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Introduction: The Attic That Hummed

Max and Ellie had lived in the old Willowbrook house for as long as they could remember. From the outside, it looked like any other house in the neighborhood: tall grey stone walls, ivy crawling toward the roof, and windows that reflected sunlight in a way that made them sparkle in the morning. But the house was anything but ordinary. Inside, every corner held secrets. The hallways echoed with whispers from the past, the creaky floors groaned underfoot, and each room had its own peculiar smell—a mix of old wood, lavender, and dust.

The children had explored nearly every inch of Willowbrook: the long cellar with jars of forgotten preserves, the library lined with books so old that their pages crumbled at the touch, and the garden where flowers bloomed in impossible colors that seemed to glow at night. Yet, despite all this exploration, there remained one place they had never dared to enter: the attic.

The attic was a space their parents barely acknowledged. “Just a storage room for old things,” their mother would say, brushing past the attic door with a vague warning in her eyes. Their father only muttered about “clutter and cobwebs” when the subject came up. The children, of course, had peeked at the narrow staircase many times, imagining what treasures might hide in the shadows above. A forgotten chest? A trunk full of maps? Or maybe, they thought secretly, a room that held a little bit of magic.

It was on one particularly gloomy afternoon, when rain pelted the windows and wind shook the trees outside, that Max and Ellie decided it was time. They had spent the morning indoors, listening to the storm drum against the roof, and the house felt restless, as if it were waiting for something to happen. With hearts pounding and imaginations wild, they tiptoed up the narrow, creaking staircase that led to the attic. The air grew cooler as they climbed, carrying the smell of old wood and the faint metallic tang of something they could not yet see.

The attic was larger than they had imagined. Dust floated in the beams of gray light that filtered through tiny windows, creating dancing specks that hovered in the air like tiny stars. Boxes, trunks, and furniture covered in sheets filled the space. Cobwebs stretched across corners, and the shadows seemed to move in subtle ways, teasing at shapes that might or might not exist.

At the far end of the attic, something stirred. A soft, rhythmic humming echoed faintly, almost like a heartbeat. Max froze, listening. “Do you hear that?” he whispered. Ellie nodded, wide-eyed. The sound was steady and gentle, yet it filled the room with a strange energy that made the hairs on their arms stand up.

Curious, Ellie tiptoed closer to the source, brushing aside an old sheet. Beneath it lay something small, gleaming, and impossibly intricate. Max’s eyes widened. There, sitting like a guardian of secrets, was a cat—but not an ordinary one. Its body was made of polished brass, with delicate gears and tiny cogs visible under its surface. Its tail curled like a spring, and its whiskers were thin metal filaments that twitched as if sensing their presence. Its eyes, glowing emerald, seemed alive, sparkling in the dim light and fixed on the children with an intelligence that was almost human.

The humming grew louder, vibrating through the floorboards and into their feet. Then, in a voice soft as wind brushing over clockwork, the cat spoke. “I’ve been waiting for you.”

Max and Ellie froze, staring at the mechanical creature. Cats didn’t talk. Especially not mechanical ones. Yet, here it was, speaking their names with a certainty that made their hearts leap. The voice was warm, curious, and slightly urgent, as though the cat had a very important mission that could not wait any longer.

The children exchanged glances, eyes wide with wonder and fear. The attic suddenly felt alive. Shadows flickered like they had a life of their own, dust motes twirled in intricate patterns, and the air seemed charged with magic. The ordinary world outside—the storm, the gray house, even their parents—felt distant, as if they were standing on the edge of something extraordinary.

Little did Max and Ellie know, this moment was the beginning of an adventure far beyond the confines of Willowbrook. They were about to step into a hidden world where secrets waited patiently for those brave enough to uncover them—a world of magic, mystery, and ancient wonders. And at the center of it all was the clockwork cat, whose secrets, if unlocked, would change their lives forever.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
MAXadELLIE

- Journey to theHidden City






