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The story is inspired by a variety of moments and dreams in real life.  It is a Mythical Fictional Story of Crystal Powers and the Origin of Time.

For Lena, the dreams were recurring dreams of a crystal clock that could stop time. Lena was seemingly always late in getting assignments in for school. In Grade 6, my Social Studies Teacher gave an assignment to the class to write a short story on anything. Lena did not complete mine on time and when Lena was asked to read mine in front of the class, she had to admit it wasn't complete. Her mother was notified and that evening she sat with my mother and wrote out a story from my dreams about a crystal clock that stopped time. It wasn’t a traditional clock. It was a giant crystal in the center of a crystal cave. In her dreams, sometimes she would touch the surface of the crystal and time would stop. It allowed her to go anywhere and only she was moving.
The next day at the beginning of class Lena was asked to read her story. As she read it, she could see her class mates were interested, but her stern teacher grabbed the half read story out of her hands, slapped her face and made kneel on her desk in front of the class for lying about creating the story. This incident made withdraw from those around her. But the dreams continued and Lena kept quiet. The dreams continued and became a passion of hers to try and understand what the meaning of these dreams was. When looking into Quantum Physic subjects which she knew nothing about, Lena was fascinated to learn about the controversial frequencies of the Universe and that some crystals here on earth vibrate at the same frequency and that there is so much we do not know when you break matter down to its smallest particles if that is even possible and the theory of relativity. It appears that we are all made up of energy.
We are all from the same energy that was present when the Universe was created. We are all connected in theory by Quantum Entanglement which is when particles link up, even if they’re far apart. It gives us a deep connection in the universe and the fabric of time. Some think this connection could be part of a global consciousness field. Ancient sites like Machu Picchu might have used this for healing and spiritual goals. It is an area rich with Quartz which vibrates at its own energy frequency. So, if energy is neither created nor destroyed, where is all the energy that makes life in the Universe? Can science match the frequency of Crystals to move freely in time and space? If we could, what would happen if we changed the future or the past? Or do we need to prevent any manipulations of time.
Lena continued her schooling and graduated from high school. She went to University in California and studied and received a degree in cultural anthropology. Her passion was still her chasing her dreams. After university, she felt fortunate to have been chosen to be part of a team to travel to Peru to continue research into the Nazca Lines and high energy readings that are found in the different mountainous regions. Lena’s story changes from here and she set out on a quest to search for a meaning to her dreams, meeting those who would help and those that would try to exploit her for the powers she was given in the crystal caves. She meets many good people and some who will try to exploit her discovery of what the Ancients had hidden for all these years. Lena was soon to learn that of a power she has and that she is one of the chosen ones since the time of her birth.

Copyright © 2024 GJ Sarsons
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Chapter 1: The Dream That Stopped Time
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Lena jolted upright, her breath ragged as her heart pounded against her ribcage. For a moment, the world felt hazy, her mind trapped in the space between sleep and wakefulness. She scanned her surroundings: pale blue walls, posters of constellations and distant places, and the soft glow of her bedside lamp. Slowly, reality began to reassert itself, but the dream’s grip lingered—sharp and unrelenting.

It had happened again. The crystal cave. The glowing clock. The hum.

Shoving her blankets aside, Lena swung her legs over the edge of the bed, her feet meeting the cool wooden floor. A chill ran through her as vivid images of the cave filled her mind. The walls shimmered with countless crystals, each radiating a soft, otherworldly light. At the center was the clock—a magnificent, pulsating crystal suspended midair, as if held aloft by an unseen force. Unlike ordinary clocks, it didn’t tick. Yet, Lena had felt it controlling time itself, stretching and twisting it around her like it was waiting for her to act.

But this dream had been different.

The hum had always been there—a deep, resonant vibration that filled the air—but now it felt alive. It wasn’t just a sound anymore; it was a presence, thrumming within her chest. It wasn’t external. It was part of her, a frequency she couldn’t escape.

Lena rubbed her temples, trying to shake the lingering sensation. “It’s just a dream,” she whispered to herself, but her voice lacked conviction. For as long as she could remember, these dreams had haunted her, growing more vivid with each passing year. As a child, she thought they were fragments of an overactive imagination, fueled by bedtime stories and her love of mysteries. But now, at twelve years old, they felt like something else—like a puzzle she was destined to solve.

The shrill beep of her alarm clock shattered her thoughts, jolting her further from sleep. She slapped the off button and sighed. 6:45 a.m. Time to face another Monday.

She shuffled to the mirror, catching her reflection. Her curly brown hair was a frizzy mess, and faint dark circles clung under her hazel eyes. She looked as tired as she felt, but after nights like that, who wouldn’t be?

“Lena!” her mom called from downstairs, her voice laced with impatience. “If you don’t get moving, you’ll miss the bus!”

“Coming!” Lena yelled back, though her feet stayed planted for another moment. She glanced at her desk—strewn with notebooks, pencils, and an unfinished Social Studies assignment. The blank page taunted her. She hadn’t even started. Every time she tried to focus, her thoughts drifted to the crystal cave, the glowing clock, and the unshakable hum.

With a resigned sigh, she grabbed her school uniform from the back of her chair and dressed quickly. Her movements were mechanical, her mind still lost in the dream. She wanted to tell someone—her mom, maybe, or her best friend Rachel—but how could she explain something so strange? It wasn’t just a dream anymore. It was in her chest, buzzing and alive.

It was real.



Downstairs, the warm smell of butter and syrup filled the air as her mom flipped pancakes on the stove. Normally, Lena would have been thrilled, but today she simply poked at her food, dragging her fork through the syrup and letting the pancakes grow cold.

Her mom frowned, sitting across from her at the table. “You’ve been quiet lately. Is everything okay?”

“Yeah,” Lena lied, forcing herself to take a bite. It tasted like cardboard. “Just tired.”

Her mom didn’t look convinced. “You know, you can talk to me. If something’s bothering you—”

“It’s nothing,” Lena interrupted, her voice sharper than she intended. She softened her tone. “Really, I’m fine.”

Her mom studied her for a moment longer but let it drop.

The doorbell rang, breaking the awkward silence. Her mom wiped her hands on a towel and went to answer it. Lena barely noticed, her thoughts returning to the dream. The clock. The cave. The hum.

When her mom returned, she held a thick envelope in her hands. “This came for you,” she said, her tone curious.

“For me?” Lena frowned. She rarely got mail. She took the envelope, her fingers brushing against its heavy, expensive-feeling paper. Her name was written in neat, dark ink, but there was no return address.

“What is it?” her mom asked, leaning over to peer at the envelope.

“I... don’t know.” Lena’s hands trembled slightly as she tore it open. Inside was a single sheet of crisp, ivory-colored paper. She unfolded it and read the message written in bold, elegant script:

Lena, your destiny is tied to the crystal clock. You must seek it before it is too late. Only you can control time. Your journey begins soon. Trust the signs, and trust yourself. You are chosen.

Lena’s heart raced as the buzzing in her chest flared, sharp and insistent. It was as though the words had activated something deep within her. She read the message again, her hands shaking. It didn’t make sense—none of it did—but it felt... true.

“Lena? What does it say?” her mom asked, her voice tinged with concern.

Lena quickly folded the paper, hiding it from view. “It’s... nothing,” she stammered, her voice unsteady. “Probably a mistake.”

Her mom frowned. “A mistake? Lena, that doesn’t—”

“I need to go,” Lena blurted, standing so quickly her chair scraped against the floor. She grabbed her bag, stuffed the letter inside, and slung it over her shoulder.

“Lena—”

“I’ll be fine!” she called over her shoulder, slipping out the door and leaving her mom staring after her.



Outside, the crisp autumn air stung her cheeks, but it didn’t clear her head. She clutched her bag tightly, the letter’s words burning in her mind.

The clock. The cave. The hum.

It wasn’t just a dream. It was real.



This rewrite maintains all the key elements of the original narrative while smoothing out any awkward phrasing, improving transitions, and enhancing the story’s pacing. The tone remains true to Lena’s perspective, blending her sense of confusion and determination with the mounting mystery of the crystal clock.

Lena walked quickly, her thoughts racing as she headed toward the bus stop. The quiet neighborhood felt muted, the streets lined with trees shedding their autumn leaves in shades of gold and red. Normally, she would have kicked at a stray pile of leaves or stopped to admire the crisp morning, but not today. She barely noticed the crunch beneath her sneakers or the cool breeze brushing against her cheeks.

All she could think about was the letter.

Who had sent it? How did they know about her dreams? And what did they mean by “destiny”? The word felt heavy, almost suffocating.

The hum in her chest grew stronger with every step, as if urging her forward. But forward where? She was just a kid. She had no idea where to start or what she was supposed to do. And yet, deep down, she knew the letter wasn’t random. It wasn’t some cruel joke or mistake. It was meant for her.

At the bus stop, she slumped onto the bench, her bag resting on her lap. The other kids were chatting and laughing, their voices a distant hum compared to the vibration in her chest. It felt like she was in a separate world, one where time itself had slowed just for her.

Lena glanced around, half-expecting someone to appear and explain everything, but the street was empty except for the usual cars and commuters. She reached into her bag and pulled out the letter, unfolding it carefully.

“You are chosen.”

The words sent a shiver down her spine. Chosen for what? She scanned the faces of the other kids waiting for the bus, wondering if they could somehow sense the weight of what she was carrying. But they were absorbed in their own lives, oblivious to her growing turmoil.

With a screech of brakes, the school bus pulled up, breaking her thoughts. Lena climbed aboard and found an empty seat near the back. She pressed her forehead to the window as the town blurred past, her mind spinning.

The clock. The cave. The hum.

They weren’t just dreams anymore. They were real, and they were connected to her in ways she didn’t yet understand.

By the time the bus pulled into the school parking lot, Lena had made a decision. She didn’t know where this path would lead, but she couldn’t ignore it. The clock was calling her.

She had to find it.



​The School Day

The school day dragged on like an eternity. Lena barely paid attention in class, her thoughts far from the chalkboard and textbooks. Mrs. Thompson, her Social Studies teacher, handed out reminders about their short story assignment, but Lena’s notebook remained blank.

Every time she tried to write, her mind drifted back to the message.

At lunch, her best friend Rachel plopped down beside her, her tray loaded with pizza and fries. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost,” Rachel said, eyeing her closely. “What’s up?”

“Nothing,” Lena muttered automatically, but Rachel wasn’t buying it.

“Come on, spill. You’ve been weird all day.”

Lena hesitated, her fingers tightening around her juice box. Rachel was her best friend. If anyone would understand, it was her. But how could she explain something so strange?

Finally, she sighed. “I’ve been having these dreams,” she began, keeping her voice low. “About this... clock. And today, I got this weird letter.”

Rachel’s eyes widened. “A letter? From who?”

“I don’t know,” Lena admitted. “But it said I’m supposed to find the clock. That it’s my destiny or something.”

Rachel blinked, and then a grin spread across her face. “Okay, that’s officially the coolest thing I’ve ever heard.”

“It’s not cool,” Lena said, her voice sharper than she intended. “It’s... terrifying. I don’t know what it means, and I don’t know what to do.”

Rachel’s grin faded. “Do you think it’s real? Like, actually real?”

Lena nodded slowly. “I think it is.”



By the time Lena got home, the buzzing in her chest had settled into a persistent hum, like a quiet engine idling beneath her ribs. She let herself in, the familiar scent of her mom’s cooking wafting through the air. Normally, it would have made her smile, but today, it barely registered.

She trudged upstairs, her bag feeling heavier than usual. Shutting the door behind her, she sat at her cluttered desk and pulled out the letter again.

The words stared back at her, unchanging but no less powerful:

“Your destiny is tied to the crystal clock. You must seek it before it is too late. Only you can control time. Your journey begins soon. Trust the signs, and trust yourself. You are chosen.”

Lena read it over and over, hoping the repetition would unlock some hidden meaning. How had this person—whoever they were—known about her dreams? About the clock? And what did it mean to “control time”?

The questions piled up in her mind, each one more impossible than the last.

With a frustrated sigh, she reached for her dream journal, the battered notebook she kept hidden beneath her mattress. Flipping through the pages, she found her sketches of the cave: jagged crystal walls, the glowing clock at the center, and strange patterns of light that had imprinted themselves in her memory. Next to the drawings were hurried notes she had written in the middle of the night:

“The hum feels stronger.”
“The light shifts when I move closer.”
“Time feels slower, like it’s waiting for me.”
She grabbed a pen and added a new entry:

“November 25. The letter arrived today. It knows about the clock. It says I’m chosen, but I don’t know why. The hum is stronger. I feel like something is going to happen, but I don’t know what.”

She stared at the words, then underlined them. It wasn’t much, but it felt like a small step toward figuring out the truth.



​That Night

When bedtime came, Lena lay in the darkness, her dream journal tucked under her pillow and the letter folded neatly beside her. Sleep didn’t come easily. Her mind replayed the dream over and over: the glowing clock, the pulsing hum, the way time seemed to bend and twist around her.

When she finally drifted off, the dream came again, vivid and all-consuming.

The cave loomed before her, hidden behind a curtain of vines. Inside, the walls shimmered with light, the crystals glowing like stars in the darkness. The hum was deafening now, vibrating through her very core.

At the center of the cave stood the clock, its radiance filling the space with warmth and power.

Lena approached cautiously, her footsteps echoing on the smooth stone floor. As she moved closer, the clock seemed to respond, its light pulsing in rhythm with her heartbeat. Her fingers trembled as she reached out, stopping just short of its glowing surface.

The hum grew louder, a symphony of sound and energy, and then—

“Find me,” a voice whispered, soft yet commanding. “Find me before it’s too late.”

The voice sent shivers down her spine, but before she could respond, the ground shifted beneath her. The clock’s light dimmed, and darkness swallowed her whole.



Lena woke with a gasp, clutching her chest as her heart pounded. The hum was still there, faint but unmistakable, like a whisper in the back of her mind.

She sat up, reaching for her journal. The voice from the dream echoed in her head:

“Find me before it’s too late.”

She didn’t know where to start or how to follow the voice’s command, but one thing was clear:

The clock was real. It was waiting for her.

And somehow, she had to find it.
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​Chapter 2: The Incident
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Lena sat stiffly at her desk, gripping the edges of her notebook as though it were the only thing keeping her tethered to the moment. The first bell of the day had rung, signaling the start of her morning lesson, but Lena’s mind was light-years away, back in the dream, in the hum-filled cave where the crystal clock glowed with an impossible light.

Her notebook lay open before her, the page starkly empty save for the hastily scribbled title at the top: The Crystal Clock. The words seemed to mock her, a silent accusation of her inability to bring her thoughts into focus. Mrs. Thompson’s assignment had been straightforward: Write about anything, she’d said. “Let your imagination guide you.”

Anything.

And yet, Lena had stared at the blank page for hours the night before, her pen hovering uselessly above it. She had tried to write about the clock, about the cave, about the hum that seemed to pulse through her very soul. But each time she started, her thoughts became disjointed, the buzzing inside her chest growing louder and louder until it drowned out everything else.

Around her, the classroom buzzed with life: pencils scratching against paper, notebooks flipping open, the occasional ripple of laughter from her classmates. It was the sound of normalcy, of students engaged in their tasks.

Lena barely noticed.

Her heart pounded in her chest as she stared down at the page. She wanted to write. Needed to. But every time she tried, her thoughts spiraled back to the dream, to the clock’s strange, otherworldly glow, and to the message she had received in her sleep: You are chosen.

The words reverberated in her mind, impossibly vast and incomprehensible, as elusive as the dream itself.

“Alright, class!” Mrs. Thompson’s sharp voice cut through the chatter, startling Lena out of her thoughts. The teacher clapped her hands twice, the sound reverberating in the suddenly silent room. “Let’s settle down and get started. I hope you all brought your short stories today. We’ll be sharing them aloud.”

Lena’s stomach twisted into a knot. She had forgotten—no, avoided—this part of the assignment. Her classmates’ gazes flicked toward her as Mrs. Thompson’s words sank in.

Mrs. Thompson scanned the room, her eyes narrowing slightly. “Who would like to go first?” she asked, looking for the inevitable volunteers.

Several hands shot into the air, their owners eager to show off. Lena shrank in her seat, willing herself to disappear. Her heart thudded against her ribs, the buzzing in her chest growing sharper, more insistent.

“Let’s start with Jason,” Mrs. Thompson said, motioning to the boy in the second row.

Jason strode to the front of the class, his neatly typed story in hand, and began to read. It was a classic tale of knights and dragons, complete with a daring rescue of a princess. The class clapped politely when he finished, and Jason returned to his seat with a triumphant grin.

Next came Maria, who read a whimsical piece about a talking cat that could grant wishes. The class laughed in all the right places, Maria’s confidence evident in every word.

Then Darren, who delivered a dark, suspenseful story about a haunted house.

One by one, Lena’s classmates took their turns, each story met with polite applause. The more they shared, the heavier Lena’s notebook felt, its blank pages a silent indictment of her failure.

And then Mrs. Thompson’s gaze landed on her.

“Lena,” the teacher said, her voice calm but expectant. “Your turn.”

Lena froze.

The hum in her chest surged, roaring to life, drowning out every sound in the room. Her fingers tightened around her notebook, her breathing shallow. She couldn’t do this. Her story wasn’t finished—it wasn’t even started. There was nothing to share.

“Lena,” Mrs. Thompson said again, her tone sharpening. “Please come to the front.”

Lena’s legs felt like lead as she pushed herself to her feet. Clutching her notebook like a lifeline, she walked slowly to the front of the room, the weight of her classmates’ stares pressing down on her with every step.

When she reached the front, she turned to face the class. Her hands trembled as she opened the notebook to the first page, the blank lines stretching endlessly before her eyes. Her vision blurred, the pressure of the moment overwhelming.

She tried to speak, her voice catching in her throat. “I... I didn’t finish,” she finally admitted, her words barely audible.

The classroom erupted into whispers and muffled giggles. Lena’s cheeks burned as she stared at the floor, her pulse pounding in her ears.

Mrs. Thompson’s expression darkened. “You didn’t finish?” she repeated, her voice heavy with disapproval. “This was a simple assignment, Lena. Why didn’t you complete it?”

“I...” Lena hesitated, the words refusing to come. How could she explain that the assignment had felt impossible? That every time she tried to write, her thoughts were consumed by the dream, by the clock, by the hum that seemed to vibrate through her entire being?

“I tried,” she said finally, her voice trembling.

“Not hard enough,” Mrs. Thompson said, crossing her arms. Her tone was cold, clipped. “You’re in Grade 6 now, Lena. This kind of behavior is unacceptable. Tomorrow, I expect you to have your story completed and ready to share. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mrs. Thompson,” Lena mumbled, her head bowed in shame.

“Good. You may sit down.”

Lena turned and walked back to her desk, her classmates’ eyes following her every move. The whispers and stifled laughter seemed louder than ever, a wall of sound pressing against her ears. She slid into her seat, clutching her notebook tightly.

The hum in her chest throbbed, sharp and painful, as though protesting the entire ordeal.



​After School

The rest of the day passed in a fog. Lena barely registered the lessons, her mind too
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