
 
 

The Pocket Watch 
By Lizaria 

 
 
The crisp, cool air of early fall whispered through this small Massachusetts cemetery, carrying 
with it the faint scent of decaying leaves and the promise of a new season. Detective Lizaria, 
her light wheat-colored hair fluttering gently under her dark detective's hat, knelt beside the 
modest grave of Hannah Smith Johnson.  
 
Her eyes, the color of a clear blue sky, searched the surrounding headstones, each telling a 
story of lives lived and lost. Her white fluffy companion, FiFi, a female Turkish Angora cat 
with piercing green eyes, sat next to her, tail swishing with curiosity as the detective took 
notes in a small leather-bound book. The grave was adorned with a single gold antique pocket 
watch, gleaming in the soft sunlight that peeked through the skeletal branches of the nearby 
trees.  
 
The watch, a silent sentinel of time, had captured Lizaria's attention. It was an oddity, a stark 
contrast to the simplicity of the grave. As she reached out to touch the cool metal, FiFi's eyes 
grew wide, and she let out a low, warning growl. The detective's hand hovered over the watch, 
sensing something peculiar about it. Without warning, the world around them shimmered, 
and the quiet cemetery vanished, replaced by the bustling streets of an era long past. 

 
The sudden jolt of time travel left Lizaria and FiFi disoriented, standing in the early 1800s. 
The cobblestone streets were lined with horses and carriages, and people dressed in clothing 
of a bygone age hurried about their business. The detective blinked, taking in the scene 
before her with a mix of amazement and trepidation. FiFi, ever the brave one, took the lead, 
her tail high in the air as she strutted through the unfamiliar environment, her green eyes 
gleaming with excitement. 
 
As they wonder the streets, the sound of a horse's hooves grew louder, and Lizaria's gaze 
shifted to the figure on horseback. It was Hannah herself, looking as vibrant and alive as the 
day she had been killed. She looked stunning in her early 1800s gown, the fabric a deep 
shade of emerald that brought out the warmth in her amber hair. Her hazel eyes sparkled 
with excitement and determination as she rode Penny, her chestnut colored horse, through 
the countryside. Their eyes met, and Hannah's horse reared in surprise, Hannah’s eyes 
widening as she took in the sight of the peculiarly dressed woman and her white fluffy cat.  



Lizaria who recognized her face as the same woman connected to this cold case, called out 
to her, and the shocked Hannah dismounted with haste. "How do you know of me?" she 
asked, her voice filled with confusion and a hint of fear. Lizaria explained their mission, the 
cold case, and the strange turn of events that had brought them to this moment. Hannah's 
eyes searched hers, looking for the truth, and when she found it, she offered them refuge in 
her home. 
 
The homestead of Hannah Johnson was a picturesque two-story structure, nestled between 
lush fields and a small forest just a few blocks from the busy streets of Massachusetts. The 
interior of the house was warm and inviting, a stark contrast to the chill outside. The smell 
of fresh baked bread and the crackling of a fireplace filled the air as they entered. Tuck, the 
border collie, and Midnight, the silky black cat, greeted them with wagging tails and curious 
mews. Hannah introduced her animals and quickly offered them food and drink, her 
manners as polished as the silverware she placed on the table. 
 
As they sat down for dinner, Lizaria couldn't help but feel the tension in the air. The quiet 
clinking of silverware against china was punctuated by the occasional snuffle from FiFi, who 
was busy devouring her meal. The detective studied Charles, Hannah’s handsome husband 
closely, his roughened hands and tired eyes speaking volumes about his hard day's work. But 
she couldn't shake the feeling that there was more to this man than met the eye. 
 
The evening passed with small talk and laughter, but Lizaria's mind was racing. They had 
arrived just in time to prevent Hannah's untimely demise. But how could they change the 
course of history without disrupting the delicate fabric of time? And what of their lives back 
in the future? The gold pocket watch, now tucked safely in her pocket, was a constant 
reminder of the urgency of their mission. 
 
As darkness fell and the fire in the hearth cast flickering shadows on the walls, Lizaria excused 
herself to the guest room. FiFi curled up at the foot of the bed, her emerald eyes reflecting 
the dancing flames. The detective lay awake, the words of Hannah's death certificate echoing 
in her mind. A crushed windpipe, a cover-up, a murder most foul. They had four days to 
solve a mystery that had been buried for centuries and save a life that had already been lost. 
The gravity of their task weighed heavy on her shoulders, but she was not one to back down 
from a challenge. 
 
The next morning, the sun rose with a fiery determination that matched Lizaria's own. As 
she and FiFi began their investigation, the quaint homestead was bathed in the soft glow of 
a new day. They had come so far, across time itself, to right a wrong, and they would not rest 
until justice was served. The wind whispered secrets through the leaves, and Lizaria knew 
that somewhere out there, the answers they sought were waiting to be uncovered. 



 
The detective started her inquiry by examining the local gossip. She knew that in small towns 
like this, whispers could carry truths louder than any shout. With FiFi in tow, she visited the 
Massachusetts Lowell Mill, where Hannah worked, and spoke to her colleagues. The women 
spoke in hushed tones, sharing tales of jealousy and spite that painted a picture of a man 
with a motive. Yet, none of them could imagine Charles capable of such a heinous act. 
 
Back at the homestead, Lizaria observed the dynamics between Hannah and Charles. His 
eyes lingered on her, a mix of love and frustration. Hannah, oblivious to the impending 
danger, went about her day with a quiet strength that inspired Lizaria. She was a woman of 
few words, but her actions spoke volumes of her dedication to her husband and their life 
together. 
 
As the days passed, Lizaria and FiFi grew closer to the truth. They followed Charles on his 
supposed trips to the fields, only to find him frequenting a brothel in town. His secret life 
unraveled before their eyes, and the detective's suspicion grew into a cold certainty. It was 
clear that he was unhappy, that his love for Hannah had been overshadowed by his desires, 
and that he had grown resentful of her inability to bear children. 
 
On the eve of November 9th, Lizaria knew it was time to confront Charles. She waited until 
Hannah had retired for the night, her gentle snores carrying through the walls of the 
homestead. In the dimly lit study, she found him poring over a ledger, the candlelight casting 
eerie shadows across his face. She revealed what she knew, her voice firm and unwavering. 
His eyes grew cold, and for a moment, she saw the monster lurking beneath the facade of a 
loving husband. 
 
The confession was not easy to extract, but as the clock ticked closer to the fateful hour, 
Lizaria's insistence broke through his lies. He admitted to the thought of killing her, the 
desperation in his voice chilling her to the core. He had hoped the smallpox epidemic would 
claim Hannah, leaving him free to marry again, to start anew with a woman who could give 
him what he truly desired. 
 
The detective felt the weight of the world upon her. She had come so far to save Hannah, 
but now she had to decide whether to change the course of history or let fate take its course. 
The pocket watch in her pocket grew warm, a silent reminder of the power it held. With a 
heavy heart, she made her choice and revealed the truth to Hannah, giving her the chance 
to flee. 
 
In the early hours of November 10th, the two women, with FiFi by their side, made their 
escape. The homestead grew smaller and smaller in the distance, and the sounds of the night 



grew quieter as they rode away. Lizaria's thoughts were a whirlwind of doubt and hope, 
unsure if they had made the right decision. But as the first light of dawn kissed the horizon, 
a new chapter in Hannah's life was beginning. One filled with the promise of freedom and 
the chance to live a life free from the shadow of her husband's betrayal. 
 
The journey back to the cemetery was bittersweet, the air thick with the scent of change. As 
they approached the spot where their adventure had begun, the gold watch grew hot in 
Lizaria's hand. They had to return to their own time, but not without leaving a piece of 
themselves behind. They buried the pocket watch with Hannah's things, a silent goodbye 
and a promise that she would never truly be forgotten. 
 
With one final glance back at the life they had left behind, Lizaria and FiFi stepped through 
the veil of time, leaving the past to its whispers and secrets. They returned to their present, 
forever changed by the echoes of a world long past, but ready to face whatever new mysteries 
awaited them. 
 
The cemetery was exactly as they had left it, the crisp fall morning untouched by the passage 
of time. They made their way to the spot where Hannah's grave should be, now a century 
and a half older. The headstones had aged, their inscriptions faded by the relentless march 
of the seasons. Yet, amidst the rows of silent sentinels, one was missing. Lizaria felt a flutter 
of hope. 
 
Their search led them to a newer section of the cemetery, where the headstones gleamed in 
the early light. There, they found it—a grave that bore the name Hannah Smith Wood, the 
wife of John Wood. A bouquet of fresh flowers laid upon it, a testament to a life well-lived. 
The dates etched into the stone spoke of a woman who had seen ninety years of joy and 
sorrow, a stark contrast to the tragically short life she was meant to have. 
 
The plot beside her held two smaller stones, with the names Mary Wood Brown and Emma 
Wood Jones inscribed with the same gentle care and noted that these two were the adopted 
twin daughters of Hannah and John Wood. The sight of the twin graves brought a tear to 
Lizaria's eye. They had done it. They had not only solved the cold case but had given Hannah 
the gift of a new life filled with love and happiness. The twins they had adopted grew into 
fine adults, their lives a testament to the resilience and strength of their mother's spirit. 
 
The detective took a moment to reflect, her hand resting lightly on the cool marble. The 
cemetery, once a place of cold facts and unsolved mysteries, now held a story of redemption 
and hope. The wind whispered through the trees, carrying with it the laughter of a life 
rewritten and the warmth of a love that had endured. 



With FiFi purring contentedly beside her, Lizaria felt a sense of closure. The watch had been 
a bridge across the ages, connecting her to a woman she had never met but had come to care 
for deeply. They had not only uncovered the truth but had changed the course of history. 
The burden of the future was once again theirs to bear, but with the lessons of the past 
weighing heavily on their hearts, they stepped forward with a newfound resolve. 
 
As they approached the edge of the cemetery, the air grew colder, hinting at the winter to 
come. Lizaria took a final look back at the gravestones, now standing proud in the morning 
light. The story of Hannah Johnson was no more, replaced by the life of Hannah Wood, a 
woman who had found love and family in the most unexpected of places. It was a reminder 
that even in the darkest of moments, there was always a glimmer of hope waiting to be 
discovered. 
 
With FiFi curled around her neck, purring gently, Lizaria felt the warmth of the cat's fur 
against her skin. They had been through so much together, from the bustling streets of the 
early 1800s to the quiet solitude of the cemetery. The bond between them had only grown 
stronger with each challenge they faced. It was a partnership that transcended time, a 
friendship that had been tested and proven unshakeable.  
 
The ringing of her cell phone shattered the quietude. The screen read: New Cold Case – 
Old Pioneer Cemetery, Maine, USA. First Snowfall. Lizaria's heart skipped a beat. A new 
mystery called to her, whispering of secrets buried beneath the frozen earth. She took a deep 
breath, the cold air filling her lungs as she steeled herself for the task ahead. 
 
They had less than a month to prepare. The thought of the impending snowfall sent a shiver 
down her spine, but Lizaria knew they couldn't let the chill of the season deter them. She 
and FiFi had faced worse, and they would conquer this case too. The detective's mind raced, 
planning their approach, the questions they needed to ask, and the evidence they needed to 
find. They had to be meticulous, as the harsh winter conditions would make their job even 
more challenging. 
 
Maine in December was a stark contrast to the warmth of their current environment. They 
would need to pack wisely—thermals, winter coats, and sturdy boots that could handle the 
icy terrain of the cemetery. FiFi, the furry detective, would require a warm sweater to keep 
her from shivering, and perhaps a pair of miniature boots to protect her delicate paws. Lizaria 
chuckled at the thought, picturing the elegant cat in winter gear. 
 
The preparation was meticulous. Research into the historical context of Old Pioneer 
Cemetery revealed a treasure trove of potential leads. The area was known for its harsh 
winters and the resilient souls who had settled there, seeking a better life. Lizaria studied the 



archives, looking for patterns of unsolved crimes or restless spirits that might have lingered 
in the area. FiFi, ever the curious one, took an interest in the local folklore, her green eyes 
gleaming with excitement at the tales of ghosts and mysterious occurrences. 
 
As November rolled into December, the air grew colder, and the first flurries of snow began 
to fall. The duo gathered their winter gear, packing essentials that would allow them to blend 
in with the locals. The plan was to arrive early and spend time acclimatizing to the area, 
getting to know the townsfolk and the cemetery's layout before diving into the heart of the 
investigation. 
 


