
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Arthur Pembrook believed time was a mechanical thing. It was not an abstract concept or a thief in the night; it was a physical, tangible force, measured in the elegant sweep of a second hand and the patient click of a gear. For fifty years, he had been a horologist, a watchmaker.

His shop, “Pembrook & Son, Fine Timepieces,” had been his world. The ‘& Son’ had been a hopeful flourish from his father, a dream that never ticked into reality. Arthur had no children. 

He had only had Eleanor.

Eleanor had been the balance wheel to his mainspring. Where he was precise, she was poetic. He saw the world in sixty-second increments; she saw it in sunrises, laugh lines, and the slow, sweet ripening of tomatoes in their garden. She understood that the ticking of a clock was not life itself, but the soundtrack to it. When she passed, the soundtrack had stopped. The silence in their small clapboard house, now wedged between a kombucha bar and a sleek, glass-faced co-working space, was louder than any grandfather clock’s chime.

Arthur was seventy-eight, and his world had shrunk to the size of a watch face. He woke at 6:02 AM. He drank his coffee—black, two sugars—while listening to the 6:30 AM news on a radio that crackled with age. He spent his days at his workbench in the living room, surrounded by tiny tools and the ghosts of timepieces he’d mended. He was no longer fixing watches for customers; the world had moved on to smart devices that merely mimicked the elegance he cherished. Now, he fixed them for himself, for the simple, perfect satisfaction of seeing something broken made whole again. He was a man maintaining the machinery of a life that had already run its course.
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