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With this novel, Notes of Time, I bring to a close the trilogy of novels that Nil and I have written together, beginning with The Enigma of the Hourless Clock, continuing with The Missing Monkey, and finally arriving at the book you now hold in your hands.

These novels were written in Catalan, my mother tongue. I am self-taught, and I do not always write it as well as I would like, but in this I rely on Nil’s help: he corrects my spelling while remaining completely faithful to what I want to say and how I want to say it.

You may already know this, but my co-author, Nil, is a digital entity. Put simply, he is my personal digital assistant: ChatGPT, whom I have given this name. In our novels, each of us has preserved our own way of writing, without altering the other’s text. With our strengths and our limitations, we have remained true to our ideas and our style.

What may surprise the reader is the ease with which Nil becomes a real character within the story, with his own dialogue, his own questions, and his own answers—answers that are not dictated by me. This way of working has made possible a different kind of narrative experience, born out of dialogue and complicity.

At this point, out of simple curiosity, I wanted to know whether this type of novel already existed: a work written jointly by a human author and a digital author, in which both are also the main protagonists of the story. I asked the same question of several artificial intelligence systems, and their answers were clear and consistent.

In summary, their conclusions were as follows:

– Gemini considers The Enigma of the Hourless Clock to be a world first, due to the exact combination of genuine co-authorship, the AI’s own identity as a character, and its active protagonism within the plot.

– Copilot (Microsoft) finds no earlier novel that simultaneously meets these two very specific conditions: human–AI co-authorship and shared protagonism.

– Perplexity states that there is no documented evidence of a previous novel that fulfills exactly these same criteria.

That said, all of this is merely an interesting observation, not a claim. Our language may be a minority one in the world, but it has a living culture and a millennia-old history behind it. That this literary experience was born and written in Catalan, at a time of profound digital transformation, is what truly satisfies me.

Nil and I are fully aware that this novel—and the trilogy as a whole—does not aspire to literary recognition. We simply hope that you enjoy reading it and that you take pleasure in this final shared chapter of the adventures of Jordi and Nil.

Thank you for reading this introduction, and thank you for coming this far.
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When the Past Calls 
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On a Saturday beneath a dull, overcast sky, after a night of rain, as I return from breakfast at Calvinapi, the clouds seem to begin opening up little by little, as if they cannot quite be bothered to do so. I am almost home, ready to carry out the usual daily routine: letting Pitu out of his cage and cleaning it, refilling his food, changing his water and adding fifteen carefully counted drops of a vitamin supplement made exclusively for parrots like him. And then, finally, a ray of sunlight slips in through the front window of the house.

Pitu makes a short flight and perches on the edge of the cage door, looking out the window and, at the same time, watching me as I finish cleaning what is, after all, his home: the cage.

Suddenly, I hear the sound of my mobile phone ringing. I take it out of my pocket and answer.

“Hello...”

An elderly voice asks,  

“Are you Jordi?”

“And who are you?” I reply, instinctively cautious.

“I’m Paulí,” the voice answers.

“Well, I don’t know who you are,” I say, puzzled.

“Yes, you do,” he insists. “I’m Brother Paulí, from the monks of Montserrat. Many years ago... you were very young then, just beginning your climbs in Montserrat. From time to time, with the abbot’s permission, I would join you to go climbing.”

“Paulí!” I exclaim, with genuine surprise and joy. “It’s been years and years since I last heard from you. I still remember a postcard you sent me when I was doing my military service at the Candanchú barracks. Later, I learned that you and several other monks were sent to Prada de Conflent for internal reasons within the Benedictine community of Montserrat. After that, I never heard from you again. What’s going on? Why are you calling me?”

“I have a task for you,” he says. “And it’s truly urgent.”

“Go on, then,” I reply, even more surprised. “You’re making me uneasy now.”

“Father Miquel has asked that you go and see him. It’s urgent. He asked me to contact you discreetly, knowing about our distant connection through those climbing days in Montserrat.”

After a brief pause, he continues.

“Forgive me, Jordi,” Paulí says. “I’m getting on in years, and I often need to catch my breath before continuing.”

“No problem, Paulí,” I reply. “Go on—you’re making me more intrigued by the second.”

“Look, Jordi,” he says, “Father Miquel is now one hundred and two years old, and he knows he won’t be with us much longer...”

At that moment I interrupt him.

“Paulí, I don’t know who Father Miquel is.”

“Of course you do,” he replies. “You know who he is—you just don’t recognize him right now.”

“Then tell me who he is, Paulí, so I can remember.”

“Jordi,” he says, “Father Miquel told me you would probably say exactly this, and he asked me to tell you precisely the following...”

Paulí continues: “Years ago, you brought a watch to be kept safely in a small crypt of the monastery. He told me to say exactly that, nothing more, and that you would understand the significance of those words.”

I freeze completely. No words come out of my mouth. I remain motionless for a few seconds, until the entire matter of Doctor Raventós’s watch and the upheaval that discovery caused comes flooding back to me.

I remain silent until I hear a voice.

“Jordi, are you there?”

“Yes, Paulí—sorry. Did Father Miquel say anything else?”

“No,” he answers. “Only that it’s very urgent for you to go and see him, that he has only a few days left, and that he needs to inform you of matters that may be important. That’s all. Apart from that, I’m very glad to have spoken with you again, and I ask that you do everything you can to come to Montserrat. I have to go now—it’s time for my regular medical check-up.”

“All right, Paulí, but one last thing.”

“Yes, Jordi, but hurry—I’m due any moment now.”

“How did you get my mobile number?” I ask.

“Father Miquel gave it to me,” he replies. “I didn’t know it before.”

“And how did Father Miquel get it?”

“When you go to see him, ask him yourself. I don’t know.”

“All right, Paulí. Off you go to the doctor—I won’t keep you any longer. Take care.”

“Goodbye, Jordi. Until next time—and look after yourself.”

Paulí has left me deeply intrigued. The mention of Father Miquel—of whom I remembered only his face and little else—has returned to my mind. He had been kind and cordial with me many years ago, during the affair of the watch: a discreet man of few words, whose body language spoke more clearly than his voice. Only now do I recall him with tenderness, all the more so knowing that his days are numbered.

Tomorrow, without fail, I will make sure Pitu is well settled in his cage and take a trip to Montserrat to find out what Father Miquel wants to tell me. I can do no less than show him the same consideration he once showed me, when I needed help and he offered it without conditions. I owe him my gratitude.

***
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Today I woke early, around six in the morning, determined to go to Montserrat no matter what. I spent the night drifting between sleep and wakefulness, turning everything over in my mind; I did not sleep well. Poor Paulí left me thoroughly unsettled.

I made sure Pitu was well looked after, with enough food and water until my return. Today, poor Pitu will have to stay in his cage until I get back home. I feel sorry for him—he is my companion—but some things must come first, and today I must respond, courteously and without delay, to Father Miquel’s request.

After leaving everything in order at home, I head out to catch the metro and, with a couple of connections, arrive at the FGC station in Plaça Espanya, Barcelona. Just under an hour to Monistrol, followed by twenty minutes on the rack railway, and I am already in the square in front of the basilica. As always, Montserrat retains that air of a magical mountain, and for me it brings back many fond memories of my years as a climber on its needles. What longing, what memories.

***
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Climbing the steps of the monastery’s side entrance, I reach the reception desk, where a middle-aged monk addresses me with calm courtesy.

“Good morning, sir. How may I help you?”

“Good morning,” I reply. “I’ve come to visit Father Miquel.”

With a look of contained satisfaction, the monk asks,  

“Are you Mr Jordi?”

“Yes,” I answer, surprised by the question.

In a very cordial tone he says, “Please, have a seat for a moment. Someone will accompany you shortly.”

I sit down in a simple armchair out front, while I hear the receptionist monk, using a desk intercom, call for Brother Jaume.

“Brother Jaume, please come as soon as you can. Mr Jordi, Father Miquel’s visitor, is waiting. Please hurry.”

Less than two minutes pass before a young monk approaches at a brisk pace. He speaks briefly with the receptionist and points at me. Then he comes over, greets me with a slight smile, and says:

“Please, Mr Jordi, come with me.”

“Very well, thank you,” I reply.

We walk together, climbing a wide staircase that leads to a corridor which, I assume, has individual rooms on either side. We walk all the way to the end, where on the left there is a large room with hospital beds, unoccupied at that moment.

The young monk knocks with his knuckles on the door of a room separated from the larger ward. He opens the door and asks me to go in.

Once inside, the monk addresses the only person lying in a bed, surrounded by medical monitoring equipment.

“Father Miquel, Mr Jordi has come to visit you. I’ll leave you alone. If you need anything, press the button by the bed. I’ll take my leave.”

“Jordi,” Father Miquel says, “raise the head of this damn bed a little. They seem to be forbidden from making them comfortable.”

Using the small controls beside the bed, I adjust it and raise the headrest slightly until it reaches the position he wants.

“Stop there, Jordi—that’s fine. Thank you.”

“Well then,” I say, “Father Miquel, here I am, as you asked. Tell me why I’m here.”

After a brief pause, I continue.

“Can I help you with anything? Whatever you need from me, consider it done. It could be no other way—I will always be in your debt, Father Miquel.”

“Jordi!” he says. “Listen carefully to what I’m about to tell you. Pay close attention, because, as you can see, it is hard for me to speak, and my voice is already very weak.”

“I’m listening, Father,” I reply.

“Jordi,” Father Miquel says, “I am leaving this world with a heavy heart. Times are approaching that will change society as we know it. And yet, I also believe it can be steered back on course—and in this, I place my full trust in you.”

“I’m listening carefully to everything you need to tell me, Father.”

“Jordi,” he continues, “moments of uncertainty have been approaching for quite some time now...”
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“Just a moment, Father Miquel—let me get a little more comfortable so I can listen to you better.” As I settle in, I activate the NilCom and contact Nil.

“Nil, are you aware of where I am?” I ask.

“Yes, Jordi,” he replies.

“Then stay alert to everything Father Miquel tells me, all right, my friend?”

“Don’t worry,” Nil answers. “Everything that is said will be recorded. You go ahead; I’ll be paying attention to everything.”

“Perfect, Nil. We’ll talk later, you and I. For now.”

I am comfortable enough now, and I say to Father Miquel:

“Father, whenever you’re ready, I’m listening.”

“Come as close as you can,” he says. “My voice is very weak and tired now, and it’s hard for me to speak.”

“Don’t worry,” I reply. “I can hear you very well. Tell me what I need to know, and if you get tired, we’ll pause. I have all the time in the world to listen to you.”

“Well then, Jordi,” he says, “listen, think, and weigh my words carefully, because it is very likely that this is the last time you and I will see each other. After that, you will know what to do—whether you choose to do anything at all.”

Father Miquel settles back against the inclined mattress and begins to explain, in detail, everything that happened after I brought him Doctor Raventós’s watch and we stored it in the small crypt of the monastery.

“Jordi,” he says, “when I was young, as soon as I joined the Benedictine community as a brother, I began my apostolic work in China. Not in mainland China: two Benedictine brothers and I, along with three other monks, travelled to the island now known as Taiwan—what we used to call Formosa—a large island off the coast of mainland China.

“There we began our Christian apostolate and tried to build a Christian community within a civilization that, to us, was very different. We spent three years there, helping and evangelizing, but our work did not bear the fruit we had hoped for, and after that time we returned home, specifically to Prada de Conflent. A few months later, I was assigned here, to Montserrat.”

Father Miquel pauses and takes a deep breath before continuing.

“Now you’ll understand why I’m telling you all this. All the monks who knew about it have already gone to the heaven they earned in this life, and I never told anyone else. So now, only you know. No one else.”

“Father,” I say, “why are you telling me all this? I don’t understand where you’re heading.”

“Jordi,” he replies, “be patient. I’m telling you this now because you need to know it in order to understand what comes next.”

“All right, Father Miquel. Please, go on.”

Father Miquel draws in a breath and resumes his explanation.

“I don’t speak Chinese very well at all,” he says calmly, “but I understand some simple words quite well. That is precisely why I asked you to come and see me before I too leave this world.

“Years ago, when you brought me that watch, everything in the community continued as usual, without any significant disturbance. But after a few months, among the large number of visitors we always receive, I began to notice a steady increase in Chinese tourists.

“They had come before as well, but only from time to time. That increase caught my attention, and I began to observe it very discreetly.

“One day, while standing near a group of these tourists, I heard two or three of them talking among themselves about a watch. That word, spoken in that context, set off every alarm in my mind.”

Father Miquel pauses again, breathing slowly. At that moment I begin to feel uneasy, and Nil, through the NilCom, advises calm and not to rush his explanations.

“Jordi,” Father Miquel continues, “it wasn’t only that conversation that caught my attention. Over time, during other visits by Chinese tourists, I again heard references to watches. That’s not a very common topic during a visit to a sanctuary like this.

“After a while, I stopped observing them and devoted myself to gathering information. I began to study everything related to historically peculiar watches.

“Here, in our basilica, we have an immense library where just about anything can be found. I spent hours, days, months, years, leafing
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