
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Chronicles of the Timekeeper Detectives: The Secret of the Pharaoh's Tomb

        

        
        
          Chronicles of the Timekeeper Detectives, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Corey Treat

        

        
          Published by Corey Treat, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      CHRONICLES OF THE TIMEKEEPER DETECTIVES: THE SECRET OF THE PHARAOH'S TOMB

    

    
      First edition. April 14, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Corey Treat.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230735021

    

    
    
      Written by Corey Treat.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To the curious minds who dream of ancient worlds, hidden treasures, and solving mysteries with their best friends.And to my own time-traveling crew—thank you for believing in the impossible.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Time is not a river, but a labyrinth—each path waiting for the brave to find their way through history."— Anonymous
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Chapter 1: The Timekeeper Detectives of Port Orange
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Port Orange was known for its sunny skies, friendly neighborhoods, and ordinary routines. But hidden beneath the surface of this small town were four extraordinary friends who refused to settle for the predictable. Ten-year-old Ella Harris, her best friends Liam Chen and Mia Rodriguez, both also ten, and eight-year-old Aiden Patel were an adventurous bunch who called themselves the Timekeeper Detectives.

They earned their name not just because they loved mysteries and puzzles, but because they had a unique bond with a dusty old clock—a clock that would soon change their lives forever. None of them realized it yet, but their friendship and curiosity were about to open doors to worlds they had only dreamed of, sparking adventures that would take them far beyond their quiet town.

A Special Kind of Friendship

On most afternoons, after finishing homework, the friends gathered in Ella’s backyard or her room, which was decorated with old maps and pictures of famous explorers. Each corner of Ella’s room told a different story: an antique compass that had once belonged to her great-grandfather, a retired sailor who circled the globe; a set of fossil fragments she had carefully dug up during a family camping trip; posters of ancient civilizations that fueled her dreams of epic quests.

Ella, the unofficial leader of the group, was a girl with curly dark hair and an unshakable sense of responsibility. Despite her age, she acted with the confident air of someone in charge. She was the planner, the one who reminded everyone to stay on track. Yet, beneath her seriousness lay an excitement for discovering hidden tombs, deciphering secret codes, and unraveling the riddles of the past.

Liam Chen was a year younger than Ella, but you’d hardly notice it. He was the analytical mind, quiet yet always thinking. His glasses often slid down his nose whenever he pored over books about science or technology, and he kept a spiral notebook brimming with sketches of gadgets, secret writing systems, and possible solutions to unsolved mysteries. Liam enjoyed reading about ancient cultures; he especially liked learning how people understood nature and science thousands of years ago.

Mia Rodriguez, who shared Ella’s age, was the adventurer of the group. Quick to laugh, quick to climb any tree, and bold enough to lead a sprint through the local forest without any hesitation. She had short, wavy hair that bounced whenever she dashed off on a new escapade. Her excitement was infectious, and it often propelled the team to try things they might otherwise have second-guessed. Mia was never afraid to get muddy, test the unknown, or jump feet-first into danger if she believed it might uncover a clue.

Eight-year-old Aiden Patel was the artist and quiet dreamer. He had a shy smile and a small, ever-present sketchbook. In that book, Aiden captured not only the ordinary details of their suburban lives—like a blooming flower or a curious squirrel—but also the wild, imaginative scenarios they often found themselves in. He would sketch hidden passageways, swirling staircases, or mythical creatures, weaving reality with fantasy. And although he was youngest, Aiden’s perspective often solved crucial parts of the puzzles they faced, because he saw details everyone else missed.

The Seed of a Mystery

Together, they had tackled plenty of small mysteries around Port Orange, like tracking down a missing library book or uncovering the secret corridor in the local museum’s basement. But most of these were ordinary. None prepared them for the discovery that would soon change everything.

It all started on a cloudy Saturday when a thunderstorm rolled in, and the four friends found themselves cooped up in Ella’s house. Boredom threatened to take over, but Mia, always restless, suggested they explore the attic. It was a corner of Ella’s home they had peeked into before, but never thoroughly investigated. Dusty boxes and old trunks promised hidden treasures, and an ancient trunk might hold diaries or letters that revealed family legends.

“Are we really allowed in the attic?” Liam asked, glancing at Ella for permission.

She shrugged. “My parents said it’s okay as long as we’re careful. The only thing is they told me it’s full of dusty junk. But who knows? Maybe we’ll find something interesting.”

Aiden’s eyes lit up at the thought of rummaging through old family memorabilia, ready to fill the blank pages of his sketchbook with wonders. Mia led the way, racing up the attic’s rickety ladder. Ella followed, making sure no one slipped. Liam came last, carrying a small flashlight—just in case.

A Whiff of Adventure

The attic smelled of old cardboard and nostalgia—an odd mix of must and forgotten perfumes. Cobwebs shone in the weak light that filtered through a tiny window. Boxes were piled haphazardly, labeled with words like “Christmas Lights” or “Grandpa’s Navy Uniform.”

They rifled through some boxes, unearthing random items: a tarnished doorknob, old newspapers, a sewing kit with half the threads missing. Mia found a stack of ancient postcards featuring exotic ports that Ella’s great-grandfather had visited. Liam got sidetracked by a peculiar device that looked like a cross between a music box and a weather vane.

It was Aiden, however, who spotted a large shape hidden under a dusty cloth. The shape was tall and slender like a grandfather clock. He stood there for a second, transfixed, and then waved the others over.

“Guys, this thing looks like it’s from a museum!” he said in a hushed voice.

The four friends, drawn by curiosity, flocked around. In a swirl of dust, they gently pulled off the cloth. A gasp escaped Ella’s lips. Beneath the grime and cobwebs was indeed a tall, antique clock, carved with exotic patterns and strange symbols that curved along the wooden frame.

Though its face was still and its pendulum immobile, there was something alive about the clock—a faint, almost magical aura that seemed to hum in the silence. No one spoke for a moment. Finally, Mia broke the hush.

“It’s beautiful,” she breathed, running her fingers along the carvings. “I wonder if it still works.”

Liam peered at the clock face, eyebrows drawn. “It’s not ticking, and the gears look jammed. But these carvings... they’re not just for decoration.”

His gaze lingered on the unusual symbols etched around the clock face. They looked like they might be hieroglyphs or runes from a forgotten civilization. Aiden pulled out his sketchbook to capture every swirl and line.

Ella crouched down to inspect the words etched into a small brass plate at the base. Faded but still legible, they read: Time holds secrets, and the brave shall unlock them.

She read it aloud, and a strange thrill passed among them. The four friends exchanged meaningful looks, the sense that they had stumbled upon a secret that was waiting just for them.

That day, none of them could have guessed that this dusty attic clock would transport them to different eras, or that they would soon stare across deserts beneath a blazing sun, chasing an ancient secret that adults had spent generations trying to uncover. But for now, they only felt the electric buzz of curiosity, the unshakable certainty that they had uncovered something that would spark the greatest adventure of their young lives.

They had no idea just how right they were.
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