
The Mantle’s Midnight Secret 

In a cozy little room where the wallpaper 
whispered tales of forgotten dreams, a polished 
wooden mantle stood proudly against the wall. Its 
smooth, medium-brown surface gleamed softly, 
adorned with a collection of treasures that seemed 
to belong to another time. Each night, when the 
house fell silent and moonlight slipped through the 
curtains, something extraordinary happened—the 
items on the mantle stirred to life.

At the stroke of midnight, the 1970s Bulova 
mechanical clock, grand and imposing with its 



walnut case and brass ornaments, let out a gentle 
chime. "Tempus Fugit," it declared in a deep, 
rhythmic voice, "time flies, my friends. Let’s make 
the most of our night!" Its silver dial, framed by a 
brass bezel etched with ornate designs, glowed 
faintly as its black Roman numerals marked the 
hour.

First to respond was the copper church, its steeple 
piercing the air like a tiny beacon. "Another night 
to explore!" it said, its warm, burnished finish 
catching the moonlight. The church’s intricate 
cutouts, resembling stained-glass windows, 
shimmered with golden hues, while its roof, 
textured with copper leaves, rustled as if touched 
by an autumn breeze. Wise and weathered, it had 
seen countless seasons pass in homes long gone.

Next, the girl doll blinked her blue glass eyes and 
stretched her delicate arms. Her floral dress, 
adorned with tiny pink and blue flowers, rustled as 
she hopped down from her spot. "What shall we do 
tonight?" she asked, her voice as soft as the dried 



flower bouquet she clutched. With her bonnet tied 
neatly under her chin and a gentle smile painted on 
her porcelain face, she radiated a quiet, timeless 
curiosity.

Last to awaken was the copper windmill, its blades 
spinning lazily as it yawned. "I dreamt of faraway 
lands again," it creaked, its gradient of bronze-to-
gold hues glinting in the dim light. Beside it stood 
its loyal companion, a tiny copper shack with a 
slanted roof and weathered walls. The shack rarely 
spoke, but its presence was steady and comforting, 
like a friend who listens more than they talk.

The clock, ever the leader, ticked with purpose. 
"Tonight, I’ve a special plan. I’ve been ticking 
faster each night, saving time for us. Now, I’ve 
enough to take us on a journey!" The doll’s eyes 
sparkled.

"A journey? Where to?"



"To the world inside the wallpaper," the clock 
replied, its hands pointing firmly to XII. "I’ve 
heard whispers from the wall—a land of endless 
meadows where time dances differently."

The church nodded sagely. "I’ve glimpsed it 
through my windows—a place where past and 
present twirl together."

The windmill’s blades whirred with excitement. "A 
real breeze! Let’s go!"

With a hum, the clock’s brass shimmered like 
molten gold. The mantle quivered, and the 
wallpaper’s pastel brushstrokes—soft blues, pinks, 
and purples—swirled into a portal. The doll, 
church, windmill, and shack were swept into the 
colors, tumbling into a twilight meadow where 
grass swayed like waves and stars painted the sky. 
In the distance, a mountain loomed, echoing the 
framed picture of giraffes from their room.



"Welcome to the Land of Lost Time," the clock 
announced, its voice now a distant bell. "Here, we 
can linger without the sun rushing us home."

The doll clapped in delight. "Look, a windmill like 
you!" She pointed to a grand copper windmill on a 
hill, its blades spinning gracefully in the endless 
breeze.

The mantle’s windmill puffed up. "A cousin, 
maybe! Let’s meet it!"

The grand windmill greeted them with a cheerful 
twirl. "Visitors from the mantle! I’ve heard of your 
cozy home."

The shack spoke softly, "It’s an honor. We’ve come 
to feel the wind and hear its stories."

"Listen well," the grand windmill said. "The 
breeze here carries tales of yesterday and 
tomorrow."



The group settled in. The doll imagined grand 
adventures, the church pondered time’s mysteries, 
and the windmill and shack soaked in the wind’s 
whispers. But as the night waned, the clock’s glow 
dimmed. "We must return," it said gently. "Linger 
too long, and we might forget our place."

The doll pouted. "Will we come back?"

"Perhaps," the clock replied, "when I’ve saved 
more time."

They stepped through the portal, landing back on 
the mantle as dawn’s first light crept in. The 
church glowed with new warmth, the doll hugged 
her bouquet, and the windmill’s blades slowed 
with a contented sigh. The shack settled silently, 
and the clock resumed its steady tick-tock.

"Until next time," it whispered. "Tempus Fugit, but 
our adventures endure."



And so, the mantle returned to its daytime stillness, 
each item cradling the memory of a whimsical 
midnight journey to a land where time paused, and 
the wind sang wonders. 


