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	The Clockmaker's Widow

	Description

	When Marian Hale’s husband, Elias, dies in a tragic carriage accident, she is left with his most curious creation: a brass clock that runs backward under a glass dome. For twenty years it has sat untouched in her quiet coastal home, hidden beneath a sheet and locked away with her memories. But when a stranger arrives claiming to know Elias’s “unfinished work,” the clock begins ticking again unwound, unbidden, and impossibly alive.

	As whispers of the past bleed into Marian’s dreams, she’s drawn into a web of secrets Elias never shared gaps in his final days, cryptic notes, and a series of chilling numbers appearing on her window each morning. Dr. Corbin, the unsettling visitor, warns that the clock does more than measure time: it changes it. But every gift comes with a price.

	The closer Marian gets to the truth, the more reality begins to warp around her subtle at first, then impossibly so. The clock’s pull is undeniable, its bargain already in motion, and the answers lie buried in the choices Elias made before his death.

	What begins as a haunting curiosity becomes a desperate race against something she can’t see, only feel an unseen countdown that may already be too far gone to stop.

	If time could be rewritten for you… how much of it would you take, and who would you let pay the cost?

	 


Chapter 1: The Gift Returned
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	The wind carried the scent of the sea deep into the village, threading between houses and slipping through narrow lanes where cobblestones still held the dampness of last night’s rain. Marian drew her shawl tighter across her shoulders as she walked back from the market, a wicker basket cradled against her hip. Salt clung to her lips. The gulls were restless today, crying over the rooftops as though announcing some change in the weather.

	Her cottage waited at the far edge of the village, where wiry grass gave way to sand. The paint on the shutters had begun to flake, revealing the gray wood beneath. She liked it that way. The world was too quick to cover its age in gloss and bright color. She preferred things honest.

	Inside, the air was cool and faintly perfumed with lavender from the bundles she kept in the kitchen. She set down the basket and lit a small fire in the grate not for warmth, but for company. The days could be long out here, and the sound of a fire popping was like another heartbeat in the room.

	Upstairs in the bedroom the one she had slept in alone for twenty years she paused at the far wall. In the corner beneath the window stood a tall, draped shape. The linen sheet softened its outline, but she knew it by heart the curve of the glass dome, the sturdy base of dark walnut. She had not touched it since the day they carried Elias’s body home.

	Her fingers lingered at the edge of the sheet. The weight of his hands had once guided hers, showing her how to wind it, how to feel the mechanism purr under her palm. It had been an unnatural sound, too smooth for something made of so many parts. It has its own mind, Elias had told her once. You can feel it thinking. She had laughed then. Now, she kept it hidden.

	On the small writing desk in the corner lay the morning post. She slit open the lone envelope with the bone-handled knife Elias had carved for her. The letter inside was written in a hand she did not recognize spidery yet deliberate, each line pressed firmly into the paper.

	“Mrs. Marian Hale,

	I am acquainted with the work of your late husband, particularly a certain timepiece he completed shortly before his passing. I believe it to be in your possession. I am prepared to offer you a generous sum for its purchase and safe keeping. It is of great importance, not merely in craft but in consequence. I urge you to respond promptly.

	In good faith,

	Dr. Corbin”

	She read it twice, her mouth tightening. Few knew of the clock. Fewer still would dare speak of it so plainly. Elias had been a private man, his commissions discreet. Even the wealthiest families who came to him for grandfather clocks or ornate carriage watches never saw his other work the one under the sheet.

	She folded the letter carefully and slipped it back into the envelope. For a long moment, she stood in the stillness, the crash of the tide faint beyond the walls. The air seemed heavier. No one has asked about it in twenty years. Why now?

OEBPS/images/image.png





OEBPS/images/image.jpeg
Explore more reads & updates





