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Chapter 1

Chapter One – A Summer Morning in Harmony Creek

––––––––
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THE MORNING SUNLIGHT slipped gently through lace curtains, tracing delicate patterns across Mabel Rose’s tidy kitchen. The air carried the faint scent of lavender polish from yesterday’s cleaning and the sharper aroma of fresh-brewed coffee cooling on the oak table. Beside it sat a small wicker basket overflowing with soft yarns—pastels and deep jewel tones wound neatly, waiting for her needles.

Mabel cradled her favorite mug, the one with fading blue violets painted across its sides, and carried it to the porch. Settling into her rocking chair, she let the rhythmic creak of wood accompany the quiet click of her needles. Knitting was always more than craft; it was meditation, a way to unravel the knots of her own thoughts before facing the world’s.

The town below stirred slowly awake. Harmony Creek’s main street was a picture of small-town America—flower boxes spilling with petunias, the distant sound of a shop doorbell chiming, the bakery already filling the air with sugared sweetness. All of it so ordinary, so predictable. Mabel loved it that way.

But peace, she knew, never lasted long.

Her neighbor, Edna Haskins, bustled down the walk, her apron still dusted with flour. She spotted Mabel and waved frantically, her face tight with worry. “Mabel, have you heard?”

Mabel set her knitting in her lap, brows lifting. “Heard what, Edna? You look fit to boil over.”

Edna leaned against the porch rail, catching her breath. “It’s Lily Carter—gone missing! Didn’t come home last night. Her parents are beside themselves. Sheriff’s got the deputy out looking.”

Mabel’s needles stilled. Lily Carter—a sweet, spirited young woman barely out of her teens, known for helping at the library on weekends and playing piano at the church. Not the sort to vanish without word.

“That’s troubling,” Mabel murmured, setting her mug aside. She gazed down the quiet street, its calm surface suddenly feeling like glass over dark waters. “How long has she been gone?”

“Since yesterday evening. She was supposed to meet her friend after choir practice, but she never showed. Folks say she might’ve run off, but...” Edna shook her head, voice lowering. “I don’t believe that for a second.”

Mabel rocked slowly, knitting forgotten. A missing girl was no idle gossip. In Harmony Creek, it was a thread pulled loose from the whole community’s fabric. And once one loop unraveled, the rest often followed.

“I’ll stop by the Carters’,” Mabel said softly, almost to herself. “Sometimes families don’t tell everything to the deputy. But they might talk to me.”

Her gaze lingered on the still street. The hum of bees in her garden, the flutter of a curtain in a neighbor’s window—ordinary sounds and sights, but now overlaid with a ripple of unease.

Harmony Creek looked peaceful that morning, but Mabel knew better. Somewhere, just beneath the surface, a loop of lies had already begun to tighten.



Chapter 2

The Carter Family’s Silence

––––––––
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THE CARTER HOME SAT on the edge of Harmony Creek, its white clapboard siding dulled by years of sun and rain. Flowerbeds lined the porch, but weeds pressed up through the soil as though neglected. Mabel Rose paused at the gate, taking in the scene with her practiced eye. It was not just the garden that looked untended, but the very air around the house—heavy, anxious, disturbed.

She knocked gently, then waited. After a long pause, the door creaked open. Martha Carter, Lily’s mother, stood pale and rumpled, her apron stained from tears she had tried to blot away.

“Oh, Mabel...” Martha’s voice broke as she ushered her inside. “I don’t know what to do. I don’t know where she could be.”

Mabel set a steadying hand on Martha’s arm. “Let’s sit for a bit. Sometimes words come easier when the body is still.”

They moved into the sitting room, where the blinds were drawn against the bright morning. The air smelled faintly of yesterday’s stew, but underneath was the sour tang of sleeplessness and fear. On the sofa sat Thomas Carter, Lily’s father, his shoulders hunched forward, hands gripping the arms of the chair as if holding himself together.

“Have the deputy been by?” Mabel asked.

“He came last night,” Thomas said gruffly. “Asked his questions. Wrote things down. Said they’d look into it. What else can they do? Our girl is gone.” His voice cracked, though his jaw clenched against tears.

Mabel’s gaze lingered on him. Grief, yes—but something else flickered beneath, like a thread tucked where it shouldn’t be.

“When was the last time you saw Lily?” Mabel asked gently.

Martha looked to Thomas, then back at Mabel. “She left after supper. Said she was meeting her friend, Anna, at the café. She promised she wouldn’t be late.” Martha’s voice grew faint. “But she never came home.”

“And you didn’t hear from her at all?”

Thomas shifted in his chair. “No. Not a word.”

Mabel nodded, though her needles clicked silently in her mind. The Carters’ words did not quite line up with the gossip Edna had repeated earlier. People said Lily was meant to be at choir practice, not the café. Which was it?

She let the silence stretch, waiting for them to fill it. Finally, Martha added, “Maybe... maybe she decided to run. You know how young people are. They get ideas in their heads.”

Thomas’s jaw tightened further, his hands gripping harder at the chair. “She wouldn’t run,” he snapped. “She knows her place. She knows her duty.”

The room went quiet after that. The kind of quiet that spoke louder than words.

Mabel smoothed her skirt and rose. “I’ll keep my ears open. Sometimes the smallest things are what lead us back.” She offered Martha a kind smile, then met Thomas’s hard gaze with her steady one. “The truth always finds its way out, one stitch at a time.”

Outside, as she walked back down the path, Mabel breathed in the warm air. The Carter house behind her seemed to sag under the weight of what had not been said. There were lies tucked among their words—she could feel it as surely as a knotted loop in yarn. And if there was one thing she knew, it was that knotted loops always revealed themselves sooner or later.



Chapter 3

Whispers at the Market

––––––––
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THE SATURDAY MARKET always carried the heartbeat of Harmony Creek. Rows of stalls lined the square, their awnings bright with color—red for tomatoes, green for cucumbers, yellow for corn fresh from the fields. The scent of fried dough mixed with the sweetness of strawberries, while children darted between tables with sticky hands and impatient parents trailing behind.

Mabel Rose strolled slowly, her market basket hanging from the crook of her arm, her eyes not just on the produce but on the faces. The market was more than food—it was where the town’s gossip was sorted and spread, like skeins of yarn passed hand to hand.

Today, the whispers had a single subject: Lily Carter.

She paused at a stall where Clara Jenkins sold honey jars. Clara leaned across the table, lowering her voice though her eyes darted eagerly. “They say Lily was last seen at choir practice. Sang two songs, then left early. Didn’t say why.”

“That’s not what her mama told me,” Mabel replied softly, selecting a jar of amber honey.
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