
Tuesday 2nd March                                          name:Sofia Y6

The clockmakers mistake

It began on a frosty winter night, thick, ghostly pale snow drifted throughout the night 
sky. The Moon shone bright, illuminating the star speckled sky. Stomping gloomily 
through the thick snow, I thought about tomorrow and the laughing crowds. Looking 
depressed, I stepped into the tavern, pausing to brush the snow off my boots. 

I slumped down into a chair in the corner of the pub with my face in my hands. Karl 
the first apprentice to fail in centuries.Karl the disappointment. Karl the failure. Blue 
thoughts raced  through my mind. Through the sadness though,  I heard my friend 
Fritz sit down opposite me. Well, I say friend, but mostly we fight a lot (probably 
because he’s an optimist and I'm a pessimist). I clenched my fists together trying not 
to feel so frustrated. 

“Gretl! Fetch us a beer!” Fritz called to the young child who worked at the tavern, 
She was too young to work but helped as her father was the landlord. 
Gretl hurried into the kitchen and shortly came back with a tray of beer. 
“Well while we're here why don't I tell you a story I've been working on hm?” Fritz 
smiled.
All the faces in the tavern turned towards Fritz eagerly, but after listening to 
somewhat a quarter of the story the tavern door opened slowly with a squeak. The 
figure stepped inside, wearing a cloak as dark as night, eyes like blazing fire, a long 
pointed nose and skin as pale as a paper. 
“I am Dr Kalmenuis.” 
“The person from Fritz’s story? No that isn't possible, it was fiction” I thought.

I turned to look at Fritz who looked like he had seen a ghost. Sweat was pouring 
down his forehead as a little cry escaped from his throat. Suddenly he crumpled up 
the pages of his story and threw them into the fire as he cried “Please I beg you! 
Have nothing to do with this poor man!” And he ran out of the tavern. 

I looked startled and bewildered at Fritz wondering what had happened. The cloaked 
figure slowly swept over to the table I sat at. 
“Probably here to laugh at me, the failure huh?” I sulked.
“What? I’d never dream of such a thing! Actually I came to make a proposal.” 
Kalmenuis laughed.
“A proposal for what?” I replied confused.

From his cloak, Dr Kalmenuis revealed a tiny silver knight. My mouth fell open in awe 
as soon as I laid my eyes upon it. It was the most perfect figure I had ever seen!



“How does it work? Clockwork? Spirit? The devil's magic?” I cried in joy. 
Suddenly, the little figure whirred to life brandishing a shiny blade. I felt the sword slit 
a cut into my skin.

“Make it stop! Make the blasted thing stop!” I yelled quite frightened. 
Dr Kalmenuis whistled a small tune and the little knight stopped in its tracks. 
“What in the devil activated him?” 
Again the little Knight clicked into life and came charging at me cutting my cheek with 
the blade. 
“Argh!” 
And again Dr Kalmenuis whistled the tune and the knight stopped once again.

“So….Do you take my offer?”
“I- Yes……? No? Yes? No…...yes! Yes I do!” I stammered
“Very good!” Dr Kalmenuis smirked as he stood up.
“Hey wait! I need to ask you someth-” I called after him but he was gone. 

“Well at least I've got a figure for the clocktower now” Karl laughed. 
“Nobody can laugh at me now!” He thought cheerfully.
“I should probably go put this little knight in the clocktower now.” I thought.

“I quickly grabbed my coat and hurried to the clocktower, quickly climbing the steep 
stairs, stopping only to take a few breaths every few steps.
“Phew...finally made it to the top…” I sighed in relief.

“Well time to put you on the clock...ha! Nobody will be able to laugh at me tomorrow!” 
I laughed happily.
“Although I'm still curious about how you operate…..and why in the world you started 
slashing me with your sword. I wonder if you do have something to do with the 
devil?” I said as I turned around to open the door with the rusty key.

As I sat there fiddling with the lock I failed to notice that Sir Ironsoul had come to life, 
charging at me, till the last moment. Suddenly I turned around and saw the sharp 
blade up against my neck. I stared down in fright. 
“I- I please no- dont-” I whimpered as I I felt the sword brush against my neck. 
I felt a gush of pain come over me and everything went black….


