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​Chapter One: The Clockmaker of Wildwood Circle
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Bob lived on the quiet corner of Maple Street in a weathered brick house, tucked behind an old workshop that smelled of pinewood, oil, and time itself. He was a clockmaker—perhaps the last of a fading craft in a world that now told time through glowing rectangles.

Every morning at exactly 6:02 a.m., the sound of a kettle whistling blended with the soft ticking of a hundred clocks inside his shop. Not a second earlier. Not a second later.

To the neighbors, Bob was something of a mystery. He rarely left the street. He spoke in short, thoughtful phrases. And yet, every child in the neighborhood had at some point wandered into his shop just to marvel at the swinging pendulums, whirring gears, and rows of clocks that never disagreed by more than a blink.

One such morning, a teenager named Jesse stopped by the shop. He was carrying a broken wristwatch, the kind no one wore anymore unless they were trying to impress someone.

“It’s not working,” Jesse muttered, holding it out like it might bite him.

Bob took the watch gently, inspecting it beneath a magnifying glass. “You’ve worn this one down.”

“It’s cheap, my dad gave it to me for my birthday last year” Jesse said. “It breaks every few weeks.”

Bob gave a soft hum. “Or perhaps you expect it to keep going, without taking care of it.”

Jesse shrugged. “I forget and nowadays I don’t have time.”

Bob looked up. “You know what keeps a clock alive?”

“Batteries?” Jesse guessed.

Bob smiled. “Consistency.”
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