
SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

SA
MPL

E 
CO

PY

From the MixCache.com library

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

SA
MPL

E 
CO

PY

The Coded Heirloom
MixCache.com

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

SA
MPL

E 
CO

PY

Table of Contents
Introduction
Chapter 1 The Bequest
Chapter 2 A Hollow Tick
Chapter 3 Ben’s Expertise
Chapter 4 Engraved Shadows
Chapter 5 Whispers of Fortune
Chapter 6 Dusty Pages
Chapter 7 Letters Unfolded
Chapter 8 The Wartime Photograph
Chapter 9 Secrets in Stonebridge
Chapter 10 Echoes of Enigma
Chapter 11 Broken Trusts
Chapter 12 Accidents and Alibis
Chapter 13 Silent Threats
Chapter 14 Confronting the Past
Chapter 15 Obscured Truth
Chapter 16 The Historian’s Key
Chapter 17 Artefacts and Answers
Chapter 18 Codebreakers
Chapter 19 Shadows of Betrayal
Chapter 20 The Journey North
Chapter 21 Hidden in Plain Sight
Chapter 22 The Antagonist Revealed
Chapter 23 Deciding the Past
Chapter 24 The Lost Inheritance
Chapter 25 Heirlooms of the Heart

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

SA
MPL

E 
CO

PY

Introduction
Alice Drummond had never aspired to be the keeper of family secrets. As an architect,
she built her life on the sturdy truths of physics and blueprints, on the tangible
satisfaction of transforming raw materials into something lasting and real. Yet, those
foundations felt suddenly unsteady as she sat in the cramped living room of her
childhood home—walls now cluttered with faded memories and the scent of rosewater
and cypress lingering after the recent funeral of her mother, Evelyn. Grief was a visitor
she tried to politely avoid, burying herself in work and silent commutes, yet it hovered
at the edges, insistent and unforgiving.

In the days after Evelyn’s passing, Alice found herself lost in the rituals of sorting and
sifting—her mother’s will, keepsakes boxed and neglected, strands of brittle,
handwritten letters. When the old pocket watch surfaced among the possessions,
Alice’s reaction was unexpectedly sharp, more irritation than nostalgia. The watch,
ornate and peculiar, had always been a point of contention; Evelyn cherished it, while
Alice dismissed it as an heirloom weighed down by family myths she’d never believed.
The strained silence between mother and daughter grew thicker each year, fueled by
Alice’s skepticism and her mother’s elusive references to “secrets worth
remembering.”

Little did Alice know, the pocket watch was more than a keepsake. An accidental press
of a tiny, ornate lever revealed a hidden compartment—a place where time itself
seemed to fold. Inside, she found a series of cryptic engravings and a black-and-white
photograph of people she could barely recognize, faces set in an era far removed from
her own. Sleep eluded her that night, as unfamiliar questions crept in: What was her
mother trying to preserve? What stories had slipped away with her passing?

The house—nestled on the outskirts of Stonebridge, a town marked by its perennial
festivals and tightly held gossip—seemed suddenly alive with the past. Stonebridge
was a place where everyone knew everyone’s grandparents, or claimed to, and where
old wounds lingered like well-worn footpaths snaking between flowerbeds and
engraved park benches. Alice had grown up amid the lore but never cared to listen,
always eager to leave for bigger cities and a future unmarred by local drama.

Yet, as the mysteries embedded in the watch unraveled, Alice felt her skepticism
waver. The clues pointed to a forgotten crime, one rooted in the chaos of World War
II—far beyond her own time—and trailed uncomfortably close to the foundations of her
family. She glimpsed the possibility that her story was not separate from the old tales
she dismissed, but interwoven, threaded with consequences that echoed through the
generations.
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As time pressed forward and secrets—both personal and historic—emerged from
shadow, Alice would be forced to decide: could she reconcile the weight of the past
with her pursuit of the truth? In the journey ahead, she would discover not only the
origins of the pocket watch but the resilience bound up in the Drummond name, and
the possibility that even the most deeply hidden wounds could, under the right light,
become sources of strength.
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CHAPTER ONE: The Bequest
The drone of the lawnmower next door was a familiar, unwelcome soundtrack to
Alice’s grief. It was three weeks since the funeral, and the house still felt saturated
with Evelyn, not her presence, but her absence – a cavernous quiet where her bustling
energy used to be. Alice, usually meticulous in her architectural designs, found her
own home falling into disarray. Empty coffee cups littered her drafting table, and
takeout containers competed for space with her blueprints. Today, however, she had a
more immediate, if equally unappealing, task: sorting through the remnants of
Evelyn’s life, as dictated by the will.

The lawyer, Mr. Henderson, a man whose suit seemed permanently rumpled and
whose spectacles perpetually slid down his nose, had been surprisingly brief. Most of
Evelyn’s estate, a modest sum, was divided between Alice and her cousin, Ben. Then,
he’d produced a small, velvet-lined box. “And this, Miss Drummond,” he’d said,
pushing it across the polished mahogany of his desk, “your mother specifically
requested you receive.”

Alice had taken the box with a polite nod, her mind already on the structural integrity
of a new school wing she was designing. She hadn’t even opened it until today,
tossing it onto the already crowded surface of her mother’s antique vanity table. Now,
with a sigh that felt heavier than the box itself, she picked it up. Inside, nestled on
faded navy velvet, was the pocket watch.

It was exactly as she remembered it: heavy, ornate, with a peculiar, almost whimsical,
design etched into its silver casing. Tiny, swirling vines intertwined with what looked
like miniature constellations, each star a pinprick of something semi-precious, glinting
faintly. The watch had always been a source of quiet friction between them. Evelyn
would often hold it, tracing its patterns with a faraway look in her eyes, muttering
about “family history” and “things lost and found.” Alice, ever the pragmatist, saw
only an outdated trinket, a relic from a time when people had more leisure than sense.

“Sentimental rubbish,” she muttered to the empty room, her voice echoing slightly in
the quiet. She picked it up, feeling its unexpected weight in her palm. The ticking was
barely audible, a faint, insistent whisper against the silence. It wasn’t an antique that
would fetch a fortune; its value lay purely in the stories Evelyn had spun around
it—stories Alice had consistently ignored. Her mother, she reflected, had always been
more enamored with narratives than with reality. Alice, conversely, built reality, brick
by painstaking brick.

She ran her thumb over the cool metal, a faint ridge catching her skin. It was almost
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imperceptible, a hairline seam along the side of the watch. Curiosity, a professional
habit more than a personal inclination, pricked at her. She pressed lightly, then a little
harder. There was a faint click, so soft she almost missed it, followed by a barely
audible pop. A sliver of the watch’s side, previously indistinguishable from the main
casing, sprang open.

Alice stared. Her breath hitched. Inside the tiny compartment, nestled against a bed of
even older, more faded velvet, were two things. One was a folded piece of yellowed
paper, too brittle to touch without fear of it crumbling. The other was a photograph.
Black and white, faded, but remarkably clear. It showed four young people, two men
and two women, dressed in clothes from what looked like the 1940s. They stood in
front of a building Alice didn’t recognize, a grand, imposing structure with arched
windows. One of the women, laughing, had a striking resemblance to a younger
Evelyn. But not quite Evelyn. An earlier generation, perhaps.

The other woman in the photo had an arm linked through the first, her smile more
demure, her eyes holding a hint of mischief. One of the men, tall and lean, had a
familiar nose, a slight curve at the bridge that Alice had seen in countless family
photos of her grandfather, Arthur. The fourth person, a man with a stern, almost grim
expression, was a complete stranger.

Alice pulled the tiny photograph out with the utmost care, her fingers trembling
slightly. On the back, in faint, elegant script, were four names: ‘Evelyn,’ ‘Arthur,’
‘Margaret,’ and ‘Thomas.’ Evelyn and Arthur she knew were her grandparents. But
who were Margaret and Thomas? And why had her mother kept this hidden? Her
mother, who had always been so open about family, albeit selectively.

Then she noticed the engravings inside the hidden compartment itself. They weren't
just decorative. They were symbols, a strange sequence of geometric shapes,
interspersed with what looked like abbreviated words. A jagged triangle followed by a
crescent moon, then the letters ‘D.S.’, then a bird in flight. It was entirely
indecipherable to her, yet it had a deliberate, almost coded feel. This was no random
decoration.

The lawnmower finally sputtered to a halt, plunging the house back into its profound
silence. The only sound was the faint, steady tick of the pocket watch in Alice’s hand,
a rhythmic pulse that suddenly felt less like a relic of the past and more like a live
wire, humming with untold secrets. The sentimental trinket had just become a puzzle,
and Alice, the architect who prided herself on solving complex structural problems, felt
an unfamiliar thrill of anticipation mingle with her lingering grief. This was something
real, something tangible, and it promised to reshape her understanding of Evelyn, and
perhaps even of herself. What else had her mother kept hidden in plain sight?
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