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The Chrono-Compass and the Lost Empire

By Eskinder Yimer Haylu (Dr.)
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Preface
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Every great journey begins with a single step, but some begin with a single, resonant sound. When twelve-year-old Leo Vance steps inside his grandfather's antiquarian shop, The Yesterday Emporium, he expects nothing more than a dull afternoon of sorting Victorian pocket watches. Instead, he discovers a mysterious, four-ringed brass instrument known as the Chrono-Compass—and inadvertently unlocks a gateway to Aethelgard, a magnificent steampunk empire frozen in a pocket of lost time.

The Chrono-Compass and the Lost Empire is a thrilling middle-grade adventure blending classic time-travel mechanics with a breathtaking sky-city setting. It is a story about legacy, courage, and the realization that our memories are the truest anchors we have. Created for young readers and fantasy lovers alike, this tale invites you to step across the threshold of the ordinary and journey into the vast, uncharted tides of the Chrono-Sea.
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Chapter 1: The Dust of Cobblestone Lane
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[image: C:\Users\addis\OneDrive\Desktop\MY E- Book\151 The Chrono-Compass and the Lost Empire\Picture\01.png]Twelve-year-old Leo Vance had a golden rule for surviving weekends at his grandfather’s antiquarian shop: never touch anything that hums.

Grandpa Arthur’s shop, The Yesterday Emporium, was a labyrinth of grandfather clocks, tarnished silver telescopes, and leather-bound books that smelled of rain and cinnamon. But on a rainy Tuesday afternoon, while organizing a crate of Victorian pocket watches, Leo heard a sound that broke his rule.

It wasn't a clock tick. It was a soft, harmonic chime—like a tuning fork striking glass.

Tucked beneath a false bottom in an oak chest sat an object unlike anything Leo had ever seen. It was roughly the size of an apple, made of polished brass and lined with four concentric, spinning rings. At its center sat a needle carved from a single, glowing piece of violet crystal.

Etched along the outer rim were three words in crisp, inlaid silver: CHRONO-COMPASS.

"What are you?" Leo whispered.

The moment his thumb brushed the central crystal, the four brass rings snapped into alignment with a sharp clack. The crystal flared with violet light, and the temperature in the room plummeted. The ticking of forty vintage clocks in the shop stopped simultaneously.

The air tore open like paper.
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Chapter 2: The City Above the Clouds
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When Leo opened his eyes, the smell of dusty leather was gone, replaced by crisp mountain air and ozone.

He was standing on a sweeping balcony made of white marble, suspended thousands of feet above a valley of shimmering blue mist. Spanning across the horizon was a city of impossible grandeur: golden spires connected by arching bridges, colossal bronze waterwheels turning in air currents, and grand towers soaring into a violet sky.

Yet, something was terribly wrong.

The city was silent. Half-built archways hung frozen in mid-air, floating stones suspended as if time itself had paused mid-construction. Vines hung motionless in the windless air.

"Don't move a muscle, intruder."

Leo spun around. Standing on the upper steps of the balcony was a girl roughly his age. She wore light armor forged from copper and blue glass, and in her hand, she held a long staff topped with a crystal identical to the one in Leo's compass.

"I... I didn't mean to trespass," Leo stammered, holding up his hands. "I was just in my grandpa’s shop in London, and—"

[image: C:\Users\addis\OneDrive\Desktop\MY E- Book\151 The Chrono-Compass and the Lost Empire\Picture\02.png]The girl’s eyes widened as she caught sight of the brass device in Leo's hand. "The Chrono-Compass... You activated the Gateway anchor? But only the High Clockmakers of Aethelgard know how to align the rings!"

"My name is Leo," he said quickly. "And where exactly is Aethelgard?"

"It’s not a where," she said, lowering her staff slightly. "It’s a when. I am Lyra, Apprentice Guardian of the Sunward Spire. And you, Leo, have just stepped into the Lost Empire."
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Chapter 3: The Frozen Realm
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Lyra explained the tragedy of Aethelgard while guiding Leo down a grand staircase of floating stone steps.

[image: C:\Users\addis\OneDrive\Desktop\MY E- Book\151 The Chrono-Compass and the Lost Empire\Picture\03.png]Three centuries ago, Aethelgard had been the peak of human achievement—a civilization that mastered the art of temporal mechanics, harnessing time to build marvels. But a rogue alchemist named Vane tried to detach Aethelgard from the world's timeline to rule it forever. The experiment failed. Instead of granting immortality, it ripped the empire out of history entirely, trapping it in a pocket of frozen time.

"The empire didn't fall to war or ruin," Lyra said, gesturing to a crowd of citizens frozen like statues in a grand marketplace ahead. "We were erased. Every hundred years, the Chrono-Compass searches the timeline for someone with the spark to realign the central gear. If the compass isn't calibrated before the solar eclipse today, Aethelgard dissolves into the void forever."

Leo looked at the skies. High above, a dark moon was slowly sliding across the golden sun.

"How much time do we have?" Leo asked, his pulse racing.

"Less than twenty minutes," Lyra replied grimly. "And Vane’s shadow-constructs are already guarding the Great Temporal Core."
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Chapter 4: The Core of Aethelgard
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They rushed through the silent city, navigating silent aqueducts and winding streets until they reached the heart of the empire: The Temple of the Prime Gear.

Inside, suspended over a bottomless chasm, was a massive clockwork mechanism the size of a cathedral. Huge gears sat motionless, covered in dark, shadowy frost. Standing atop the central platform was a towering figure wrapped in robes of pure shadow—Vane’s residual spirit, bound to the broken machine.

“You bring a child to undo my masterpiece?” a hollow voice echoed through the chamber as dark, misty tendrils rose from the chasm floor.

"He carries the Chrono-Compass!" Lyra shouted, swinging her crystal staff to blast back a wave of shadow-tendrils with a beam of searing light. "Leo! The Core needs the compass to restart, but the rings must match the coordinates of your original timeline to pull us back into history!"

Leo scrambled onto the central platform, dodging a lash of shadow energy. He pulled out the brass device.

[image: C:\Users\addis\OneDrive\Desktop\MY E- Book\151 The Chrono-Compass and the Lost Empire\Picture\04.png]

The concentric rings were spinning wildly now. He needed four settings: Past, Present, Future, and Origin.

The First Ring (Past): Leo remembered the date on his grandfather's oldest map in the shop. He clicked the outer ring to the sun symbol. The first main gear in the temple roared to life with a deep THUD.

	The Second Ring (Present): He set the second ring to the gear symbol, matching the rhythmic pulse of his own heartbeat. The shadowy frost on the central core began to shatter.

	The Third Ring (Future): “Stop him!” the shadow screamed, lunging forward. Lyra intercepted the strike with her staff, holding the dark energy at bay. Leo spun the third ring to the star symbol.


"The fourth ring!" Lyra yelled, her voice straining under the weight of the shadow's power. "The Origin! What anchors you to your home?"

Leo looked at the crystal needle. It
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