



Taylor Morgan TM

The clockmaker s final gift









                    
                    
UUID: 31ddd7f4-7a71-4cb8-b421-41e0ad0bdd7b

This ebook was created with StreetLib Write

https://writeapp.io








    
    Table of contents


	
THE CLOCKMAKER'S FINAL GIFT



	
Taylor Morgan TM



	
Chapters



	
Chapter 1: The Silent Workshop






landmarks


	
Title page



	
Table of contents



	
Book start






        
            
                
                
                    
                    
                        THE CLOCKMAKER'S FINAL GIFT
                    

                    
                    
                

                
                
                    
                    
                    

 








 






                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                    
                        Taylor Morgan TM
                    

                    
                    
                

                
                
                    
                    
                    

 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                    
                        Chapters
                    

                    
                    
                

                
                
                    
                    
                    

 






 






 






 






 







  

    
Chapter
    1: The Silent Workshop
  




  

    
Chapter
    2: The Inheritance Nobody Wanted
  




  

    
Chapter
    3: Beneath the Clockmaker's Desk
  




  

    
Chapter
    4: The Machine Called Chronoweaver
  




  

    
Chapter
    5: A Door Into Yesterday
  




  

    
Chapter
    6: The First Alteration
  




  

    
Chapter
    7: Shadows of a Changed World
  




  

    
Chapter
    8: Messages from the Dead
  




  

    
Chapter
    9: The Missing Memories
  




  

    
Chapter
    10: The Fractured Timeline
  




  

    
Chapter
    11: Echoes Across Reality
  




  

    
Chapter
    12: The Cost of Perfection
  




  

    
Chapter
    13: The Last Blueprint
  




  

    
Chapter
    14: The Collapse of Time
  




  

    
Chapter
    15: The Final Gift
  



 






 






                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                    
                        Chapter 1: The Silent Workshop
                    

                    
                    
                

                
                
                    
                    
                    



 










 










 









  
The
  rain had been falling since dawn, covering the small town of
  Blackthorn in a gray veil that seemed to mute every sound.
  Streets
  that were usually busy with merchants and travelers now stood
  nearly
  empty, their cobblestones shining beneath the dim afternoon
  light.
  Ethan Hale walked slowly through the drizzle, his hands buried
  deep
  inside the pockets of his coat.




  
He
  had returned to Blackthorn after nearly ten years away.




  
The
  town looked smaller than he remembered.




  
Or
  perhaps he had simply grown older.




  
The
  letter that had brought him back rested inside his pocket. He had
  read it dozens of times during the train ride, yet its words
  still
  felt unreal.




  
Alden
  Voss is gone.




  
The
  famous clockmaker had died three weeks earlier.




  
For
  most people in Blackthorn, Alden Voss had been a mysterious old
  inventor who rarely left his workshop. For Ethan, however, the
  elderly craftsman had once been much more.




  
A
  mentor.




  
A
  friend.




  
Almost
  family.




  
As
  Ethan reached the end of Willow Street, he stopped in front of a
  narrow building squeezed between two brick warehouses. A faded
  wooden
  sign hung above the entrance.




  
Voss
  Clockworks.




  
The
  letters had nearly disappeared beneath years of wind and
  rain.




  
Ethan
  stared at the building for several moments.




  
Nothing
  had changed.




  
The
  crooked chimney still leaned slightly to one side.




  
The
  tall windows remained covered with dust.




  
Even
  the brass bell above the door looked exactly the same.




  
Yet
  something felt different.




  
The
  building seemed empty.




  
Lifeless.




  
As
  if a vital piece of its soul had vanished.




  
Taking
  a deep breath, Ethan pushed open the door.




  
The
  bell rang softly.




  
The
  familiar scent of machine oil, old wood, and metal greeted him
  instantly.




  
Memories
  flooded back.




  
Long
  afternoons spent watching Alden repair antique watches.




  
Endless
  conversations about history, invention, and possibility.




  
Lessons
  that had shaped Ethan's entire life.




  
The
  workshop was silent now.




  
Rows
  of clocks covered nearly every wall.




  
Large
  grandfather clocks stood in the corners.




  
Tiny
  pocket watches rested inside glass cases.




  
Strange
  mechanical devices occupied shelves and workbenches.




  
Hundreds
  of ticking mechanisms should have filled the room with
  sound.




  
Instead,
  there was only stillness.




  
Every
  clock had stopped.




  
Ethan
  slowly walked deeper into the workshop.




  
The
  silence felt unnatural.




  
Almost
  unsettling.




  
He
  paused beside an enormous grandfather clock near the back
  wall.




  
Its
  hands pointed to exactly twelve o'clock.




  
Frozen.




  
Like
  every other clock in the room.




  
A
  sudden voice interrupted his thoughts.




  
"You
  came."




  
Ethan
  turned.




  
A
  woman stood near the staircase leading to the second
  floor.




  
She
  appeared to be in her forties, with dark hair tied neatly behind
  her
  head.




  
Her
  expression was calm but tired.




  
"Mrs.
  Whitmore," Ethan said.




  
The
  woman nodded.




  
Clara
  Whitmore had served as Alden's assistant for more than twenty
  years.




  
She
  knew the workshop almost as well as the old clockmaker
  himself.




  
"He
  spoke about you often," she said.




  
Ethan
  managed a small smile.




  
"I
  wish I had visited more."




  
"So
  did he."




  
The
  words stung.




  
Clara
  seemed to notice.




  
"He
  understood," she added gently. "Life takes people in
  different directions."




  
For
  a moment neither spoke.




  
The
  silence returned.




  
Finally
  Ethan glanced around the workshop.




  
"Why
  are all the clocks stopped?"




  
A
  strange expression crossed Clara's face.




  
"Because
  he wanted them that way."




  
"What
  do you mean?"




  
"The
  day before he died, he stopped every clock himself."




  
Ethan
  frowned.




  
"Every
  single one?"




  
She
  nodded.




  
"He
  spent nearly twelve hours doing it."




  
"Did
  he say why?"




  
"No."




  
The
  answer only deepened the mystery.




  
Alden
  Voss never acted without reason.




  
Every
  action served a purpose.




  
Every
  decision carried meaning.




  
If
  he had stopped every clock in his workshop, there had to be an
  explanation.




  
Clara
  walked toward a large oak desk positioned near the rear of the
  building.




  
"Before
  he passed away, he left instructions."




  
She
  opened a drawer and removed a small brass key.




  
"He
  wanted you to have this."




  
Ethan
  stared at the key.




  
It
  appeared ordinary.




  
Yet
  something about it immediately captured his attention.




  
Tiny
  symbols had been engraved along its surface.




  
Symbols
  he had never seen before.




  
"What
  does it open?" he asked.




  
Clara
  smiled faintly.




  
"If
  I knew, he never told me."




  
She
  placed the key into his hand.




  
The
  metal felt unexpectedly warm.




  
Almost
  alive.




  
"There
  is something else," she continued.




  
"He
  left the workshop to you."




  
Ethan
  blinked.




  
"What?"




  
"The
  building. The tools. Everything inside."




  
"That
  can't be right."




  
"It
  is."




  
She
  handed him a folded document.




  
A
  quick glance confirmed it.




  
The
  workshop now belonged to him.




  
Alden
  Voss had left his life's work to Ethan Hale.




  
The
  realization left him speechless.




  
"Why?"
  he finally asked.




  
Clara
  looked toward the silent clocks.




  
"Because
  he believed you would understand."




  
The
  afternoon slowly faded into evening.




  
After
  Clara departed, Ethan remained alone inside the workshop.




  
Rain
  tapped softly against the windows.




  
Shadows
  stretched across the room.




  
He
  wandered between shelves and workbenches, examining objects he
  remembered from childhood.




  
Mechanical
  birds.




  
Intricate
  pocket watches.




  
Half-finished
  inventions whose purposes remained impossible to guess.




  
Everything
  felt frozen in time.




  
As
  though Alden might return at any moment and continue
  working.




  
Eventually
  Ethan found himself standing before the old clockmaker's
  desk.




  
The
  brass key rested inside his hand.




  
He
  turned it over carefully.




  
The
  symbols seemed familiar somehow.




  
Not
  familiar enough to recognize.




  
But
  enough to trigger distant memories.




  
Then
  he noticed something unusual.




  
A
  tiny keyhole hidden beneath the desk.




  
His
  heartbeat quickened.




  
The
  key fit perfectly.




  
With
  a soft click, a concealed compartment opened.




  
Inside
  rested a single envelope.




  
Ethan
  slowly removed it.




  
His
  name had been written across the front.




  
The
  handwriting belonged unmistakably to Alden Voss.




  
Hands
  trembling slightly, Ethan opened the envelope.




  
A
  short letter awaited him.




  
If
  you are reading this, my time has ended.




  
Do
  not mourn for me.




  
Instead,
  listen carefully.




  
Everything
  you seek is hidden beneath the workshop.




  
Trust
  no assumptions.




  
Trust
  only what you discover yourself.




  
The
  machine must remain hidden until you understand its
  purpose.




  
The
  future depends on it.




  
The
  final line made Ethan's blood run cold.




  
Time
  is far more fragile than people believe.




  
Alden
  Voss.




  
Ethan
  read the words twice.




  
Then
  a third time.




  
The
  machine.




  
What
  machine?




  
Before
  he could think further, a loud metallic sound echoed somewhere
  beneath the floorboards.




  
He
  froze.




  
The
  noise came again.




  
A
  distant clank.




  
Then
  silence.




  
The
  sound had originated from below the workshop.




  
Exactly
  where the letter had directed him.




  
Beneath
  the workshop.




  
A
  chill traveled down Ethan's spine.




  
Outside,
  thunder rolled across the darkening sky.




  
The
  old building creaked softly around him.




  
For
  the first time since arriving in Blackthorn, Ethan felt something
  he
  could not explain.




  
Not
  fear.




  
Not
  excitement.




  
Something
  in between.




  
A
  feeling that his life had just changed forever.




  
Whatever
  waited beneath the workshop, Alden Voss had spent decades
  protecting
  it.




  
And
  now the responsibility belonged to him.




  
Ethan
  folded the letter carefully and slipped it into his
  pocket.




  
Then
  he looked toward the cellar door at the far end of the
  room.




  
The
  darkness beyond seemed deeper than before.




  
As
  if it were waiting.




  
Watching.




  
Calling
  him forward.




  
Without
  realizing it, Ethan took a step toward the shadows.




  
The
  adventure had begun.





 










 










 








                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    






