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The Clockwork Pear

Yavuz DEMIRKIRAN



In a garden full of whirring and clicking, Professor Plum built
a most unusual tree. Its branches were silver, its leaves were
tin, and its fruit was made of gears and brass. The tree grew
clockwork pears, apples, and plums that ticked softly in the
breeze. Professor Plum smiled at his creation, his bright green
eyes twinkling behind round brass spectacles. 'Every
experiment takes patience,' he said.
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His apprentice, Poppy, was ten years old and quick as a
grasshopper. She wore green overalls over a yellow shirt and
carried a canvas satchel of tiny tools. Her short curly ginger
hair bounced in two bunches as she dashed around the
garden. 'Can I fix something today, Professor?' she asked
eagerly. Professor Plum chuckled. 'Patience, Poppy. First we
watch and learn.'




The garden was full of clockwork creatures. The friendliest
was Tick, a knee-high helper with a copper body and a round
glass eye that glowed amber. A tiny red scarf fluttered at his
neck, and a winding key stuck out of his back. Tick followed
Poppy everywhere, his little feet going click-click-click. 'Tick is
always cheerful,' said Poppy. 'Unless his gears get stuck.'
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One morning, Professor Plum wound the tree as usual. The
clockwork pears began their gentle tick-tock. But one pear—a
gleaming brass one with a tiny clock face on its side—started
ticking backward. Tick-tick-tick, it went, the wrong way round.
‘That's odd,' said Professor Plum, stroking his grey moustache.
'A backward tick could upset the whole garden.'
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Sure enough, strange things began to happen. Tick's glowing
eye flickered, and he started walking in circles. 'Tick, stop!
Poppy cried, but Tick just spun his little key and bumped into a
watering can. The other mechanical creatures wobbled and
wobbled. A tin rabbit hopped backward, and a copper bird
sang its song in reverse. The garden was in a muddle.
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Professor Plum examined the pear carefully. 'The main gear is
worn,' he said. 'It needs a new one before the harvest festival
tomorrow.' Poppy jumped up. 'I can fix it! ['ve watched you a
hundred times.' The Professor shook his head gently. 'It takes
patience, Poppy. And a steady hand.' But Poppy was already
reaching for her tools.




Poppy climbed the silver ladder and unhooked the pear. It felt
warm and heavy in her hands, still ticking backward. She
opened the tiny panel on its side and peered at the gears
inside. They were tangled and twisted. 'Don't worry, little
pear,' she whispered. 'I'll have you ticking forward in no time.'
But her fingers were too quick, and a tiny screw popped out.
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The screw rolled away under a bush. Poppy scrambled after it,
her red boots slipping on the grass. 'Oh no!' she gasped. 'T'll
never find it.' Tick trundled over, his amber eye flickering. He
pointed with a copper claw. There it was, glinting under a

daisy. 'Thank you, Tick,' said Poppy. 'But I'm not very good at
this.'




Poppy tried again, but her hands were still too fast. She
knocked a small spring loose, and it boinged across the
garden. 'Patience,' said Professor Plum softly, appearing beside
her. 'Remember, every inventor starts somewhere. Watch the
gears. See how they fit together?' Poppy took a deep breath
and nodded. She slowed down and looked closely.
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Tick stood beside her, holding a tiny oil can. 'Tick-tick,' he
beeped, offering it. Poppy smiled. 'Thanks, Tick.' She oiled the
gears gently, one by one. The pear's ticking slowed. It wasn't
backward anymore, but it wasn't quite right either. 'Almost,’
said Professor Plum. 'But the main gear still needs replacing.'
Poppy's heart sank. The festival was tomorrow.
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Poppy searched her satchel for a spare gear. There were many,
but none quite the right size. 'I'll have to make one,' she said.
She found a piece of brass and a tiny file. Slowly, carefully, she
shaped a new gear. Her tongue stuck out in concentration. It
took a long time, but she didn't rush. At last, the gear was

ready.




Poppy fitted the new gear into the pear. It clicked into place
perfectly. She closed the panel and wound the key at the top.
The pear began to tick—forward, steady and strong. 'You did
it!" cried Professor Plum, his green eyes shining. Tick spun
around with joy, his amber eye glowing bright and steady
again. The garden's creatures all stopped wobbling.
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The next day was the harvest festival. Lanterns hung from the
silver branches, and the clockwork fruit glowed warmly. People
came from all around to see Professor Plum's wonderful tree.
Poppy stood proudly beside the brass pear, which ticked
merrily on its branch. 'It works perfectly,' said Professor Plum.
'‘Because you were patient.' Poppy grinned, her freckled nose
wrinkling.




Tick wore a fresh red scarf and handed out tiny clockwork
pears to the children. They laughed and clapped as the
mechanical creatures danced in time. Poppy watched the pear
ticking steadily and felt a warm glow inside. 'I learned
something,' she told Professor Plum. 'What's that?' he asked.
‘That trying new things takes patience and practice,' she said.
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Professor Plum nodded and put an arm around her. 'Exactly,
my dear. Every experiment is a adventure, and every mistake
teaches us something.' Poppy looked at her tiny tools and
smiled. She knew there would be more experiments, more
mistakes, and more chances to be patient. And that felt like
the best kind of adventure of all.
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As the sun set, the garden twinkled with lights. The clockwork
pear ticked softly, keeping perfect time. Tick curled up at
Poppy's feet, his eye glowing contentedly. Professor Plum
wound the tree one last time, and all the fruit hummed a
gentle song. Poppy leaned against the silver trunk, happy and
proud. Patience, she thought, really is a kind of magic.
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