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Clockwork

It all began one cold winter's night: I was stamping through the deep snow, anxious 
about the next day, I had to place a figure in the clock as a part of my 
apprenticeship, but the problem was I hadn't come up with anything. I could just hear 
the villagers voices ‘ Karl the worst clocksmiths apprentice ever’ and the 
disappointed looks on their faces staring down at me. As I stepped into the pub the 
smell of warm beer filled my nostrils and I saw Fritz, my friend and best novelist in 
town, sitting down on one of the unsturdy wooden stools at the large old table 
laughing away with a couple of other folks from the village at the end of the room. 
Although me and Fritz are good friends we do have arguments every now and then, 
you see he is an optimist and I am a pessimist.

“ Ah Fritz my friend, good to see you!” I shouted from across the room.
“ Karl you made it. What a delight!” Fritz shouted back, before he then asked Gretl, 
the waitress, to fetch two warm beers.
“ So how have you been?” asked Fritz. 
“ Not so good, I have less than twenty four hours until I have to show my figure on 
the clock but the problem is I haven't come up with anything,” I said in a quick but 
wobbly voice.
“Why don't I tell you my new story? Maybe that will help you with an idea for a 
character. Everybody gather around” Fritz exclaimed.

As Fritz was halfway through his story there were three loud knocks on the old 
wooden oak door of the pub. Everybody turned their heads  and in walked a tall man 
with a black cloak and bright red eyes. I looked at Fritz whose eyes were bulging out 
of his head and that was when I realised the figure was the exact same man Fritz 
was just talking about in his story. Dr Kalmenius!!!

“ My name is Dr Kalmenius” he declared.
“ I suppose you are here to mock me. Call me names whatever you want to say, say 
it now” I told him despairingly.
“ I am not here to mock you, I am here to help you” he said mysteriously.
“ What do you mean help me?” I said inquisitively.

But before he said anything else he pulled out a little figure from his pocket. It was a 
little silver knight holding a long sword. Karl had never seen such a figure that was 
so neatly polished. “Does it move. Is it run by clockwork? Is it some sort of spirit or 
devil?” I asked but immediately stopped as the little figure started to move towards 
me. It slit my cheek before I then let out a deafening scream of pain and, before I 
could say anything else, Dr kalmenius started humming a tune. As quick as a flash 
the figure stopped moving.



“What word triggered it, was it spirit ,clockwork, devil!!” And again the little figure 
came towards me nearly cutting my throat open but again Dr Kalmenius hummed he 
tune and the little figure stopped.

“Sir Iron Soul ( the name of the knight) is triggered by the word ‘devil.’ If he hears 
anyone say it, he will not stop until he has slaughtered that person.” Dr kalmenius 
grinned as he said this. It wasn't a happy grin more like a grin of someone who has 
just seen the person that has been nasty to them get karma. 

Later that night Dr kalmenius asked me if I would accept the offer 
I didn't know what to say.
“Yes, no, Yes” 
And before I had a chance to change my mind again Dr Kalmenius had already left 
his seat and raced to the oak door and ran out into the town
“Wait!” I shouted from the doorway
But I could not follow him outside, oh no the snow was too deep. I would get stuck.

So at 3 a.m I set up the clocktower and strapped my figure, Sir Ironsoul,  to the 
frame.
“ Looks like I shall be having a good future, people will be calling me Karl the 
amazing clocksmith’s apprentice” he mumbled to himself before the thoughts of 
being rich and famous filled his mind.


