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Introduction

In the sheltered valley of Windmere, the world moved according to rhythms as old as
memory. Wheat rustled gold and green in the fields and the river sang its tireless
lullaby through banks veiled in wildflowers. Yet, behind the tranquil cadence, Elaria
Fenn had always felt there was something else—some current she could not name,
tugging her thoughts toward distant horizons. Orphaned at birth, Elaria grew up
among the village’s kindly bakers and tanners, her days an endless loop of chores and
borrowed stories. She often stole away to the ruins atop Mosscroft Hill, seeking
symbols in the shattered stones and wishing beyond wishing for a life different from
the one embroidered for her.

The people of Windmere believed time was as predictable as the sunrise: a line from
which one dared not deviate. But Elaria, with the curiosity that set her apart, watched
the world with different eyes. She noticed how a shadow clung too long to the hayloft,
how a falling leaf sometimes slowed in midair, as if the world paused to catch its
breath. These whimsical threads of possibility wove through her dreams, fueling a
longing she could never quite voice. Eldoria, she believed, was a world ruled by
mysteries yet unfound, its true face hidden behind the familiar tapestry of the
everyday.

Everything changed the autumn Elaria turned fifteen. A season of odd occurrences
shook Windmere: missing hours, sudden chills, and the haunting chimes of a distant
clocktower long thought broken. One storm-swept night, guided by a shimmer only
she could see, Elaria found herself at the doorstep of the reclusive clockmaker Alaric
Thorne. To the villagers, Thorne was a figure out of legends and warnings, a master of
strange machines and stranger silences. Yet beneath his weathered gaze, Elaria
detected not menace but an echo of the yearning she had always felt herself.

In the flickering candlelight of Alaric’s workshop, time revealed its true nature. Alaric
was not simply a maker of clocks, but a Chronomancer, sworn to an ancient guild
whose members shaped the flow of time itself. The hours she had lost and the
moments she had held had been the first signs of a gift both wondrous and perilous.
For reasons she could not yet comprehend, Elaria had been chosen, her fate entwined
with the secret currents flowing just beneath the skin of Eldoria.

As apprentice to the Timekeeper, Elaria soon discovered that the world was not a
static song, but a shifting mosaic—one threatened by unseen adversaries as ancient
as the art itself. Her journey would take her far from Windmere’s safe borders, into the
heart of a struggle that would decide whether time remained a guardian or became a
weapon. Each lesson and trial would shape more than her destiny; it would reveal the
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very forces steering all of Eldoria.

‘The Timekeeper’'s Apprentice’ is the story of a girl whose life is forever changed by
the gift—and the burden—of time. It is a journey through worlds seen and unseen,
across moments both stolen and redeemed. For in Eldoria, the difference between fate
and choice is sometimes as thin as a turning shadow—waiting for an apprentice bold
enough to step into its ticking heart.
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CHAPTER ONE: Whispers in the Wheatfields

The morning sun, still a timid blush on the eastern horizon, cast long, distorted
shadows of Elaria as she weaved through the labyrinthine paths of Windmere’s
wheatfields. Her basket, meant for foraging late-season berries, swung lightly against
her hip, a testament to a task already forgotten. Her true purpose, as it often was, lay
in exploration, in seeking out the edges of the familiar and peering beyond. The
wheat, taller than her even at fifteen, whispered secrets as it brushed against her
worn skirt, a soft, sibilant language she almost understood.

Windmere itself was a postcard of pastoral serenity. Neat rows of cottages, their
thatched roofs like comfortable old hats, lined the single cobblestone street. The
aroma of fresh-baked bread often mingled with the earthy scent of the tanner’s shop
and the sweet perfume of the milliner’s lavender sachets. Life here was a gentle,
predictable current, a comforting balm for many, but for Elaria, it often felt like a cage,
albeit one woven with threads of kindness.

She’d grown up under the communal eye of the village, passed from the kindly Mrs.
Gable, who taught her to mend socks with surprising artistry, to gruff Master Thistle,
the baker, who showed her how to coax a stubborn sourdough starter into yielding its
airy magic. They were good people, their hearts as warm and wholesome as the
loaves Master Thistle pulled from his oven, but their ambitions rarely stretched beyond
the next harvest or the coming market day.

Elaria, however, yearned for something more. She devoured every scrap of parchment
she could find, lingering over the faded illustrations of knights and dragons, of sky-
cities and sunken temples. Her favorite was a tattered collection of Eldorian folktales,
its cover long gone, its pages dog-eared and stained from countless readings beneath
the ancient oak by the river. It spoke of Chronomancers, of mages who wove time like
thread, a concept so fantastical it stirred a profound ache within her.

Today, her wandering had led her further afield than usual, towards a patch of wheat
known for its particularly stubborn tangles of bramble. Locals avoided it, believing it to
be a favored haunt of mischievous sprites. Elaria, ever the contrarian, saw it as an
invitation. She pushed through the last wall of golden stalks, emerging into a small,
sun-dappled clearing. Here, the wheat gave way to a carpet of wild poppies and, in the
center, a solitary standing stone, its surface smooth with age and covered in curious,
swirling glyphs she’d never seen before.

She'd passed this stone countless times on her clandestine adventures to Mosscroft
Hill, but today, something was different. A faint shimmer, like heat haze off a summer
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road, seemed to hover around its weathered surface. It was subtle, almost
imperceptible, yet it drew her in. She reached out, her fingers trembling slightly as
they grazed the cold, smooth rock.

At her touch, a ripple moved across the air, not a breeze, but something deeper, an
invisible current that made the tiny hairs on her arms stand on end. The world around
her seemed to... sharpen. The chirping of crickets became distinct, individual notes,
the rustle of leaves a symphony of distinct textures. It was as if a veil had been lifted,
revealing a layer of perception she hadn’t known existed. The glyphs on the stone
pulsed faintly with a soft, internal light, like embers breathing.

Elaria pulled her hand back, a gasp catching in her throat. The shimmering faded, the
world softened back to its familiar dullness, and the glyphs returned to their dormant
state. Had she imagined it? Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat
of disbelief and wonder. She traced the outlines of the glyphs with her eyes, trying to
commit their strange forms to memory. They looked nothing like the common Eldorian
runes, nor any script she’d seen in her borrowed books.

As she knelt, examining the stone more closely, a peculiar chill snaked through the air
despite the burgeoning warmth of the morning. It was not the cold of winter, but a
distinct, unsettling dampness, as if the very air had become thick and heavy. The
wheatfields, which had earlier hummed with life, now fell silent. The birds ceased their
morning songs. An oppressive quiet descended, broken only by the frantic thump of
her own pulse.

Then, a sound. A faint, almost imperceptible chime, like a distant clocktower striking
the hour, but unlike any clocktower she knew. Windmere’s ancient bell had fallen
silent decades ago, a casualty of a forgotten lightning strike. Yet, this chime was
distinct, ethereal, resonating deep within her bones. It struck once, then faded, leaving
an echo that seemed to stretch into eternity.

Elaria shivered, not from cold, but from an instinctual dread. The hair on the back of
her neck prickled. She scrambled to her feet, suddenly aware of her isolation in the
middle of the silent field. This wasn’t the comforting mystery she usually sought; this
felt... wrong. She clutched her empty berry basket, her knuckles white.

She spun, scanning the perimeter of the clearing, convinced she was no longer alone.
But there was nothing. Only the impassive wheat, standing sentinel under a sky that
had suddenly seemed to darken, though no clouds had gathered. A faint, metallic
scent, like old copper, tickled her nose.

Then she saw it. Not an object, but an absence. A small patch of the wheat, no larger

than her hand, was frozen. Not merely still, but utterly, impossibly frozen in mid-sway,
each stalk a tiny, golden sculpture. Around it, the other stalks swayed gently in a
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phantom breeze, but this section was unnaturally rigid, defying the laws of nature.

Elaria stared, her mind struggling to comprehend what her eyes were seeing. It was as
if a snippet of time had been caught, paused, held captive. Her breath hitched. The
Chronomancers from her stories... could this be their work? The thought, outlandish as
it was, ignited a spark of terrified excitement within her.

She took a hesitant step closer, her gaze fixed on the anomaly. The frozen patch
shimmered faintly, mirroring the earlier effect around the standing stone. It was a
beautiful, terrifying sight. She reached out a finger, her curiosity overriding her fear.
As her fingertip brushed against one of the frozen stalks, a jolt, like static electricity,
shot through her.

The frozen wheat snapped back into motion, swaying wildly for a moment as if
catching up with the flow of time. The oppressive silence lifted, replaced by the normal
chirping of crickets and the rustle of the wheat. The sun seemed to brighten again,
chasing away the brief, inexplicable gloom. It was as if the strange interlude had never
happened.

But Elaria knew it had. The memory of the strange shimmer, the silent fields, the
distant chime, and the frozen wheat were burned into her mind. She glanced back at
the standing stone. The glyphs were still dull, lifeless. The air around it held no
lingering shimmer. It was as if the stone had merely been a catalyst, or a conduit, for
something far greater.

Her heart continued its frantic rhythm, but now, mixed with the fear, was a potent
cocktail of exhilaration. This was it. This was the adventure she had always yearned
for, the unraveling of a mystery that lay beneath the mundane surface of Windmere.
Her books had whispered of magic, of forces beyond human comprehension, and
today, she had touched one of them.

Ignoring the still-empty berry basket, Elaria turned and began to run, her feet barely
touching the ground. She wasn't running away from fear, but towards answers. The
image of the frozen wheat, the sound of the impossible chime, revolved in her mind.
She needed to understand. She needed to know what had just happened, and why.
And an instinctive, undeniable pull was guiding her towards the one person in
Windmere who might possibly possess such forbidden knowledge: the reclusive Master
Alaric Thorne.

The villagers avoided his cottage, nestled deep in the gnarled woods at the edge of
town, whispering tales of strange lights and even stranger noises emanating from
within. They spoke of the clocks he repaired, clocks that sometimes seemed to run
backwards, or to chime at impossible hours. To them, he was a curiosity, a harmless
eccentric best left alone. But to Elaria, he now represented the only thread, however
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slender, that might lead her to the truth of what she had just witnessed.

She burst out of the wheatfields, her lungs burning, her mind alight with a thousand
questions. The familiar sights of Windmere - the village square, the baker’s chimney
puffing sweet smoke, the river glinting in the sun - seemed distant, unreal. She was no
longer just Elaria Fenn, the orphan girl of Windmere. She was Elaria, who had seen
time pause, who had heard the chime of an impossible clock, and who now, more than
ever, believed in the hidden magic of Eldoria. Her destiny, she knew, had just begun to
tick.

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

This is a sample preview. Purchase the book to read the full content.

Visit MixCache.com to purchase the complete book.

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace


http://www.tcpdf.org

