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Introduction

In the far corner of an English countryside where fog drapes the fields each morning
and winding lanes forget their own destinations, there lies the village of Halloway. To a
passing traveler, Halloway is quiet, even mundane—a patchwork of stone cottages, ivy-
twined lamp posts, and bakeries whose windows steam the glass at dawn. But for
Everett Cole, the village is as alive with secret possibility as it is with the unceasing
tick of clocks. For Everett, every day begins within the four walls of his little workshop,
filled with the scent of brass polish and the delicate song of turning cogs.

Everett is not a man easily understood, nor does he expect to be. His fingers, always
faintly stained with oil, move with reverence over timepieces of all kinds: chipped
carriage clocks, elegant grandfather clocks, mysterious hourglasses of unknown
provenance. To most in Halloway, he is simply “the clockmaker”—a reliable fixture
amid the turning of the seasons. Yet beneath Everett’s reserved demeanor pulses a
relentless curiosity, a longing sharpened by the secrets each old watch seems to
murmur, if only he listens closely enough.

Though he is surrounded by relics of long-gone eras, Everett’s life has followed a
routine as precise and dependable as any Swiss movement. Work fills his days, and on
guiet evenings he walks home along the misty riverbank, pondering nothing more
troubling than the adjustment of a mainspring or the cleaning of an escapement.
Friends, few and far between, marvel at his expertise while quietly suspecting that the
clockmaker might belong more to the past than the present. Everett, for his part, finds
solace in the rhythmic certainty of his world—until the day that certainty unravels.

It begins with a chance encounter—an old man at the market, a pocket watch thrust
urgently into Everett’'s hands. The watch is unlike any he’s seen: its hands move with
impossible grace, its face alive with shifting symbols, and inside, a mechanism that
defies the logic of even the most seasoned horologist. From the moment Everett
accepts it, he senses a subtle distortion—a faint shimmering at the edge of his
perception, as if the village itself breathes differently.

As the days pass, Everett’s world tilts. Time, which once arched predictably above his
life, warps in peculiar ways: minutes stretch, hours vanish, and fleeting déja vu
becomes a constant companion. The voices of his clocks begin to echo stranger notes,
hinting at a mystery winding tighter with every chime. In that liminal haze between
dusk and dawn, Everett finds himself compelled to probe the secrets of the enigmatic
watch—a decision that will unravel not only the fabric of his own reality, but the
boundaries of time as the world has ever known.

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.

At first, Everett resists the pull of the unknown. Yet with each new discovery, he
realizes that the pocket watch is no mere curiosity; it is a key, a harbinger, and
perhaps a dangerous gift. His sleepy village, it turns out, is the threshold to something
vast—a web of dimensions interlacing histories and futures undreamed of. As Everett
steps forward, every tick of the watch becomes an invitation to voyage beyond the

ordinary, toward the fantastic, and toward a destiny writ in the very gears of the
COSMOS.
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CHAPTER ONE: The Village of Ticking Clocks

The first hint that Halloway was not entirely ordinary came not from the whispers of
ancient clocks, but from the unusually insistent chiming of Mrs. Gable’s cuckoo clock.
It was a boisterous German affair, replete with carved Bavarian scenery, and it had,
for the past fortnight, decided to announce the hour not once, but three times in quick
succession, regardless of the actual time. Everett Cole, perched on his stool in the
workshop, had been meticulously polishing the brass bezel of a particularly stubborn
marine chronometer when the first discordant series of cuckoos shattered the
morning’s peace.

He sighed, setting down his soft cloth. Mrs. Gable, a woman whose temperament was
as precise as a freshly wound spring, would be at his door by eleven, her face a
thundercloud of righteous indignation. Everett had already attempted to recalibrate
the mechanism twice. The problem, he suspected, lay not with the clock itself, but
with something far more subtle - a resonance, perhaps, in the very air of Halloway. He
dismissed the thought as fanciful; clockmakers dealt in cogs and escapements, not
atmospheric anomalies.

His workshop, a converted stable behind his small cottage, was a symphony of soft
ticks, gentle whirs, and the occasional harmonious chime. Shelves crammed with
dismantled movements, glittering gears, and an assortment of specialized tools lined
the walls. A faint aroma of oil and old wood hung in the air, a scent as comforting to
Everett as freshly brewed tea was to most. Sunlight, filtered through the grimy panes
of the tall window, illuminated dust motes dancing in the golden shafts.

Everett himself was a man of quiet habits. His brown hair, perpetually escaping its
neat part, often fell across his brow as he hunched over a delicate mechanism. His
spectacles, perched on the end of his nose, gave him an air of scholarly concentration,
though his gaze, when he looked up, was surprisingly keen and observant. He wore a
practical apron, perpetually smudged with grease and polish, over a sensible tweed
waistcoat. He was thirty-two, and had been entrusted with the time-keeping of
Halloway since his late grandfather’s passing a decade prior.

Halloway was a village that valued tradition and routine. The rhythm of life here was
dictated by the church bells, the baker’s early rising, and the predictable gossip that
traveled faster than any telegraph. Everett’s role as the clockmaker was essential. He
was the quiet guardian of their temporal order, ensuring that farmers knew when to
milk, children when to attend school, and the vicar when to begin his Sunday sermon.
His meticulous nature, which might have seemed eccentric elsewhere, was simply a
necessary attribute in Halloway.
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Later that morning, as predicted, Mrs. Gable arrived, her voice piercing the gentle hum
of the workshop. "Everett, dear boy, that wretched cuckoo has gone entirely mad! It’s
nine o’clock, and it just proclaimed midnight three times! My breakfast is ruined, and
I've already missed my morning broadcast.”

Everett offered a placating smile. "l understand, Mrs. Gable. I'll have another look.
Perhaps the pendulum needs a... more vigorous adjustment." He knew it was futile.
The cuckoo clock was merely a symptom, he was beginning to suspect, of a deeper,
more pervasive anomaly. Lately, his own grandfather clock in the hall had been known
to gain an entire hour overnight, only to mysteriously lose it by lunchtime.

He spent the rest of the day immersed in a particularly intricate repair, a celestial
clock from the late 17th century, whose astrological dials had seized. The fine brass
gears, each no larger than a poppy seed, required the steadiest of hands and the most
patient of temperaments. As he worked, his mind, however, kept returning to the
subtle disturbances. The way the light sometimes seemed to shimmer at the periphery
of his vision, like heat haze on a summer road, even in the depths of winter. The faint,
almost imperceptible hum that occasionally vibrated through the floorboards, a sound
not of his machinery, but something else entirely.

That evening, as the fog began its slow creep from the river, Everett closed the
workshop and headed for the market square. He needed new polishing cloths and
perhaps a fresh loaf of rye bread from Mr. Henderson’s bakery. The cobbled streets
were slick with damp, reflecting the gas lamps in watery pools. Halloway, at dusk,
always possessed a certain ethereal beauty, a sense of being suspended outside the
rush of the modern world.

He was passing the old oak tree in the square, its gnarled branches reaching like
skeletal fingers into the twilight, when he saw him. An old man, bent with age, was
sitting on a bench, his clothes frayed but clean, a battered leather satchel resting on
his lap. He looked out of place, not quite a Halloway local, yet not obviously a tourist
either. His eyes, though shadowed by deep wrinkles, held an unnerving intensity.

As Everett drew closer, the old man looked up, his gaze locking directly onto Everett’s.
There was an unspoken recognition there, a sense that he had been waiting. "Everett
Cole, the clockmaker," the old man rasped, his voice surprisingly strong despite his
frail appearance. "I've heard much about you."

Everett paused, slightly unnerved. He rarely met strangers who knew his name before
an introduction. "Yes, that's me," he replied, a touch of caution in his voice. "Can | help

you?"

The old man nodded slowly, then reached into his satchel. He pulled out a small,
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heavy object wrapped in a piece of faded velvet. As he unwrapped it, a dull gleam of
polished metal emerged. It was a pocket watch, but unlike any Everett had ever seen.

The watch was made of a dark, almost obsidian-like metal, intricately engraved with
symbols that Everett couldn't quite decipher—a swirl of celestial bodies, interlocking
geometric patterns, and what looked like a miniature, stylized double helix. Its face,
instead of a traditional dial, appeared to shift, showing glimpses of star charts, ancient
runes, and sometimes, a fleeting image of a vast, unblemished landscape. There were
no visible hands, yet a faint, inner light pulsed rhythmically within it.

"This," the old man said, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, "is for you." He
held it out, his hand trembling slightly.

Everett hesitated, his horological instincts screaming both fascination and alarm. The
craftsmanship was exquisite, alien, impossible. "l... | don't understand. What is it?"

"A key," the old man replied, his eyes twinkling with a knowing light. "And a burden, if
you choose to accept it." He pressed the watch into Everett's palm. The moment his
fingers closed around the cool metal, a jolt, like static electricity, shot through him.
The air around them seemed to thicken, and for a split second, the world blurred at
the edges, as if seen through rippling water.

Everett felt a strange lightness, then a sudden profound vertigo. He clutched the
watch, feeling its peculiar weight and the subtle, almost imperceptible thrumming
emanating from within. When he looked up, the old man was gone. There was no
sound, no retreating footsteps, no rustle of fabric. He had simply vanished, leaving
only a lingering scent of something metallic and ancient in the damp evening air.

He stood there for a long moment, the strange watch heavy in his hand, the gas lamps
casting long, dancing shadows. Had he imagined it? The feeling of disorientation was
still present, a faint ringing in his ears. He turned the watch over, examining its
seamless casing. There was no winder, no obvious clasp. How did it even work?

As he walked home, the pocket watch felt like a living thing, radiating a faint warmth
against his skin. The streetlights seemed to flicker more intensely, and the ticking of
his own grandfather clock, audible even from this distance, sounded impossibly loud,
almost a frantic drumbeat. He passed Mrs. Gable’s house, and through the window, he
distinctly heard the indignant cuckoo-cuckoo-cuckoo of her clock. It was well past nine
o’clock.

Back in his workshop, Everett placed the mysterious watch on his workbench, carefully
unwrapping it from the velvet cloth. It pulsed with a soft, internal luminescence that
waxed and waned, illuminating the strange engravings. He picked up his loupe, a tool
he used for inspecting intricate movements, and peered closer at the symbols on its
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face. They seemed to shift and reform under his gaze, never quite settling into a
definitive pattern.

He tried to open the casing, to find a latch, a seam, anything. But it was perfectly
smooth, a continuous, dark surface. Frustration mingled with a growing sense of awe.
This was beyond anything he had ever encountered in his years as a clockmaker. It
defied every principle of horology he knew. It was as if the watch was not merely
telling time, but was somehow made of it.

He sat back on his stool, the old workshop feeling suddenly different, charged with a
latent energy. The ordinary sounds of his instruments, the familiar scent of oil, the
comfortable clutter - it all seemed to recede, overshadowed by the silent, glowing
presence of the pocket watch. The clockmaker’s world, once so predictable, had just
received a most unexpected and profoundly unsettling gift. And with it, the first faint
tremor of something far greater than a misbehaving cuckoo clock.
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