tick... 

Tick... 

Then— 

It stopped. 

Every clock inside the tower stopped with it. 

The silence that followed was unbearable. 

Outside the windows, the city froze. 

Cars halted in the middle of the roads. 

Rain remained suspended in the air like tiny crystals. 

Birds stopped in flight. 

People stood motionless. 

Time itself had paused. 

Nathaniel stared through the window. 

"What happened?" 



Elias answered quietly. 

"The clock has failed." 

 

A loud crack echoed through the chamber. 

Another fracture spread across the giant clock face. 

Golden light poured from the opening. 

Nathaniel shielded his eyes. 

Shapes began appearing within the light. 

People. 

Hundreds of them. 

Some cried. 

Some laughed. 

Some reached toward him. 

He recognized several faces. 

The little girl from the bus. 

His sister Emily. 

The elderly librarian. 

Even the older version of himself. 

They were trapped inside the clock. 

Nathaniel stepped forward. 

"Emily!" 

She looked directly at him. 

She smiled. 



Then vanished as another crack spread across the glass. 

Nathaniel turned to Elias. 

"Get them out!" 

"I can't." 

"Why not?" 

"They are memories." 

"They exist only because the clock still remembers them." 

Nathaniel clenched his fists. 

"There has to be something we can do." 

"There is." 

"What?" 

Elias met his eyes. 

"Repair the clock." 

Nathaniel looked at the shattered mechanism. 

"How?" 

"You must recover the missing gears." 

"Where are they?" 

Elias walked toward the staircase. 

"They were hidden across different moments in history." 

Nathaniel frowned. 

"History?" 

"The bridge." 

"The hospital." 



"And one final place you have not yet seen." 

Nathaniel realized what Elias was saying. 

"The disasters..." 

"Weren't accidents." 

"No." 

"They were fractures." 

 

A distant voice echoed through the tower. 

"Nathaniel..." 

He recognized it immediately. 

The mysterious caller. 

This time, however, the voice sounded frightened. 

"They've found me." 

Nathaniel looked around. 

"Who's found you?" 

No answer. 

Instead, a shadow moved across the chamber. 

It was unlike anything Nathaniel had ever seen. 

It had no face. 

No clear shape. 

Only darkness that seemed to swallow the light around it. 

The temperature dropped instantly. 

Elias's expression changed. 



For the first time since Nathaniel had met him... 

The Keeper looked afraid. 

"It shouldn't be here." 

"What is it?" 

Elias whispered one word. 

"The Eraser." 

The shadow stopped several meters away. 

It did not walk. 

It drifted. 

Wherever it passed, clocks rusted. 

Books crumbled into dust. 

Even the stone beneath it began to disappear. 

Nathaniel watched in horror as one of the smaller clocks simply 

ceased to exist. 

Not broken. 

Not destroyed. 

Forgotten. 

Elias drew a deep breath. 

"It feeds on erased histories." 

"What does it want?" 

"You." 

The shadow tilted toward Nathaniel. 

A voice emerged from within it. 

Cold. 



Empty. 

Without emotion. 

"You remember too much." 

Nathaniel instinctively stepped back. 

The shadow moved closer. 

"You do not belong in the corrected world." 

Suddenly, every clock in the tower began striking at once. 

The deafening sound shook the entire structure. 

Elias grabbed Nathaniel's arm. 

"Run!" 

They raced toward the spiral staircase as the tower trembled 

around them. 

Behind them, the shadow followed silently. 

It never hurried. 

It didn't need to. 

It knew one terrifying truth. 

No matter where Nathaniel ran... 

Time itself was running out. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER NINE 

ONE LAST MINUTE 

Nathaniel and Elias raced up the spiral staircase. 

The tower shook with every step they took. 

Ancient stones cracked beneath their feet. 

Behind them, the shadow continued its slow pursuit. 

It never ran. 

It never stumbled. 

Yet somehow, the distance between them kept shrinking. 

Nathaniel glanced back. 

"It's getting closer!" 

Elias didn't slow down. 

"It isn't chasing us." 

"What do you mean?" 

"It already knows where you're going." 

 

They reached a heavy iron door at the top of the staircase. 

Elias pushed it open. 

Beyond it was a circular room surrounded by enormous windows. 

Outside, Blackridge remained frozen. 

Cars hung motionless in the streets. 

Birds were suspended in the sky. 

Raindrops floated like tiny crystals in the air. 



The entire city had become a photograph. 

Only the tower still moved. 

Only the tower was alive. 

At the centre of the room stood a stone pedestal. 

Resting on it was an old pocket watch. 

Its cover was engraved with a single word: 

Nathaniel. 

He picked it up. 

The moment his fingers touched the metal, the room disappeared. 

 

He was eight years old again. 

The smell of fresh rain filled the air. 

Children laughed nearby. 

His father sat on a wooden bench in the city park, smiling as young 

Nathaniel struggled to ride a bicycle. 

"Don't look at the ground," his father called. 

"Look where you're going." 

The little boy laughed. 

"I'll fall!" 

"No." 

"You'll learn." 

Nathaniel stood frozen. 

He remembered this day. 

Or at least... 



He thought he did. 

A small girl ran across the grass. 

She wore a yellow raincoat. 

The same little girl from the bus. 

She stopped in front of his father. 

"Is he the one?" 

His father nodded quietly. 

"Not yet." 

Nathaniel's heart began racing. 

The girl looked directly at him. 

Not at the child. 

At the man standing beside the memory. 

"You finally found us," she said. 

Before Nathaniel could answer, the memory dissolved. 

 

He found himself back inside the tower. 

The pocket watch had stopped ticking. 

"What was that?" he asked. 

Elias looked at the watch. 

"Your first memory." 

"No." 

"The girl." 

"Who is she?" 



Elias hesitated. 

"She has many names." 

"I need the truth." 

"The truth has always been in front of you." 

Nathaniel stared at him. 

"The girl never boarded the bus by accident." 

"Then why was she there?" 

Elias answered softly. 

"She was waiting for you." 

 

A voice echoed through the chamber. 

"You should have told him sooner." 

Nathaniel turned. 

The older version of himself stepped out of the shadows. 

He looked exhausted. 

His clothes were torn. 

Fresh scars marked his face. 

But this time he wasn't wearing a maintenance uniform. 

He wore a long dark coat identical to Elias's. 

Nathaniel stepped back. 

"You." 

The older man smiled sadly. 

"I told you we'd meet again." 



Nathaniel pointed at him. 

"You're the caller." 

"Yes." 

"You've been calling me from the future." 

The older Nathaniel nodded. 

"For twenty-three years." 

Nathaniel struggled to process the words. 

"But I've only known about the calls for a few days." 

"For you." 

The older man smiled faintly. 

"For me..." 

He looked around the tower. 

"...it's been decades." 

 

Silence filled the room. 

Finally Nathaniel asked, 

"Why me?" 

The older Nathaniel laughed quietly. 

"Because I answered." 

"What?" 

"The first call." 

Nathaniel frowned. 

"I don't understand." 



"You think this began with the bridge." 

"It didn't." 

"It began years ago." 

"When you were a child." 

Nathaniel shook his head. 

"I never received a phone call." 

"No." 

"You made one." 

 

Nathaniel's world seemed to stop. 

"What are you talking about?" 

The older Nathaniel walked to the great clock. 

"You haven't reached that moment yet." 

"But you will." 

"You'll discover how to send one message backwards through 

time." 

"And when you do..." 

He looked directly into Nathaniel's eyes. 

"...the first person you call is yourself." 

Nathaniel felt dizzy. 

"So, this whole time..." 

"I've been talking to my future." 

"No." 

The older Nathaniel corrected him. 



"I've been trying to save my past." 

 

A loud crack split the tower. 

The great clock lost another section of its face. 

Golden light burst through the opening. 

The shadow entered the chamber. 

Its voice was deeper now. 

Stronger. 

"The cycle ends tonight." 

Elias stepped forward. 

"You cannot erase him." 

"I already have." 

The shadow stretched one dark arm toward Nathaniel. 

"Every correction has weakened him." 

Nathaniel looked at his own hands. 

To his horror, they had begun to fade. 

His fingertips were becoming transparent. 

"What is happening?" 

The older Nathaniel answered. 

"The more history changes..." 

"...the less certain your existence becomes." 

Nathaniel stared in disbelief. 

"So I can disappear?" 



"You already are." 

 

The shadow moved closer. 

"I offer peace." 

Nathaniel looked up. 

"What do you want?" 

"Forget." 

"No more pain." 

"No more sacrifice." 

"No more impossible choices." 

The words echoed through the chamber. 

For one dangerous moment... 

They sounded comforting. 

The older Nathaniel stepped beside him. 

"Don't listen." 

"It feeds on surrender." 

Nathaniel closed his eyes. 

He thought of Emily. 

His parents. 

The little girl. 

The bridge. 

The hospital. 

Every person he had failed to save. 



Every person he had lost. 

When he opened his eyes again, the fear was still there. 

But something else had replaced the despair. 

Resolve. 

He looked at the shadow. 

"I'm done running." 

The chamber fell silent. 

The older Nathaniel smiled for the first time. 

"You've finally become the man I hoped you'd be." 

Elias nodded. 

"Then there is only one journey left." 

Nathaniel looked between them. 

"What journey?" 

Elias turned toward the broken clock. 

"The beginning." 

"The place where the first fracture was created." 

The older Nathaniel finished the sentence. 

"And where only one of us can leave." 

The tower trembled violently. 

The great clock began counting down. 

60... 

59... 

58... 



Nathaniel stared at the giant face. 

"What is it doing?" 

Elias answered with quiet urgency. 

"It has begun the Last Minute." 

"When it reaches zero..." 

He paused. 

"...time will choose which history survives." 

The countdown continued. 

And for the first time since the impossible phone call, Nathaniel 

understood that he was no longer trying to save the city. 

He was trying to save reality itself. 

Next Chapter: Beyond the Last Hour 

As the final sixty seconds of the Thirteenth Hour unfold, Nathaniel 

must confront the origin of the first phone call, the true identity of 

the little girl in the yellow raincoat, and make a sacrifice that will 

determine whether history remembers him—or erases him forever. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



ENDING BLUEPRINT FOR CHAPTER TEN 

BEYOND THE LAST HOUR 

The Final Countdown 

The great clock reaches its last sixty seconds. Nathaniel, his older 

self, Elias, and the Eraser stand within the tower as reality 

fractures around them. Blackridge flickers between different 

versions of history—streets appear and disappear, buildings 

change, and familiar faces become strangers. 

The older Nathaniel reveals the final truth: the mysterious phone 

calls were never about preventing death. They were about 

teaching his younger self to make one final decision that only 

someone who had experienced loss could make. 

The Truth About the Yellow Raincoat 

The little girl is revealed to be Hope, the first "Witness" chosen by 

the Thirteenth Hour. She is not trapped by time but exists wherever 

history begins to unravel. Throughout the novel, she quietly guided 

Nathaniel toward compassion rather than certainty. 

She tells him: 

"Time never asked for perfection. It only asked that someone care 

enough to choose." 

The Last Sacrifice 

Nathaniel learns that the Thirteenth Hour can be repaired only if 

one Witness willingly gives up every memory that defines who they 

are. The sacrifice is not death but identity. 

He understands that if he restores the clock: 

• Emily will live again. 

• The victims of the bridge collapse will have another chance. 

• The hospital fire will never occur. 



• The city will heal. 

But no one—not even his family—will remember Nathaniel's role. 

His name will disappear from history. 

After reflecting on all he has experienced, he chooses to restore 

the clock. 

The Restoration 

Nathaniel places the pocket watch into the heart of the broken 

clock. 

The thirteen bells ring together. 

The cracks disappear. 

The pendulum begins moving once more. 

The Eraser fades because there is no fractured history left for it to 

consume. 

The tower dissolves into light. 

A New Beginning 

Nathaniel awakens on a park bench in Blackridge on a calm 

morning. 

The bridge stands intact. 

The hospital is open and unharmed. 

Children play nearby. 

Emily walks past, laughing with friends. She smiles politely at 

Nathaniel as if seeing a kind stranger. 

She has no memory of him. 

His parents pass by moments later. 

They greet him warmly but do not recognize him as their son. 

Nathaniel feels sorrow, but he also feels peace. 



The city has been given another chance. 

The Final Scene 

As Nathaniel walks through Blackridge, he notices people living 

the lives they were meant to have. 

The little girl in the yellow raincoat stands across the street. 

She smiles. 

For the first time, she speaks openly. 

"You kept your promise." 

Nathaniel smiles back. 

"I don't remember making one." 

"You don't have to." 

She disappears into the crowd. 

Nathaniel looks at his watch. 

It reads 1:00 a.m. 

Time moves forward again. 

He continues walking. 

Epilogue 

Several years later, a young investigative journalist is working late 

in the newsroom. 

The clock reads 12:59 a.m. 

A phone begins to ring. 

The screen displays: 

 

 



UNKNOWN CALLER 

The journalist hesitates. 

Then answers. 

A calm voice says: 

"You have exactly one hour." 

The story ends there, suggesting that every generation faces its 

own choices, and that courage—not certainty—is what changes 

the future. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Conclusion 

The Thirteenth Hour is ultimately not a story about time travel. It is 

a story about responsibility. Nathaniel begins as a journalist who 

reports events after they happen. By the end, he becomes 

someone willing to bear the cost of changing them. 

The novel argues that memory shape’s identity, but character is 

revealed through the choices we make when no outcome is 

guaranteed. It suggests that every life influences countless others, 

that sacrifice can create hope, and that the future is built not by 

perfect people but by those who act despite fear. 

The final image leaves readers with a quiet but enduring question: 

If you had one hour to change the future, what kind of person 

would you choose to become? 
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