
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Book 1: The Case of the Silver Thimble
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Chapter One: The Ticking and the Tart

[image: ]




The Ironwood Chronometer was a symphony of a thousand heartbeats. Grandfather clocks thrummed a deep bass from the corners, while delicate gold pocket watches provided a frantic, metallic soprano from the glass counters.

Thaddeus Ironwood sat behind his workbench, a jeweler’s loupe pressed to his eye. To the village of Oakhaven, he was a master craftsman with silver hair and hands that never shook. To the teenager currently pacing the floorboards, he was a three-thousand-year-old Bronze Guardian who took far too long to get to the point.

"Focus, Pip," Thad murmured, his voice like the grinding of smooth stones. He didn't look up from the microscopic gear he was polishing. "The rhythm of the shop is off. You’re pacing in 3/4 time. I require a steady 4/4 for this escapement."

Pip stopped mid-stride, his boots squeaking on the polished wood. In his human form, he was all knees and elbows, with hair the color of a copper penny that seemed to spark when he was frustrated. "I can’t help it, Thad! Madame Weaver is frantic. She says the Silver Thimble didn't just 'go missing'—it vanished while she was looking right at it. That’s magic. Stolen magic!"

"Indeed," Thad said, finally setting down his tweezers. He turned his gaze toward Pip. His eyes were a deep, ancient amber that held just a hint too much light for a normal man. "And a stolen magical heirloom in Oakhaven is like a grain of sand in a watch movement. It will eventually grind everything to a halt."
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