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​The Clockmaker of Snowbridge Lane
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In the quiet town of Whittlespindle, snow had fallen every day for three hundred and forty-seven years. Not that anyone was counting—except, perhaps, for the Clockmaker of Snowbridge Lane.

No one really remembered when spring last came. The older folk said it had been “a rather slushy affair,” and the younger ones couldn’t imagine anything but a world dusted white, with icicles like glass daggers and rooftops puffed up in icing-sugar snow.

Tilly Bramble, age eleven-and-a-bit, had always felt that time stuck in Whittlespindle. The snow never melted. The clocks never quite ticked right. And the townsfolk always wore their thickest scarves—even indoors.

Tilly first noticed the ticking when she got lost on her way back from the bakery.

It was faint—like a mouse wearing tap shoes—but persistent, coming from behind a crooked blue door half-buried in snow. Over it, a sign hung like a lopsided smile:

“G. Widdershins, Chronological Engineer. Repairs Undertaken (Except for Mondays).”

The windows were fogged, the doorknob shaped like a clock hand, and a tiny birdcage swung just inside, filled not with a bird—but with a clock, chiming sweetly.

Tilly hesitated, then pushed the door open with a snow-squeak of boots.

Inside, the shop looked like the insides of a pocket watch. Gears of all sizes spun lazily overhead. Clock faces blinked on the walls. A cuckoo popped out, sneezed, and popped back in. The air smelled of brass polish and old snow.

“Closed unless you're broken,” said a voice from somewhere beneath the counter.

“I think I might be,” Tilly replied.

There was a long pause. Then, with a whirr, a very small man popped up from behind a tower of hourglasses. He wore goggles, seven scarves, and gloves with holes for his six fingers.

“You're not broken,” he sniffed, peering at her. “You're early.”

“Early for what?”

“Ah,” he said, adjusting his spectacles. “That depends entirely on how late you’ve been.”

Mr G. Widdershins was the kind of clockmaker who wound the world behind the scenes. He adjusted sunrises by half-seconds. He polished moonlight with a cloth dipped in dew. And most importantly, he kept the balance of seasons, carefully turning the great Seasonal Gear every three months—just a click—deep below the floorboards.

“I was supposed to retire centuries ago,” he muttered, handing Tilly a cup of steaming time-leaf tea. “But when spring stopped arriving, someone had to stay and wind the clocks of the world.”

Tilly sipped her tea and stared at a diagram of The Seasonal Gear. It looked like a giant snowflake carved into brass. Around it spun four coloured dials: white, green, gold, and grey. Winter, spring, summer, autumn.

“But why did spring stop?” she asked.

Widdershins scowled. “Someone locked the Seasonal Gear. Probably a weather witch. Or a confused mayor.”

He wouldn’t say more.

But Tilly was curious. That night, while Widdershins snored into a pillow embroidered with "Don’t Touch the Chrono-Levers," she crept into the workshop.
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