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The
  rain had been falling since late afternoon, covering the city in
  a
  curtain of silver that blurred the lights beyond Evelyn Hart's
  apartment window. She loved rainy nights. They usually made her
  feel
  calm, protected from the noise of the world. Tonight was
  different.




  
The
  apartment felt unusually quiet.




  
Evelyn
  sat on the couch with a mystery novel resting on her lap. The
  television was off. The only sounds were the ticking of the clock
  hanging above the kitchen doorway and the occasional tapping of
  raindrops against the glass.




  
She
  glanced at her phone.




  
11:50
  PM.




  
Another
  long day had finally come to an end.




  
As
  a journalist for the local newspaper, she spent most of her time
  chasing stories that rarely mattered. Petty thefts. Parking
  disputes.
  Small-town politics. Nothing exciting ever happened in
  Blackwood.




  
At
  least, that was what everyone believed.




  
Evelyn
  stretched and closed her book.




  
Three
  more minutes and she would head to bed.




  
Her
  gaze drifted toward the city outside. Neon signs reflected on the
  wet
  streets below. Cars moved slowly through the rain. People hurried
  along sidewalks with umbrellas held tightly above their
  heads.




  
Everything
  looked normal.




  
Everything
  looked safe.




  
Then
  her phone rang.




  
The
  sudden sound shattered the silence.




  
Evelyn
  jumped.




  
She
  frowned and looked at the screen.




  
Unknown
  Number.




  
"Who
  calls this late?" she muttered.




  
The
  ringing continued.




  
For
  a moment, she considered ignoring it. Most unknown calls were
  telemarketers or wrong numbers.




  
But
  something about this call felt different.




  
Perhaps
  it was the late hour.




  
Perhaps
  it was the strange feeling crawling across her skin.




  
After
  the fourth ring, she answered.




  
"Hello?"




  
Silence.




  
Only
  faint static.




  
"Evelyn
  Hart speaking."




  
More
  silence.




  
Then
  a voice emerged.




  
Calm.




  
Cold.




  
Neither
  male nor female.




  
Almost
  mechanical.




  
"At
  12:04 AM, a black sedan will lose control on Riverside
  Bridge."




  
Evelyn
  blinked.




  
"What?"




  
"One
  person will die."




  
Her
  stomach tightened.




  
"Who
  is this?"




  
The
  voice continued as if she had not spoken.




  
"The
  vehicle will strike the eastern barrier before entering the
  river."




  
Evelyn
  stood.




  
"This
  isn't funny."




  
No
  response.




  
The
  voice delivered one final sentence.




  
"You
  have eleven minutes."




  
The
  call ended.




  
Evelyn
  stared at her phone.




  
The
  screen showed no number.




  
No
  caller information.




  
Nothing.




  
She
  laughed nervously.




  
"Okay.
  Very funny."




  
Someone
  was playing a prank.




  
That
  had to be it.




  
Yet
  the strange certainty in the voice lingered in her mind.




  
She
  walked to the kitchen and poured herself a glass of water.




  
Her
  hands were shaking slightly.




  
Why?




  
People
  received weird calls all the time.




  
Still,
  she couldn't stop thinking about Riverside Bridge.




  
It
  was only a few miles away.




  
The
  largest bridge connecting Blackwood to neighboring towns.




  
Traffic
  passed over it day and night.




  
An
  accident could happen there at any time.




  
Coincidence.




  
That
  was all this was.




  
Coincidence.




  
Evelyn
  returned to the living room.




  
11:58
  PM.




  
She
  tried reading.




  
The
  words blurred together.




  
Her
  attention kept returning to the phone.




  
12:00
  AM.




  
Nothing
  happened.




  
Of
  course nothing happened.




  
She
  shook her head.




  
The
  prank caller had succeeded.




  
They
  had gotten inside her head.




  
A
  few minutes later she finally relaxed.




  
Then
  she heard sirens.




  
One.




  
Then
  another.




  
Then
  several more.




  
The
  sound echoed through the rainy night.




  
Evelyn
  slowly lowered her book.




  
The
  sirens were heading toward the eastern side of town.




  
Toward
  Riverside Bridge.




  
Her
  heart skipped a beat.




  
"No."




  
She
  grabbed her laptop.




  
Local
  emergency radio channels were publicly accessible.




  
She
  opened one and listened.




  
Static
  crackled through the speakers.




  
Then
  a dispatcher spoke.




  
"Units
  responding to a major vehicle accident on Riverside
  Bridge."




  
Evelyn
  froze.




  
Her
  stomach dropped.




  
A
  second voice replied.




  
"Vehicle
  entered the water. Driver unresponsive."




  
The
  room suddenly felt colder.




  
Far
  colder.




  
Her
  eyes moved to the digital clock.




  
12:05
  AM.




  
Almost
  exactly as the caller had predicted.




  
The
  glass slipped from her hand.




  
Water
  splashed across the floor.




  
She
  didn't notice.




  
She
  couldn't.




  
Every
  thought inside her mind had stopped.




  
This
  wasn't possible.




  
No
  one could predict an accident down to the exact minute.




  
No
  one.




  
The
  dispatcher continued speaking.




  
Rescue
  teams were being sent.




  
Divers
  were preparing to enter the river.




  
The
  driver had likely drowned before emergency services
  arrived.




  
Evelyn
  sat down slowly.




  
Her
  breathing became shallow.




  
Her
  heart hammered against her chest.




  
The
  voice had been right.




  
Every
  detail.




  
The
  bridge.




  
The
  car.




  
The
  timing.




  
Even
  the death.




  
For
  several minutes she remained frozen.




  
Trying
  to find a logical explanation.




  
Maybe
  someone had planned the accident.




  
Maybe
  the caller was involved.




  
Maybe
  it was all staged.




  
Yet
  none of those possibilities felt right.




  
The
  prediction had been too precise.




  
Too
  calm.




  
Too
  certain.




  
Her
  phone remained silent.




  
She
  stared at it.




  
Waiting.




  
Expecting
  it to ring again.




  
It
  didn't.




  
Eventually
  she forced herself to stand.




  
She
  locked the apartment door.




  
Then
  checked it twice.




  
Then
  three times.




  
She
  wasn't sure why.




  
Fear
  had settled inside her chest.




  
Not
  fear of the accident.




  
Fear
  of the voice.




  
Who
  was it?




  
How
  did it know?




  
Why
  call her?




  
Questions
  multiplied faster than answers.




  
She
  barely slept that night.




  
Every
  creak of the building made her flinch.




  
Every
  shadow seemed darker than before.




  
At
  sunrise she finally drifted into a restless sleep.




  
A
  few hours later she woke to the sound of news reports.




  
The
  accident was everywhere.




  
The
  victim had been identified as a local businessman returning from
  a
  late dinner meeting.




  
Witnesses
  reported seeing the vehicle suddenly swerve before crashing
  through
  the bridge barrier.




  
Authorities
  suspected weather conditions played a role.




  
No
  foul play had been discovered.




  
No
  mystery.




  
Just
  a tragic accident.




  
At
  least according to the police.




  
Evelyn
  sat at her kitchen table staring at her coffee.




  
The
  voice echoed in her memory.




  
You
  have eleven minutes.




  
She
  opened her notebook.




  
As
  a journalist, documenting facts was instinctive.




  
Date.




  
Time.




  
Details
  of the call.




  
Everything.




  
She
  wrote for nearly an hour.




  
When
  she finished, she stared at the final sentence.




  
One
  person will die.




  
A
  chill ran through her body.




  
Most
  people would have dismissed the experience.




  
Most
  people would have convinced themselves it was luck.




  
Evelyn
  couldn't.




  
The
  prediction had been too exact.




  
Too
  impossible.




  
Somewhere,
  someone knew something they should not know.




  
And
  for reasons she could not understand, they had chosen her.




  
Outside,
  the rain continued falling.




  
Dark
  clouds covered the sky.




  
The
  city carried on as if nothing unusual had happened.




  
People
  went to work.




  
Children
  attended school.




  
Traffic
  filled the streets.




  
Life
  moved forward.




  
But
  Evelyn knew something had changed.




  
A
  door had opened.




  
A
  mystery had begun.




  
And
  deep inside, she feared the phone would ring again
  tonight.




  
At
  exactly 11:53 PM.
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The
  train wreck haunted Evelyn for days.




  
Every
  news channel in Blackwood covered the disaster around the clock.
  Rescue crews worked tirelessly. Investigators searched for
  answers.
  Families waited anxiously for updates.




  
Twenty-two
  people had been injured.




  
One
  thirteen-year-old boy named Lucas Bennett had died.




  
Exactly
  as the voice had predicted.




  
Evelyn
  sat in her apartment surrounded by newspaper clippings,
  photographs,
  and pages of handwritten notes.




  
Four
  calls.




  
Four
  tragedies.




  
Four
  impossible predictions.




  
And
  now one new mystery.




  
The
  hooded figure.




  
She
  could still see the silhouette standing near the tracks moments
  before the derailment.




  
Watching.




  
Waiting.




  
Then
  disappearing.




  
Who
  was it?




  
A
  witness?




  
A
  suspect?




  
Or
  someone connected to the mysterious caller?




  
The
  more she thought about it, the more convinced she became that the
  figure was important.




  
For
  the first time since the calls began, she had seen someone who
  might
  hold answers.




  
The
  problem was finding them.




  
Late
  that afternoon, Evelyn drove back to Eastwood Crossing.




  
Police
  tape surrounded the area.




  
Investigators
  continued examining the damaged tracks.




  
Several
  train cars remained overturned nearby.




  
The
  destruction was worse in daylight.




  
Twisted
  steel covered the landscape.




  
Broken
  glass sparkled among muddy puddles.




  
The
  place looked like a battlefield.




  
Evelyn
  approached a detective standing near the crossing.




  
His
  name tag read Harrison.




  
"I
  was here the night of the derailment," she said.




  
The
  detective nodded.




  
"I
  remember."




  
"Did
  anyone report seeing another person near the tracks?"




  
Harrison
  frowned.




  
"What
  kind of person?"




  
"A
  man. Or woman. Wearing a dark hood."




  
The
  detective's expression changed slightly.




  
"You
  saw someone?"




  
Evelyn
  hesitated.




  
"Maybe."




  
The
  detective folded his arms.




  
"We
  found footprints."




  
Her
  pulse quickened.




  
"What?"




  
"Near
  the switch mechanism."




  
For
  a brief moment hope surged inside her.




  
"Did
  you identify them?"




  
The
  detective shook his head.




  
"The
  storm destroyed most of the evidence."




  
Of
  course it had.




  
Nothing
  was ever easy.




  
Nothing
  was ever simple.




  
Evelyn
  thanked him and returned to her car.




  
The
  lead had disappeared as quickly as it appeared.




  
Yet
  one detail stayed with her.




  
Footprints.




  
Someone
  had definitely been there.




  
The
  hooded figure wasn't imaginary.




  
That
  alone mattered.




  
As
  evening approached, dark clouds once again gathered above
  Blackwood.




  
The
  familiar anxiety returned.




  
Another
  night.




  
Another
  call.




  
Another
  tragedy waiting to happen.




  
She
  dreaded 11:53 PM.




  
At
  the same time, she needed it.




  
The
  calls were the only clue she had.




  
The
  only thread connecting everything together.




  
At
  exactly 11:40 PM, she sat at her kitchen table.




  
Notebook
  ready.




  
Phone
  ready.




  
Mind
  racing.




  
Thunder
  echoed outside.




  
Rain
  began falling.




  
The
  pattern never changed.




  
11:50
  PM.




  
Her
  heart accelerated.




  
11:52
  PM.




  
The
  silence became unbearable.




  
11:53
  PM.




  
The
  phone rang.




  
Unknown
  Number.




  
Evelyn
  answered immediately.




  
"What
  do you want from me?"




  
Static
  crackled softly.




  
Then
  the voice spoke.




  
"At
  12:08 AM, a city bus will collide with a delivery truck at the
  intersection of Mercer Avenue and Ninth Street."




  
Evelyn
  began writing.




  
"How
  many injured?"




  
"Twelve."




  
"Deaths?"




  
A
  pause.




  
Then:




  
"None."




  
She
  blinked.




  
No
  deaths?




  
That
  was new.




  
The
  voice continued.




  
"Unless
  you interfere."




  
A
  chill ran down her spine.




  
"What?"




  
"The
  future is fragile."




  
Evelyn
  gripped the phone tighter.




  
"You
  said before that the future follows its course."




  
"It
  does."




  
"Then
  why call me?"




  
Silence.




  
For
  several seconds, nothing.




  
Then
  the voice delivered words that sent fear through her body.




  
"Because
  you are part of it."




  
Her
  breath caught.




  
"What
  does that mean?"




  
No
  answer.




  
Only
  static.




  
Then
  the familiar ending.




  
"You
  have fifteen minutes."




  
Click.




  
The
  call ended.




  
Evelyn
  stared at the screen.




  
Because
  you are part of it.




  
The
  sentence echoed inside her mind.




  
Part
  of what?




  
The
  future?




  
The
  tragedies?




  
The
  calls?




  
Nothing
  made sense.




  
She
  glanced at the clock.




  
Time
  was running.




  
Mercer
  Avenue and Ninth Street were only ten minutes away.




  
She
  grabbed her coat and rushed outside.




  
Rain
  soaked the city.




  
Streetlights
  reflected off wet pavement.




  
Traffic
  moved slowly through the storm.




  
Evelyn
  drove as fast as conditions allowed.




  
Her
  thoughts raced even faster.




  
For
  the first time, the voice had implied something personal.




  
Something
  connected to her.




  
Not
  just the victims.




  
Not
  just the disasters.




  
Her.




  
The
  realization was deeply unsettling.




  
At
  12:03 AM she reached the intersection.




  
Everything
  appeared normal.




  
Cars
  moved through green lights.




  
Pedestrians
  hurried along sidewalks.




  
Nothing
  suggested an approaching disaster.




  
Evelyn
  parked nearby and watched.




  
Five
  minutes remained.




  
The
  storm intensified.




  
Rain
  pounded against her windshield.




  
She
  scanned every vehicle.




  
Every
  lane.




  
Every
  movement.




  
12:05
  AM.




  
Still
  nothing.




  
12:06
  AM.




  
Then
  she noticed a city bus approaching from the east.




  
At
  the same time, a large delivery truck appeared from the
  south.




  
Her
  pulse quickened.




  
The
  vehicles were heading toward the same intersection.




  
Exactly
  as predicted.




  
The
  traffic light changed.




  
Something
  felt wrong.




  
Very
  wrong.




  
Then
  she saw it.




  
A
  black SUV suddenly accelerated through a red light.




  
The
  driver appeared distracted.




  
Possibly
  drunk.




  
Possibly
  reckless.




  
The
  SUV entered the intersection directly in front of the bus.




  
The
  bus driver reacted instantly.




  
He
  swerved sharply to avoid a collision.




  
The
  maneuver saved the SUV.




  
But
  pushed the bus directly into the path of the delivery
  truck.




  
Metal
  crashed against metal.




  
The
  impact shook the street.




  
Glass
  shattered.




  
The
  truck spun sideways.




  
The
  bus slammed into a traffic signal.




  
People
  screamed.




  
Car
  alarms activated.




  
Chaos
  erupted.




  
Evelyn
  jumped from her vehicle and ran toward the wreckage.




  
Passengers
  stumbled from emergency exits.




  
Some
  were bleeding.




  
Others
  looked dazed.




  
But
  they were alive.




  
All
  of them.




  
No
  deaths.




  
Exactly
  as predicted.




  
Emergency
  sirens echoed in the distance.




  
Within
  minutes, police and paramedics arrived.




  
The
  scene transformed into organized chaos.




  
As
  Evelyn helped guide injured passengers away from danger,
  something
  caught her eye.




  
Across
  the street.




  
Standing
  beneath a flickering streetlamp.




  
A
  figure.




  
Tall.




  
Motionless.




  
Wearing
  a dark hooded coat.




  
The
  same figure she had seen near Eastwood Crossing.




  
Her
  heart pounded.




  
Without
  hesitation she ran.




  
The
  figure noticed.




  
Turned.




  
And
  walked away.




  
"Stop!"
  Evelyn shouted.




  
The
  stranger disappeared into a narrow alley.




  
Evelyn
  followed.




  
Rain
  poured around her.




  
Her
  footsteps splashed through puddles.




  
The
  alley twisted between old brick buildings.




  
Dark.




  
Empty.




  
Silent.




  
She
  rounded a corner.




  
Nobody.




  
The
  figure had vanished.




  
Again.




  
As
  if swallowed by the night itself.




  
Frustrated,
  Evelyn stopped running.




  
Then
  she noticed something on the ground.




  
A
  small object resting beside a dumpster.




  
She
  picked it up.




  
A
  silver pocket watch.




  
Old.




  
Heavy.




  
Its
  surface was covered in strange symbols.




  
Symbols
  she had never seen before.




  
Most
  disturbing of all was the engraving inside.




  
Three
  simple words.




  
TIME
  ALWAYS WINS.




  
A
  cold shiver moved through her body.




  
The
  hooded figure had left it behind.




  
Or
  wanted her to find it.




  
Either
  possibility was terrifying.




  
As
  thunder rolled across Blackwood, Evelyn stared at the mysterious
  watch.




  
For
  the first time, the mystery had left something tangible
  behind.




  
A
  clue she could touch.




  
A
  clue that proved she wasn't imagining everything.




  
And
  deep inside, she knew one thing for certain.




  
The
  hooded figure wanted to be found.




  
The
  question was why.
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Evelyn
  barely escaped the burning mansion.




  
Flames
  chased her through collapsing hallways.




  
Smoke
  filled her lungs.




  
Heat
  burned against her skin.




  
By
  the time she stumbled outside, the House of Ashes was already
  becoming exactly what its name promised.




  
A
  house of ashes.




  
She
  fell to her knees in the rain.




  
The
  storm continued raging above Blackwood.




  
Lightning
  illuminated the forest.




  
Thunder
  rolled endlessly across the sky.




  
For
  several moments she simply sat there, trying to breathe.




  
Trying
  to process what had happened.




  
Margaret
  was gone.




  
The
  last surviving member of the excavation team had disappeared into
  the
  fire.




  
And
  the caller's latest warning echoed inside her mind.




  
At
  12:21 AM, Blackwood will begin to disappear.




  
The
  prediction felt impossible.




  
Even
  more impossible than the others.




  
A
  town couldn't simply disappear.




  
Could
  it?




  
Evelyn
  checked the time.




  
12:18
  AM.




  
Three
  minutes remained.




  
Her
  pulse accelerated.




  
She
  climbed into her car and drove toward town.




  
The
  roads were nearly empty.




  
Rain
  blurred the windshield.




  
The
  closer she came to Blackwood, the stranger everything
  felt.




  
Streetlights
  flickered.




  
Traffic
  signals malfunctioned.




  
Several
  sections of road appeared unusually deserted.




  
At
  first she assumed it was the storm.




  
Then
  she noticed something impossible.




  
A
  gas station near the highway.




  
Gone.




  
Completely
  gone.




  
Evelyn
  slammed the brakes.




  
The
  station had been there yesterday.




  
She
  passed it almost every day.




  
Now
  only an empty lot remained.




  
No
  rubble.




  
No
  construction.




  
Nothing.




  
As
  though the building had never existed.




  
A
  cold sensation spread through her body.




  
She
  stepped out of the car.




  
Rain
  soaked her instantly.




  
The
  empty space looked normal.




  
Too
  normal.




  
Grass
  covered the ground.




  
No
  foundation.




  
No
  debris.




  
No
  evidence that a structure had ever occupied the location.




  
Evelyn
  backed away slowly.




  
Her
  mind refused to accept what her eyes were seeing.




  
Then
  her phone vibrated.




  
A
  message.




  
Unknown
  sender.




  
The
  screen displayed only four words.




  
IT
  HAS STARTED.




  
Fear
  gripped her chest.




  
She
  immediately returned to her vehicle and drove toward the center
  of
  town.




  
Blackwood
  looked wrong.




  
Entire
  sections seemed unfamiliar.




  
Storefronts
  she remembered were missing.




  
Street
  signs had changed.




  
Landmarks
  appeared altered.




  
The
  changes were subtle.




  
But
  they were real.




  
Something
  was happening.




  
Something
  impossible.




  
When
  she finally reached downtown, she noticed crowds
  gathering.




  
People
  stood on sidewalks looking confused.




  
Concerned.




  
Afraid.




  
A
  woman argued with a police officer.




  
An
  elderly man repeatedly pointed toward an empty parking
  lot.




  
Children
  cried.




  
Everyone
  seemed to sense that something was wrong.




  
Nobody
  understood what.




  
Evelyn
  parked near the newspaper office.




  
The
  building still stood.




  
For
  now.




  
She
  rushed inside.




  
The
  newsroom buzzed with panic.




  
Reporters
  moved frantically between desks.




  
Televisions
  displayed emergency broadcasts.




  
Marcus
  spotted her immediately.




  
His
  face looked pale.




  
"You've
  seen it?"




  
"What
  exactly is happening?"




  
Marcus
  stared at her.




  
"The
  archives."




  
"What
  about them?"




  
"They
  vanished."




  
Evelyn
  frowned.




  
"What?"




  
"The
  entire historical archive."




  
Marcus
  led her toward a storage room.




  
Shelves
  lined the walls.




  
Or
  at least they should have.




  
Now
  they were empty.




  
Completely
  empty.




  
Thousands
  of records had disappeared.




  
Photographs.




  
Documents.




  
Maps.




  
Everything.




  
Gone.




  
As
  if they had never existed.




  
The
  sight sent a chill through Evelyn.




  
The
  disappearances weren't limited to buildings.




  
History
  itself was changing.




  
Memories
  were changing.




  
Reality
  was changing.




  
One
  reporter approached carrying several photographs.




  
"You
  need to see this."




  
Evelyn
  examined them.




  
Each
  image showed the excavation team.




  
But
  something had changed.




  
The
  faces were fading.




  
Literally
  fading.




  
Richard
  Lawson appeared blurry.




  
Thomas
  Grayson looked distorted.




  
Daniel
  Cross was almost invisible.




  
The
  photographs seemed to be erasing themselves.




  
Evelyn's
  hands trembled.




  
The
  victims weren't merely dead.




  
They
  were being removed.




  
Collected.




  
Margaret's
  words returned instantly.




  
They're
  being collected.




  
For
  the first time, Evelyn understood what the old woman had
  meant.




  
Someone
  wasn't killing people.




  
Someone
  was erasing them.




  
Removing
  them from existence itself.




  
A
  horrifying possibility formed inside her mind.




  
If
  enough people vanished...




  
Would
  Blackwood vanish too?




  
The
  thought made her sick.




  
Suddenly
  another voice interrupted her thoughts.




  
"Evelyn
  Hart?"




  
She
  turned.




  
An
  elderly woman stood near the doorway.




  
Small.




  
Thin.




  
Perhaps
  eighty years old.




  
Yet
  her eyes seemed unusually alert.




  
Almost
  frightened.




  
"Yes?"




  
The
  woman hesitated.




  
Then
  handed her a yellowed photograph.




  
"I
  think this belongs to you."




  
Evelyn
  examined the image.




  
Her
  breath caught.




  
It
  showed the excavation team.




  
The
  same group photograph she had seen before.




  
But
  this version was different.




  
The
  seventh figure was clear.




  
Perfectly
  visible.




  
Not
  blurred.




  
Not
  distorted.




  
For
  the first time she could see his face.




  
And
  what she saw terrified her.




  
The
  man looked exactly like the hooded figure.




  
Exactly.




  
Same
  features.




  
Same
  eyes.




  
Same
  expression.




  
But
  that wasn't the worst part.




  
The
  photograph was dated.



  
	

        







  
Nearly
  a century ago.




  
The
  figure hadn't aged a single day.




  
Evelyn
  slowly looked up.




  
"Where
  did you get this?"




  
The
  old woman swallowed nervously.




  
"My
  father took it."




  
"What?"




  
"He
  was one of the photographers assigned to document the
  excavation."




  
Evelyn's
  pulse quickened.




  
"The
  excavation happened eight years ago."




  
The
  woman shook her head.




  
"No."




  
Silence
  filled the room.




  
Absolute
  silence.




  
Then
  the woman spoke words that shattered everything Evelyn
  believed.




  
"The
  first excavation happened in 1931."




  
Evelyn
  stared at her.




  
Unable
  to breathe.




  
Unable
  to think.




  
"What
  do you mean?"




  
The
  elderly woman's eyes filled with sadness.




  
"Every
  few decades, someone finds the chamber."




  
Thunder
  echoed outside.




  
The
  room felt suddenly colder.




  
"My
  father found it."




  
She
  pointed toward the photograph.




  
"So
  did his father."




  
Another
  pause.




  
"And
  his father before him."




  
Evelyn
  felt the world tilting beneath her feet.




  
"The
  chamber keeps being rediscovered."




  
The
  woman nodded.




  
"And
  every time, people disappear."




  
The
  implications were staggering.




  
The
  House of Ashes wasn't a recent mystery.




  
It
  had existed for generations.




  
Perhaps
  centuries.




  
And
  the hooded figure had been present every time.




  
Watching.




  
Waiting.




  
Never
  aging.




  
Never
  changing.




  
The
  forgotten witness.




  
A
  witness to every disappearance.




  
A
  witness to every cycle.




  
Evelyn
  stared at the photograph.




  
The
  figure's eyes seemed almost alive.




  
Almost
  aware.




  
Then
  she noticed something else.




  
A
  symbol carved into the back of the image.




  
The
  same symbol engraved on the pocket watch.




  
Beneath
  it, a sentence had been written by hand.




  
The
  Collector remembers everyone.




  
A
  sudden wave of dread swept through her.




  
Because
  she finally understood one terrible truth.




  
The
  hooded figure wasn't following the disappearances.




  
He
  was causing them.




  
And
  somewhere in Blackwood, The Collector was preparing to claim
  another
  victim.





 










 










 










 










 








                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    






