                  Grandpa’s clock

Ninety years ago, a baby boy was born in a small Taiwan town. He was very cute and tiny. One day, a friend of his parents brought the little boy a big clock. As time passed, the boy grew up. He had many children. He also had the clock, always at his side. Day after day, the clock slowed. The man became old and, finally, very sick. Then one day he died. His life was over at the age of 90. And since that day the clock didn’t tick anymore. Today, this story about the clock is a powerful story for me. I will go to my grandpa’s old house to see it, to touch it, and to say how much I thank it. Maybe some day I will bring the clock back and let it accompany me, just like it did for my grandpa.

NOTE: Lovely little piece! It's touching.
I've made a few changes beyond basic english. For one, the title says it's your grandpa so I leave that part out at the beginning. I take away the pathos of the clock being his only friend and I say that the day he died is the day the clock stopped. Is that true? Well done. I enjoyed the slice of life you share here.
