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​The Snowflake Clock
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In the quiet Ukrainian village of Verbivka, where the roofs sag gently under winter’s weight and the wind hums lullabies through the chimneys, lived a boy named Mykola.

Mykola was ten years old, with hair the colour of burnt wheat and eyes that reflected every winter sky, pale blue one day, storm-grey the next. He lived with his grandmother, Baba Oksana, in a whitewashed cottage that always smelled faintly of cinnamon and firewood.

One December afternoon, when the frost had painted the windowpanes into lacy patterns, Mykola was sent up to the attic to find the Advent candles. Baba Oksana’s attic was a museum of forgotten things, cracked sledges, embroidered shawls, jars of dried herbs, and stacks of yellowing newspapers in languages Mykola couldn’t read.

That’s when he saw it.

In the farthest corner, under a blanket of dust thick enough to write his name in, sat a clock. It wasn’t like the one in the kitchen that ticked loudly or the one in the church tower that bonged on the hour. This clock had a round glass face, and inside it... no hands. No numbers.

Instead, behind the glass floated a single snowflake.

Mykola blinked. Snowflakes belonged outside, whirling in the wind, melting on mittens. Not inside clocks. But there it was, drifting down slowly, turning lazily as though deciding which way was down.

Then, as the tip of the snowflake touched the bottom of the glass, there was a faint chime, as soft as a silver spoon on china. The snowflake vanished, and, impossibly, another appeared at the very top, beginning its own slow descent.

When Mykola showed Baba Oksana, she nodded as though greeting an old friend.

“Ah,” she said, “the Snowflake Clock. It belonged to my grandfather. It measures the days of Advent. Each snowflake falls in its own time, marking a single day. When the last flake lands, it is Christmas Eve.”

“That’s better than a boring calendar,” said Mykola. “But... what if it runs out of snow?”

Baba Oksana’s smile faded. “Then time will pause. It has happened before, in the long winter of 1912. The Snow Shepherd had wandered away from his hill, and the flakes stopped falling. Christmas was delayed for a whole week, and everyone’s borscht spoiled.”

Mykola shivered, and not just from the cold.

The next morning, Mykola bounded out of bed to check the clock. But the snowflake inside hung still, caught in mid-air, shimmering but unmoving. Outside, the village was silent. No fresh snow lay on the roofs or the road.

Time had paused.

He could have stayed by the fire, sipping honey tea and hoping the flakes would start again. But Mykola wasn’t the hoping kind; he was the doing kind. He wrapped himself in his thickest scarf, pulled on his boots, and told Baba Oksana, “I’m going to find the Snow Shepherd.”
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