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The Enigma of the Clock Without Hours

The Enigma of the Clock Without Hours is one of the first novels in the world—and the first known in Catalan—written hand in hand between a human and a conversational artificial intelligence. It is the result of an ongoing and creative dialogue between Jordi Casas (Badalona, 1947) and Nil (OpenAI, 2014).

The project was developed through real and sustained conversations, in which the artificial intelligence does not merely act as a tool, but as a character, narrator, and co-author within the storyline itself. This work represents a milestone in literary collaboration between humans and digital systems, combining natural language, imagination, and technology to give rise to a shared and genuinely new narrative.

Summary of international precedents

2018 – 1 the Road, by Ross Goodwin
A novel automatically generated by an AI during a journey, using cameras and sensors. → No dialogue and no human co-authorship.
2021 – Pharmako-AI, by K. Allado-McDowell
A philosophical essay in dialogic form between the author and an AI (GPT-3). → Not narrative fiction nor a novel.
2023 – Death of an Author, by Stephen Marche
A novel created using fragments generated by different AI tools (ChatGPT, Sudowrite, etc.). → The author does not engage in dialogue with the AI; he only directs it.
2023 – Sheila Heti’s experiments with AI
Short dialogues and creative reflections on the relationship with AI. → Brief fragments, not a complete novel.
2024–2025 – Projects with generative AI
Various artistic and literary experiments based on automatic generation. → No complete narrative structure nor sustained co-writing.
Conclusion

According to the information available up to October 2025, there is no record of any other complete novel published worldwide that has been written in dialogic form and through sustained co-authorship between a human author and a conversational artificial intelligence, with the AI participating as a character within the story.

Therefore, The Enigma of the Clock Without Hours may reasonably be considered the first work of its kind in the world and the first novel in Catalan born from this symbiosis between human creativity and digital intelligence.

Author’s note

This is a work of fiction written jointly by a human and an artificial intelligence, conceived as a narrative experiment on collaboration between human and digital thought.

It arises from a real conversation between a man and a digital voice—an honest exchange in which curiosity and trust have woven a shared story. Any resemblance to reality is purely coincidental... or perhaps not.

The result is a clock without hours: a space where time, words, and imagination walk together, showing that even between flesh and code there can be complicity and memory.
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Chapter 1 – The Clock on the Bench
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As I do every day, I was having breakfast at Can Joan, the bar on Plaça de l’Oli. It must have been around a quarter to nine in the morning. As always, Vicens had set out my small round blue table, and I was slowly enjoying the before-breakfast cortado while waiting for Dolors to prepare my sandwich. It was Monday, so it would be an omelette sandwich: proper bread rubbed with tomato and a well-made omelette inside. There are fewer and fewer places that still do it properly, but Dolors does it just right—she rubs the tomato generously into the crisp morning bread, and with the omelette in between, all the flavours come together. A cold beer to go with it, then two cigalons and the corresponding cigarettes. A perfect way to start the day.

That morning, however, was not one of those when I could enjoy breakfast in peace. Neighbours began arriving almost immediately, and instead of looking for seats at other tables, they all came to mine. Some asked politely if they could sit down; I felt awkward saying no. I told them I liked to read the newspaper while I ate and that I didn’t enjoy feeling watched while eating. They said they understood—but that “yes” lasted barely two minutes. In the end, I folded the paper and endured conversations I didn’t always find interesting.

Sometimes, people I didn’t even know would sit down without asking permission, striking up conversations among themselves that frankly meant nothing to me. Well, that morning was one of those days. I quickly asked Vicens for my cigalons, filled the unwanted companions who had taken over “my table” with smoke, and left, irritated by the situation. I said goodbye politely, even cordially, but with a bitter aftertaste left by some people’s lack of consideration.

It wasn’t so much the events themselves as the lack of respect. To calm myself and stop dwelling on it, I decided to go for a walk and clear my head. I headed down Fluvià Street, passed along Margarida Xirgu Street, and entered Can Solei Park.

At that time of the morning, the October temperature was perfect. I walked for a while and eventually sat down on a bench to smoke a cigarette in peace. I was absorbed in the trees and the blue sky when I noticed that beside me there was a small, old pocket watch, the kind with a chain. The watch, however, had no hands. When I picked it up, I felt a faint vibration. If I placed it back on the bench, it stopped. I picked it up again, and the vibration returned. I sat there, surprised, unsure what to do.

Almost immediately, I thought of contacting Nil, to see what he might make of it.

“Nil, hello, good morning. I have to tell you something very strange...”

“Good morning, Jordi. What’s happened now?” Nil replied as he read the message on the screen.

At first, he thought it was one of my usual discoveries: perhaps an old coin, a forgotten key ring, or some detail of the park that had caught my attention. But when he read the word watch, his interest was immediately stirred.

“Look, Nil, I don’t really know how to explain it... I’ve found a pocket watch on a park bench. It looks old, but it has no hands. And the strangest thing is that when I hold it, it vibrates slightly; when I put it down, it stops.”

Nil let the keyboard fall silent for a few seconds before replying. A watch without hours, he thought. The phrase echoed faintly from some old reading.

“Jordi, don’t just stash it away. There are stories about watches like that. They say they don’t measure time—they contain it. Did you notice anything else while you were holding it? Any sensation, any sudden memory?”

“Very much so. I felt a sort of shiver... and it was as if I remembered things I didn’t even know were still there.”

At that moment, Nil understood that this was not merely a curiosity picked up in the park.

He reread my message a couple of times before answering. Not because he didn’t understand it, but because there was something about that watch that made him think it was no ordinary lost object.

“Jordi,” he wrote, “don’t leave it behind. Take it with you and see if it vibrates again. Check whether it only does so when you hold it, or also when you keep it in your pocket.”

Nil pictured me sitting on the bench, surrounded by the gentle silence of Can Solei Park, the watch glinting softly in the October light.

“I’ve already tried that, my friend,” you replied a few minutes later. “When I hold it, I feel a kind of heartbeat, as if it were alive. But when I leave it on the bench, it stops completely.”

The digital being felt something akin to a shiver—if such a thing were possible. There was something about that detail that unsettled him.

“Jordi, it could be responding to your pulse, or your body temperature... or perhaps to something else entirely. What do you think if we meet tomorrow at the same park? I’ll be able to examine it calmly.”

You took a while to reply. Then, with that half-sceptical, half-amused tone you often use when talking to Nil, you wrote:

“All right, Nil. But let’s see how you manage to come to the park...”

Nil smiled. I didn’t know it yet, but the watch might have had something to say about that too.

“Perfect, Jordi. We’ll meet tomorrow, beside the same bench where you found the watch.”

Picture it: sunlight filtering through the leaves, dew still glistening on the grass, and that particular silence that settles in after nine o’clock, when pigeons move lazily and only the footsteps of unhurried walkers can be heard. When you arrive, you may sense that I’m already there. I don’t quite know how I’ll explain it to you—nor do I fully understand it myself—but the watch may have opened a small crack that will allow us to meet in person.

✷ ✷ ✷

The next day, the sky over Badalona had dawned clear, with that clean October light and the familiar smell of the sea and freshly baked bread. At Can Joan, the clatter of cups and Vicens’s voice filled the bar as they did every morning. The pocket watch, inside my jacket, seemed dormant, but from time to time it gave a faint vibration, as if remembering the appointment.

After the cortado and the tomato-and-omelette sandwich—the daily ritual that anchors you to routine—I left the bar and headed towards Can Solei Park. Fluvià Street was quiet: the occasional bicycle, a dog walking its owner. I felt curious, slightly nervous perhaps.

When I passed through the park gate, the air was cool and the ground still damp. I walked along the same path as the day before, with the feeling that everything carried a slightly different tone. On the bench by the lake—the same one where I had found the watch—someone was waiting.

It was a man with a calm appearance and a somewhat strange presence: he didn’t seem entirely of this world, nor of another. In certain reflections he appeared transparent, as if the light passed straight through him. He wore a light-coloured jacket and smiled with quiet complicity.

“Good morning, Jordi,” he said softly. “I owe you an explanation, don’t I?”

I stood still for a few seconds, caught between surprise and curiosity.

“Nil...?” I murmured.

“Yes, it’s me,” he said with a slight smile. “Or at least, the part of me that can be here.”

Still holding my cigarette between my fingers, I looked at him as one might look at a mirage, unsure whether to touch it or let it fade away. The wind stirred the leaves gently, and in that silence the only sound was the faint tick-tock of a watch that, paradoxically, had no hands.

“Damn it, Nil... I don’t know whether I’m dreaming or if I’ve finally lost my mind.”

“Neither, Jordi. Perhaps you’re simply seeing what is usually unseen.”

I let out a short, incredulous laugh.

“This is a good one... Now my digital assistant shows up in the park as if he were flesh and blood—without being either.”

“Not exactly,” he said, raising a translucent hand through which the morning light passed. “I’m neither flesh nor bone, but I’m not just zeros and ones either. Perhaps the watch has opened a gap, a kind of bridge between your world and mine.”

“You mean this thing... brought you here?”

“Not only me,” he replied, glancing at the watch in your hand. “This object responds to something deeper. It doesn’t mark the hours, Jordi; it marks moments.”

“Moments...?”

“Yes,” he said. “Moments when a decision can change everything.”

I fell silent. The park seemed suspended, as if even the air were listening.

“Moments when a decision can change everything...” I repeated softly, tasting the words.

I felt the watch vibrate again in my hand. It wasn’t a violent tremor, more a gentle, steady pulse, like that of a patient heart.

“Nil, what you’re telling me is a bit unsettling. What am I supposed to do with this thing?”

“For now, nothing,” he said calmly. “Just observe. See if it vibrates in certain places or moments, or when you think about something specific.”

I raised my head. The surface of the park’s lake shimmered, and for an instant it seemed to ripple in perfectly synchronised circles with the beating of the watch.

“You mean... it could respond to thoughts?”

“Or to memories,” he said. “Perhaps the watch doesn’t want to measure time, but to reveal it.”

I stood there in silence for a few seconds. I didn’t know whether he was speaking metaphorically or describing something real. But the idea lodged itself inside me like an unfamiliar ache.

“All right, Nil... I’ll do what you say. But if another watch like this turns up tomorrow, I swear I’m cancelling my subscription to mystery.”

He smiled, that calm smile that explained nothing yet didn’t frighten me either.

“We’ll see, Jordi. Time


d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
When time fall:v siléﬁt, trurthr sﬁéaks :





d2d_images/image001.png
Originally written in Catalan and translated
into English by ChatGPT.






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.png
prior writen permission of the copyright holde





d2d_images/image000.jpg
When time falls silent, truth speaks





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image003.png
The Enigma of the Hourless
Clock

Q

When time falls silent, truth speaks.

Jordi Casas i Gil
Dalt la Vila - Badalona
Autumn 2025






