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Henry loved the old clock tower. Its great hands swept over

the town, and its deep chime rang through his little bedroom

every hour. One rainy afternoon, he pushed the heavy door

open and stepped inside. The air smelled of dust and oil, and

gears bigger than his bicycle stood still in the shadows.

Henry's silver pocket watch clicked softly against his chest.
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A narrow stair wound up into the tower. Henry climbed slowly,

his red sneakers tapping on the old stone steps. Halfway up,

he heard a tiny clink, clank, squeak. He stopped and listened.

Down a little side passage, a warm golden light glowed. Henry

peeked around the corner and gasped. A tiny city was built

right into the clock's heart!
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Little houses made of gears lined tiny streets. Bridges of

springs crossed oil-can rivers, and tiny workers hurried

everywhere. One worker rolled past on wheel feet, wearing a

dented thimble as a hat. "Hello!" said a voice. A copper worker

with glowing amber eyes and a blue cap looked up at Henry.

"I'm Tick, head gear-keeper. Welcome to Gearville!"
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Tick proudly showed Henry the workshop. "Every worker has

one special job," he said. "I oil the big gears. Cog plans the

schedule. Pip polishes the clock's hands." Cog, a silver worker

with a green apron and brass goggles, waved from a desk piled

with lists. Pip zipped around on wheel feet, polishing cloths

flying. "And together we keep the whole clock ticking!" Tick

said.
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Suddenly, Tick sneezed a great metallic sneeze. His amber

eyes flickered. "Oh dear," he said, wobbling. "I feel quite

rusty." Cog rushed over and felt his forehead. "You're too

warm, Tick. You must rest." Tick shook his head. "But the

gears! Who will oil the gears?" His knees buckled, and Cog

gently led him to a tiny bed.

5



At first, the others tried to do Tick's job. But nobody knew the

gears as well as he did. A worker with long spring fingers oiled

one gear too much. Another missed a spot. Slowly, the great

clock began to slow. Its tick... tock... grew longer and lazier.

Down in the town, people glanced up and frowned. "Is the

clock broken?" they wondered.
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Henry watched the workers scurry and worry. "We need a

plan," said Cog, tapping her list. "Tick did one big job, but it's

really many small jobs." Henry thought of his own chores at

home. "What if we share them?" he said. "Everyone does one

small task, and together it's all done." Cog's green eyes

brightened behind her goggles.
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Cog unrolled a long paper schedule. "Oiling the north gear—

who can do that?" she asked. A worker with spring fingers

raised a hand. "Checking the south gear?" Another

volunteered. Pip rolled up eagerly. "I'll polish the hands extra

bright!" she chirped. Henry helped write the list, and the

workers nodded. Every small task found a helper.
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The tiny workers set to work. Some oiled, some tightened,

some polished. Pip zipped up and down the clock face, her red

scarf flapping. "This hand needs a shine!" she called. Henry

held a tiny ladder steady while a worker climbed to check a

spring. Everyone was busy, but nobody was alone. The clock's

tick began to sound a little stronger.
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But the clock was still slow. Henry noticed one gear that

nobody had touched. "Cog, what about this one?" he asked.

Cog checked her list. "That's the smallest gear. It hardly

matters." Pip rolled over. "But it's not turning at all!" she said.

Henry gently touched the gear. "Even small things matter," he

said. "May I try?"
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Henry took a tiny oil can from Tick's belt. Very carefully, he

placed one drop on the small gear. It stuck at first, then moved

—just a little. "It's working!" Pip cheered. Cog looked at her

list and gasped. "If that gear stops, the whole clock stops! Tick

always oiled it first." The workers stared at the tiny gear, then

at Henry.
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Tick woke up just then, feeling much better. He shuffled out in

his blue cap and tool belt. "What's happened?" he asked. Cog

showed him the new schedule. "We shared your jobs, Tick,"

she said. "Everyone helped." Tick looked at the busy workers

and the ticking clock. "I thought I had to do it all myself," he

said softly. "But look—it's all done!"
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The clock was still slow, so Henry had one more idea. "Let's oil

the big gears together," he said. "Many hands make light

work." Tick and Cog and Pip and all the workers lined up. They

passed the oil can from hand to hand, each adding a little.

Slowly, the gears began to spin faster. Tick... tock... tick...

tock... The clock found its rhythm again!
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The workers cheered. Pip spun in happy circles, her thimble

hat bouncing. Tick shook Henry's finger warmly. "You showed

us that small tasks matter," he said. "And that sharing makes

us stronger." Cog nodded. "We'll keep the new schedule," she

said. "Everyone helps, and everyone rests." Henry smiled. His

pocket watch clicked in agreement.
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Henry said goodbye to his tiny friends. "Come back anytime!"

called Pip. "We'll keep the clock ticking!" As Henry climbed

down the stairs, the clock tower chimed—loud and clear and

right on time. He stepped out into the street. People looked up

and smiled. The clock was working perfectly again.
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Henry walked home with his hand on his pocket watch. He

thought about Tick and Cog and Pip, and all the tiny workers

doing their small tasks. At home, he helped his mom set the

table. It was a small job, but it mattered. That night, the clock

tower chimed twelve, and Henry fell asleep smiling. Even the

smallest helper can make a big difference.
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