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In a dusty workshop full of gears and springs, a tiny clockwork

girl opened her amber glass eyes. Her name was Ada, and she

did not know how she got there. She sat up slowly, her brass

joints creaking. A small winding key turned on her back with a

soft tick-tick-tick. Somewhere in her memory, a pretty melody

played, and she hummed it softly.
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Ada looked around the workshop. Broken clocks covered the

shelves, and cobwebs hung from the ceiling. She found a

simple teal pinafore and a cream blouse, and she put them on.

Her copper-rose hair bounced in two short curls. The melody

in her head grew louder, pulling her toward the door. She

followed it out into the sunny street.
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The town was full of machines! Mechanical birds sang on

rooftops, and clockwork carts rolled by themselves. Ada asked

a lady, “Do you know this melody?” But the lady hurried past.

Ada felt small and lost. Then she heard a tin whistle playing

her tune. A boy in a floppy cap and patched mustard jacket sat

on a crate, grinning. “You know that song!” Ada said.
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The boy’s name was Pip. He had warm brown skin, messy

black hair, and a chipped front tooth. “I heard it from an old

music box,” he said. “Where did you learn it?” Ada told him

she remembered only the melody. Pip’s green eyes sparkled.

“Then we’ll follow it together!” He played the tune on his

whistle, and Ada’s gear pupils spun with joy.
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Pip led Ada through the mechanical town. They passed a shop

where robot arms fixed toys, and a fountain that played music

when you clapped. Ada’s boots clicked on the cobblestones.

“The melody feels like it’s coming from somewhere close,” she

said. Pip nodded. “We’ll find it. But first, let’s ask someone

who knows machines.”
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They found an old inventor named Moss in a cluttered shop.

He wore round goggles and a leather apron, and his wild grey

hair stuck out sideways. “A clockwork girl!” he said, adjusting

his brass hearing aid. “Let me see those gears.” He gently

tightened a loose screw on Ada’s elbow. “There. Now tell me

about that melody.”
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Ada hummed the tune, and Moss listened closely. “I know that

song,” he said. “A clockmaker on the hill used to play it. She

made wonderful mechanical things.” Ada’s amber eyes

widened. “Can you take me to her?” Moss packed his tool belt.

“I will. But the path is tricky. We’ll need to follow the notes.”
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The three friends set off. Pip played the melody on his whistle,

and Ada listened for the next note. Moss watched for clues in

the machines around them. They crossed a bridge of singing

pipes and climbed a hill of ticking clocks. Ada’s winding key

spun faster with excitement. “I think we’re getting close!” she

said.
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At the top of the hill, they found a small shop with a sign that

read “Clockmaker.” But the door was shut, and the windows

were dark. Ada knocked, but no one came. “Maybe she’s

gone,” Ada whispered. Pip put a hand on her shoulder. “Don’t

give up. Play the melody again.” So Ada hummed it, loud and

clear.
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Inside the shop, a curtain moved. A tall woman in a navy coat

peered out. She had silver-streaked auburn hair and a small

crescent scar on her cheek. When she saw Ada, her grey eyes

filled with tears. “You’re here,” she said softly. “I built you,

long ago. But I lost you, and I was too shy to search.”
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Ada stepped forward. “You made me?” The woman nodded. “I

am the clockmaker. I gave you that melody so you would

always find your way home.” Ada’s gears whirred with mixed

feelings. “But home isn’t just a place,” she said. “It’s the

people who care for you.” She looked at Pip and Moss, who

smiled back.

11



The clockmaker opened the door wider. “I see you’ve made

good friends,” she said. “I’m sorry I hid away. I thought you

wouldn’t want me.” Ada took her hand. “I do want you. But I

also want Pip and Moss. They helped me find you.” The

clockmaker nodded. “Then let’s all go inside. I’ll make tea, and

we can share stories.”
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Inside the shop, clocks ticked softly, and a warm fire crackled.

The clockmaker showed Ada a music box that played her

melody. “I made this for you,” she said. Ada hugged her.

“Thank you for my song.” Pip played his whistle, and Moss

tapped his foot. They spent the afternoon laughing and talking,

and Ada felt a warm glow inside her chest.
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From that day on, Ada visited the clockmaker often. But she

also spent time with Pip and Moss. They had picnics in the

park and fixed machines together. Ada learned that family is

not only about who built you. It grows through kindness,

friendship, and time spent together. Her heart ticked happily,

full of love.
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The clockmaker gave Ada a tiny new gear for her birthday. “To

remind you that you can always choose your own path,” she

said. Ada smiled. “I choose all of you.” Pip tooted his whistle,

and Moss raised a teacup. “To our clockwork girl!” they

cheered. Ada’s amber eyes sparkled. She belonged, and she

knew it.
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And if you ever hear a pretty melody floating through the

mechanical town, follow it. It might lead you to a little

clockwork girl with copper-rose curls and a heart full of

friendship. For Ada’s song still plays, reminding everyone that

home is where kindness lives, and family is made of love and

time.
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