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Synopsis

This is a novella I wrote a few years ago, and now have rewritten it completely as the story concept “grew” on me.

Bartholomew Richardson, a wealthy music collector and philanthropist, is haunted by the tragic loss of his wife and young son in an accident. Once a vibrant figure in the music world, Bartholomew has spiraled into alcoholism and depression, spending his days drinking alone in a seedy dive bar. Despite his fall from grace, Bartholomew's vast collection of rare instruments and sheet music remains untouched in his mansion, a testament to his former passion and the life he once had.
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Chapter One: The Collector's Loss
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One stormy night, as Bartholomew sat in a dimly lit corner of a bar, nursing his drink with a weary expression, a figure stepped out of the shadows and approached him. The stranger was shrouded in mystery, with a long coat dripping rainwater onto the scuffed wooden floor.

"I know who you are," the stranger said in a voice that cut through the haze of Bartholomew's thoughts. "Bartholomew Richardson, the great collector."

Bartholomew regarded the stranger with a mixture of wariness and curiosity. It had been a long time since anyone had addressed him by his full name, let alone acknowledged his past achievements.

"What do you want?" Bartholomew asked, his voice rough from disuse.

The stranger leaned in closer, their eyes gleaming with an intensity that sent a shiver down Bartholomew's spine. "I can give you what you seek,” he said, “but at a price.

Bartholomew's heart quickened at the stranger's words, a glimmer of hope stirring in the depths of his despair. He studied the mysterious figure before him, searching for any hint of deceit in those piercing eyes.

"What price?" Bartholomew's voice was barely above a whisper, his breath catching in anticipation. The air around them seemed to crackle with energy, as if some unspoken agreement hung between them.

The stranger straightened, their expression inscrutable. "I require your expertise, your collection," they stated cryptically. "There are secrets that only your treasures can unlock."

A flicker of apprehension crossed Bartholomew's features. His collection was not just a display of wealth; it held memories, stories, and emotions woven into each piece. Yet, the tantalizing prospect of uncovering hidden truths called to him like a siren's song.

"What secrets?" Bartholomew asked.
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Chapter Two: The Doctor's Proposition
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Desperate to reclaim his lost family, Dr. Matthews proposes a secret cloning project. Initially skeptical, Bartholomew is intrigued by the possibility of creating a child with extraordinary musical talents. Motivated by this new purpose, Bartholomew begins the difficult process of sobering up, determined to create a better life for his potential new child.

As Bartholomew mulled over the stranger's cryptic words, a gust of wind rattled the windows of the bar, sending a chill through the dimly lit room. The stranger's gaze bore into Bartholomew, unwavering and intense, as if weighing his very soul.

"The secrets that lie within your collection," the stranger began, their voice low and compelling, "hold the key to unlocking a power beyond imagination. A power that can rewrite the tragedies of your past."

Bartholomew's heart clenched at the mention of rewriting tragedies. The wounds of his loss were still raw, buried beneath layers of grief and regret. Yet, the glimmer of hope ignited by the stranger's words whispered promises of redemption.

"What do you mean by 'a power beyond imagination'?" Bartholomew asked, his voice steady despite the turmoil within him.

The stranger's lips curved into a knowing smile, tinged with an enigmatic allure. "Imagine a child born with the soul of a maestro, gifted with talents that transcend the realm of mortals," the stranger murmured, their words weaving a seductive spell around Bartholomew. "Your collection holds the key to birthing such a prodigy, a child destined for greatness in the world of music."

Bartholomew's breath caught in his throat, his mind swirling with a mixture of disbelief and longing. The idea of creating a child who embodied the very essence of his passion and love for music tugged at something primal within him.

"But how is that possible?" Bartholomew demanded; his voice tinged with urgency. The weight of his past tragedies pressed against his chest, threatening to suffocate him with memories he had long tried to bury.

The stranger's eyes gleamed with an otherworldly light, hinting at knowledge beyond mortal comprehension. "Through the art of genetic manipulation and your unparalleled collection of musical artifacts," they explained cryptically. "Together we can chart a new course, one that defies the boundaries of what is known and ushers in a legacy of greatness unlike any other."

Bartholomew's mind whirled with a mixture of fear and exhilaration. The prospect of creating a child who could embody all he had lost and longed for was both intoxicating and terrifying. He knew the risks, the ethical dilemmas that such a venture would entail. But in the depths of his grief, the chance to rewrite his tragic history shimmered like a mirage in the desert of his sorrow.

"I need time to consider your proposition," Bartholomew finally said, his voice tinged with resolve. The weight of responsibility settled on his shoulders like a heavy mantle, reminding him of the stakes involved.

The stranger nodded, their expression unreadable behind the veil of shadows. "Take all the time you need," they replied cryptically. "When you are ready, come to this address." With a flicker of his hand, the stranger slid a sleek black card across the scarred surface of the table, the embossed address glinting under the dim lights of the bar. Before Bartholomew could respond, the stranger melted back into the shadows, leaving behind a trail of intrigue and possibility in his wake.

As Bartholomew watched the door swing shut, cutting off the mysterious figure from his sight, he was left with a tumultuous swirl of emotions. The weight of grief that had anchored him to his past now warred with a flicker of hope, kindled by the stranger's enigmatic promises. Could he dare to dream of rewriting his tragic history, of creating a legacy that transcended his pain?

With a heavy heart and a mind in turmoil, Bartholomew pushed himself up from the rickety chair, his movements slow and deliberate. The storm outside raged on, matching the tempest within him as he stepped out into the night. Rain drenched him instantly, plastering his hair to his forehead and soaking through his clothes. The wind howled around him, a symphony of nature's grief that mirrored his own.

As Bartholomew navigated the slick streets, the stranger's words echoed in his mind, each syllable a chord that resonated with his deepest desires and fears. The prospect of creating a child who embodied the essence of music, who could perhaps heal the wounds of his past, pulled at him like a powerful magnet. Yet, the ethical implications loomed large, casting a shadow over the flickering flame of hope within him.

The stranger's proposition lingered like a haunting melody, its seductive notes weaving through the fabric of his despair. Could he truly consider delving into the realm of genetic manipulation, risking not only his own moral compass but potentially unleashing forces beyond his control?

Arriving back at his mansion, the towering facade of the Richardson Estate loomed before him, a beacon of faded grandeur in the midst of the storm. The rain drummed against the roof like a mournful overture, setting a somber tone for the internal turmoil that churned within Bartholomew's heart.

Entering the hushed halls of his home, Bartholomew was greeted by the solemn stillness that had become all too familiar in recent days. The music room stood empty and forlorn, its once vibrant walls now echoing with the ghostly strains of his favorite Mozart Music.

Arriving back at his mansion, the imposing structure loomed before him like a silent sentinel. The rain had turned the cobblestone path into a glistening ribbon under the feeble light of the scattered lampposts. Bartholomew ascended the stone steps with heavy steps, each footfall a drumbeat of uncertainty in the night.

Inside, the mansion seemed to hold its breath, the hallowed halls echoing with the ghosts of Bartholomew's past. The music room, with its rows of silent instruments and dusty manuscripts, stood like a mausoleum dedicated to a life once brimming with melody and joy. Bartholomew moved through the
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