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Prologue:
Before And After

If you could hide anywhere in the entire
history of the universe, where would you go?
And to when?
She faced an infinite number of choices. She
always hated making decisions… add up the different
possibilities...
None of them made sense.
So she ran.
And ran.
Running was easy - that she could do. Keep
running. Run until the cackling laughter of her
enemies couldn’t be heard anymore. Run until she
thought of some way out… something… anything.
But what way could there be? She needed a place to
hide and think. France kept popping into her mind.
And whenever she thought of France she thought of
her favorite French paintings. What if she chose a
destination,
something
inconspicuous,
like
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somewhere behind a snow covered wheatstack in
nineteenth century France, like in the Monet painting
she loved so much? Maybe the snow could fall on
her and she’d have an even better hiding place.
Would they look there? Would they find her? Maybe
she could try somewhere else in France? Or in
Europe? Or in another century?
It all overwhelmed her. She kept running.
In the beginning, time traveling felt like an
enormous crossword puzzle to her. She loved
puzzles and games. Her Uncle Phineas had told her
that she’d be a natural at unraveling the riddles of
infinite timelines across the dimensions when things
went wrong, just as he had always done. Fixing
history was the ultimate puzzle, comparing endless
chains of causes and effects and repairing broken
links while jumping back and forth across the
timelines. With the help of the Watcher, she and her
brother Clyde had almost accomplished everything
they needed to do. They’d nearly restored what had
been the world they knew from the chaos caused by
the Timegoblins and their master. The goblins
seemed so childish at first. Then they turned
absolutely vicious. Their master used your own
virtues against you. She could still hear them in the
distance, laughing at her as she continued to flee.
She ran and ran - across the bizarre landscape
of the timesphere, where all the possibilities of
infinity exist at once, converging and ever changing,
waiting to be found.
In all of her twelve years, she had never been
this scared. She knew that they might be able to track
her through time no matter where she went. If only
she still had the Watcher to help her. It jangled in her
pocket, smashed and powerless. If only it hadn’t
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broken, if only they hadn’t been able to trick her into
distraction, if...
She stopped behind a fold in the timesphere
to catch her breath. She couldn’t hear the annoying
giggling anymore. “I’m so tired of thinking about
how things would be different if something hadn’t
happened the way it did,” she thought.
She
remembered the night when it had all started, when
her life changed forever. She started to play the “ifonly” game again - if only the falling icicle didn’t
make such a frightful sound when it crashed into the
window, if only she hadn’t seen the strange ghostly
figure in the storm, if only mom and dad hadn’t gone
on a trip and left Uncle Phineas in charge in the first
place - enough! She took a deep breath. “If only I
never found out who I am and what I’m supposed to
do... I’m not ready, I’m just not ready!”
She wished she’d never heard of the Watcher
and its secrets. “Why me?” she kept thinking. Why
was she the one who had to be shown how to find all
the passageways through time? She wanted to forget
everything she had learned and go back to the way
things were. Back to the simpler days of movie
nights, inventing new games to play, sampling new
foods at new restaurants, and only imagining
adventures from the safety of her favorite easy chair
instead of actually living one.
Even school would be preferable.
Even the new and unfamiliar schools with
mom and dad’s constant moving, yet always the same
school deep down - too easy for her, too slow and
too boring at times. Or they’d make her study foreign
languages, which she hated.
She wanted to erase her awareness of the
timesphere. She wanted to see only a singular reality
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again: the world she once knew, the home she had left
behind, and the timeline she had been locked into like
so many others for whom time was merely a ticking
measurement, not the most complicated puzzle
imaginable. “I’m not ready for this, I’m just a kid,”
she thought.
She sat down and began to cry.
Suddenly, the sound of footsteps. Her ears
perked up like a cat and her sobbing stopped
immediately. She sprang to her feet and peered
around the corner, only to catch a glimpse of
something she had seen all too many times since that
first night - a white ghostly figure quickly disappearing
out of the corner of her eye. She’d seen it often
enough to name it The White Ghost. Was she about
to be caught by her pursuers? She didn’t want to wait
and see.
She started to move carefully along the fold
in the timesphere to find a better hiding place.
“Passageways begin where timefolds meet,” she kept
thinking to herself, trying to remember everything the
Watcher had told her and Clyde, feeling the fold with
her hands like finding your way around furniture in
the dark. “If I could go back and change anything
now,” she said to herself quietly, “I’d undo the night I
found out about all this. I’d go back to the way
things were.”
She felt the fold bend slightly. She turned with
it, and suddenly looked out over an endless series of
passageways, all flickering with light and beckoning
her with all the different sounds and smells of the
universe in every direction.
Countless possibilities of escape stood before
her. All she had to do was pick one. But which one?
She thought for a moment, and realized that when
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she chose one path through time, it might be
permanent. Once she left the timesphere and landed
somewhere without the Watcher, there’d be no way
back again. It would be her final destination.
If you could hide anywhere in the entire
history of the universe, where would you go?
The answer hit her all at once. What if she
found the path to the night it all started? And this
time she knew what could happen ... and therefore
didn’t look out the window when the sleet hit, and
didn’t see the light, or see The White Ghost... or
anything?
“That’s it!” she thought. “The solution to the
whole puzzle! Every puzzle has a solution and I’ve
found it! I can undo everything for everyone, not just
change my own place! I can warn Uncle Phineas
what’s about to happen! Clyde and I will never find
out about any of this, and we’ll both be like we were
before!”
She concentrated on that night and listened
for the sounds of the storm. She tried to zero in on
the smell of the hot chocolate she had been making.
She closed her eyes. Sounds and smells were always
the best guides, her Uncle had once told her. By this
time she’d had plenty of practice. She took a deep
breath and cleared her mind. She concentrated on
the storm... she tried to remember how the sounds of
the winds raised goosebumps on her arms... she
remembered the ways the trees sounded when the
sleet hit them. She imagined the smell of her hot
chocolate heating up. Little by little, her memories
and thoughts began to turn into sounds, and then
smells. The rat-a-tat of sleet hitting windows came
first... then a whiff of chocolate... then the heat from
the mug... it came into focus for her now as she
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concentrated further. There was only one more thing
she needed - to make sure it was really her hot
chocolate. The chocolate smell grew more intense as
she kept waiting for the tangy smell of her secret
ingredient. She smiled when she sensed it. A whiff
of orange in the heat of the chocolate, just the way
she liked it, whether she added a little juice or zest to
get the proper aftertaste…
This was it.
Her moment. Her escape.
She turned her body to face towards where
her keen instincts had pointed her. When she opened
her eyes, there were no longer an infinite number of
flashing passageways through time.
Instead,
surrounded by a swirling jumble of images from
various places throughout all of history, she looked
directly at her own house. She saw the storm raging.
Most important of all, she smelled her own hot
chocolate recipe. For a moment she thought it a
shame that she’d be abandoning the natural skills that
allowed her to travel through time so easily, but she
was still convinced she wasn’t ready to be a
Timekeeper. The only time that mattered was the
time to go home, to go home when home meant
exactly what it was before you left because it would
actually be before you left! The time was now. She
took a step...
Suddenly she felt a hand on her shoulder. She
turned as another hand grabbed her arm and spun her
around. For a moment, all she could see was white,
but as she looked up, she knew she was looking at the
strange apparition that she had glimpsed so many
times, in so many places, always in the corner of her
eyes, only to vanish and dissolve from view.
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The White Ghost stood before her, and with
a gentle smile, shook a finger “no.” The smile was
warm and friendly, and the more she looked at it, the
more her fear left her. “You must never change that
night,” the ghost said softly to her. Though Phigg
was perplexed at first as to how the White Ghost
knew exactly what she had been thinking, she started
to understand why as she remembered...
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1. Things Change

A winter storm raged.
Sleet bombarded
everything in sight. Gusts of wind whistled. Chunks
of snow flew off the tops of nearby trees and
shattered on the ground. Waves of ice pellets bashed
into the window of the small colonial style house,
shaking it with sounds of firecrackers.
A good night to be inside.
Phigg moved away from the window with a
chill. She finished a crossword puzzle in the
newspaper.
The label on the puzzle read
“Recommended time: Thirty Minutes” and that
meant for adults. Phigg finished it in under ten
minutes and sighed.
She began to doodle her name over and over
again in different styles - Phigg with eyes in the g’s,
Phigg in different colors, even Phigg with a little heart
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over the i, a way some girls wrote their names that she
absolutely hated. She looked at the heart and laughed
a little. She often played with her name, and why not?
It was the name she chose, not really the name her
parents gave her. That version was too flowery. Her
parents were traveling professors who regularly
circled the globe searching for rare objects, and
various oddities. A side trip through some ancient
Greek ruins inspired her given name: Iphigenia, after
the daughter of Agamemnon, the King who led the
Greeks in the Trojan War. They liked to call her
Genie for short, but when learning to talk, she could
only pronounce the “Phigg” part of her name, and
discovered she liked it better. So she kept it. Phigg
hated explaining her name, but liked having one that
no one else did because it made her feel special.
Her father once told her “Originality exacts a
high price in this world, but it’s always worth paying.”
He always encouraged her to think differently.
She liked that too.
In the myth, Iphigenia had a brother, and for
Phigg a younger brother did indeed enter the picture
two years later. Phigg wondered why her parents had
not named him Orestes like in the myth, but found
out later when she finally read the story. She
discovered that it wasn’t as pretty as her name - the
father Agamemnon attempted to sacrifice Iphigenia
on her wedding day. Though the Gods intervened
and saved Iphigenia, her mother Clytemnestra
thought daddy had indeed killed her, and avenged her
daughter by murdering Agamemnon when he
returned home victorious from Troy. “No wonder
I’ve never met anyone named after Agamemnon or
Clytemnestra,” Phigg thought.
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Her parents decided instead to take a name
from their own more peaceful and harmonious
family, and named the baby after his grandfather
Clyde.
Another blast of sleet against the window
startled her. It made her draw a line through the
three dimensional lettering of her name she had just
finished. She saw her reflection in the window and
frowned. Phigg twirled her dark hair a bit between
her fingers, wondering if she should get it cut again.
She kept it cut short so that she wouldn’t be
distracted by it, even if her mother insisted that it
would look beautiful if she let it grow. The longer it
got, the curlier and darker it seemed to get. Tying it
back and keeping it cut kept it under control. With
her short hair and regular wardrobe of t-shirts and
denim overalls (which she loved because of all the
pockets), her father’s male colleagues usually called
her a tomboy and her mother’s female associates
usually insisted, “a beautiful girl was just waiting to
come out.”
Both groups of people and their respective
ideas annoyed her.
She studied her face in the window and
wondered. She had always liked her bright green eyes
and thought her smile was much better since she got
her braces off, even with the little mole on her chin.
At the last checkup, the doctor had told her she was
about to go through a growth spurt. Sometimes she
looked forward to it and other times it terrified her.
What would she wind up looking like? The future
seemed so unfair. Just when she had figured out how
she wanted to look now, things would change.
A cold draft ran up her back. Something
warm to the bone would do her good. She kicked the
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soccer ball sitting in her doorway back into her closet
before walking out into the hallway towards the stairs.
It felt good to kick things sometimes.
Clyde puttered in his room, looking at a
circuit board with a magnifying glass. He was
tinkering (as usual) with the radio kit their Uncle
Phineas had brought him some time ago. Clyde
didn’t talk much while he worked on something
unless he thought he had something funny to say.
Silliness also made a wonderful defense mechanism
whenever he was scared or sad. Phigg liked his
silliness. Clyde was happiest when he could build
something, or even better, fix something that was
already built.
Phigg had lost count of how many times
Clyde had opened up the hand-me-down computer
her parents had given her to add more stuff to it. “I
want to keep a computer older than me up and
running,” he told her. “Just because I can!”
Clyde would always be the one to fix her
bicycle, or the washing machine, or take apart some
old broken gadget their parents had found in some
forgotten attic somewhere and put it back together in
working order. He even restored a strange antique
machine their parents had bought at auction that
predicted your personality by measuring the bumps
on your head.
Clyde could fix anything.
She called to him. “Clyde, I’m going to make
some hot chocolate. Do you want any?”
Clyde looked up and scratched his head.
“Sure, thanks. Don’t put orange in mine this time,
okay?” While Phigg looked more like her mother,
Clyde definitely resembled his father, who was tall
and dark. Clyde needed more years to grow taller, but
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he already had the black hair and olive skin of his
father. He even dressed like his dad, preferring thick
flannel shirts to keep out the New England cold. He
looked up with a smile. “Check it out! I think I can
fix the way this radio picks up stations from overseas.
A stormy night like this should bounce the signals
really good! We could pick up all sorts of weird stuff!
You could try to translate it online!”
Phigg forced a smile. More foreign languages,
she thought. They always confused her.
She headed downstairs, stepping carefully
around the various items her parents had gathered in
their never-ending travels. There were statues from
South America and Asia, furniture from Colonial
New England, old Victorian-era electronics that Clyde
had tried to make functional, along with assorted
small items clogging endless shelves and bookcases.
Professor parents meant books everywhere as well.
“Every object has a story,” her mother would always
say, “just like every person.” The house seemed a
mess, an odd combination of antique store and
junkyard. But better an interesting mess, Phigg
thought, than neat and boring.
The interesting mess followed them from
house to house. Phigg had lost count of how many
times her family had moved. They had lived anyplace
there were antiquities to be found and there were
openings for visiting professors of antiquities, jobs
either her mother or father could easily get. And
then, inevitably, the semester would end and they
would be on the move again, like nomads, shipping
the truckloads of curiosities to the next temporary
location. They had lived in Iowa City Iowa, Missoula
Montana, Oxford Mississippi, Bowling Green Ohio,
Durham North Carolina, Davis California, and now
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Russets Port, Rhode Island. Phigg liked New
England and she liked the large colonial house the
family rented. She wondered why smart people were
often so restless. Did she inherit it?
She hoped that this time they’d stay. She
always hoped that. While her mother and father
enjoyed the variety moving gave them, Phigg and
Clyde had been to a different school practically every
year of their lives. Friends they had made and got
used to seeing every day became pen pals or
computer friends, over and over again. So, unlike
other brothers and sisters who squabbled all the time,
they had grown closer and learned to depend on each
other.
She stepped carefully past her napping Uncle
Phineas, asleep in the large leather easy chair that was
also her father’s favorite. She wasn’t sure how exactly
she was related to Phineas, only that it seemed
everyone in her family called him Uncle. He was
always there to look after Phigg and her brother
whenever mom and dad went traveling, which was
often.
Phigg detested traveling. She used to think it
was a reaction to having to move all the time, but
then she realized that she hated all the time it took to
get anywhere. She found it impossible to sit still on
an airplane for all the hours it took. Going by car was
a little better, because there were often more
interesting things to look at out the windows, but it
seemed to take forever. Her mother and father often
told her to stop being in such a hurry all the time, but
she couldn’t help herself. She hated not knowing
something and often put herself in a rush. Sometimes
she wished she could be more like her brother Clyde,
who seemed to take things as they came. Maybe if
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she approached traveling as Clyde did, she’d be better
off, enjoying the journey itself more than just thinking
about the destination. She wondered if she’d like
traveling by boat or if she’d get seasick. If only exotic
and interesting places were closer by...
Phigg and Clyde both adored Uncle Phineas.
No matter where they lived, he managed to visit for
extended periods of time. He didn’t change his words
when he talked to them. He spoke to them both with
the expectation that they were smart enough to
understand everything he was saying. He encouraged
them in the things they liked. He would find old
electronic equipment for Clyde to take apart, put back
together, or just practice with. He’d bring Phigg
books of puzzles that he said would “exercise her
mind.” Phineas let them listen to his extensive
collection of music and taught them both how to
paint. Phigg loved drawing with different colors and
experimenting with different styles. Phineas showed
her how paints and brush strokes can add texture to
what you drew, making the objects in the painting
almost real enough to touch. He took both Phigg and
Clyde to museums and talked to them about his
favorite paintings on display there. It didn’t take long
for the two of them to find their own favorites. He
taught them different games and took them to all
sorts of interesting places.
Phineas understood all about the things that
were worthwhile, thought Phigg.
She wondered why more adults weren’t like
her Uncle Phineas or her parents. No matter how
much she read or how many answers and wonderful
ideas she had, other adults always answered her the
same:
“Don’t talk so fast!”
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“Wait your turn!”
And the worst of all: “Why should I listen to
you? You’re just a kid.”
Hearing each one was like a cold hard slap to
the face. Why wouldn’t they take her seriously?
Would it always be like that? She shuddered at the
very thought.
A smile returned to her as she watched Uncle
Phineas napping. He stirred a little in the chair and
Phigg leaned over towards him. He opened his eyes
and blinked a bit from under his thick eyebrows.
“What... what time is it?” he mumbled.
“Not too late,” Phigg answered. “I’m going
to make hot chocolate for myself and Clyde. Do you
want some?”
Phineas looked around and started fumbling
with his vest pocket. “Hot chocolate...” he mumbled.
He scratched his messy white hair. The wind
whipped up against the window and Phineas squinted
to look outside. “A terrible winter storm,” he
continued. “Hot chocolate... what time is it?”
“I don’t know,” Phigg said. “If you want
some, holler.” She headed off to the kitchen as
Phineas pulled on the vest chain that led to his pocket
watch.
In the kitchen, Phigg took two mugs from the
cupboard. Even though she had done it enough
times to remember it forever, she still glanced at the
yellowed paper taped to the refrigerator where she
had written the recipe when she first invented it years
ago. Her recipe was nearly buried beneath the dozens
of recipes Clyde had concocted, which covered the
refrigerator beneath an endless series of magnets.
Cooking meant the same as inventing to Clyde. “But
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you get to eat your inventions,” he would say. Over
time he had even fashioned an odd series of utensils
for himself to use for his favorite dishes. His favorite
was a small radio transmitter he had added to a meat
thermometer that switched the oven off by remote
control once a roast was ready. You could even set it
from rare to well done. He had also invented a coffee
maker for Uncle Phineas which ground the beans,
made the coffee and, finally, added cream and sugar.
Phigg found coffee too bitter. She preferred
chocolate.
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The proper recipe called for melting the
chocolate in a double-boiler, but true to her nature,
Phigg preferred the way the microwave hurried things
up. She added the orange juice first this time, since
she liked the way it gave the kitchen a nice fragrance
when it was zapped. Phigg placed the mugs into the
microwave oven and switched it on.
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As she closed the refrigerator door after
returning the bottle of orange juice, she suddenly saw
something white shoot past, out of the corner of her
eye. It wasn’t a small flash of light either, but
something larger, and it seemed to have the size and
shape of a person. She turned to look, but it was
gone. She thought her eyes were playing tricks on her
and shrugged it off, but suddenly she heard her Uncle
Phineas yell “Oh No!”
When Phigg ran back into the living room,
Phineas was frantically looking under the cushions of
the easy chair for something. “Oh, no! Oh no, oh no,
oh no...” he kept repeating. “It must be here! I can’t
have lost it!”
“What have you lost?” Phigg asked.
Phineas started looking under the chair. “My
watch! It must have fallen off its chain somehow.”
Phigg saw the watch chain dangling from Phineas’
pocket, with nothing attached to it. “The watch is
very very important, Phigg. We must find it
immediately!”
“I’ll help you look for it. Where were you
before you sat down in the chair?” Phigg asked.
“I... I... was everywhere. I was all over this
room, upstairs, everywhere, don’t remember… can’t
remember… where did I go…” he replied. He was
growing more worried, nervously rubbing his bushy
mustache, and thinking deeply.
Phigg wondered why the watch was so
important to him, and then she realized she had never
seen him without it. Perhaps it was an heirloom of
some sort.
Suddenly, Phineas looked at her very sternly.
“Listen very carefully to me, Phigg. You may help me
look for the watch, but tell me immediately the
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second you discover where it is. And whatever you
do, do not open the case and look at the dials.” Phigg
was confused. Did Phineas think she would break his
precious watch if she opened it? He was acting very
strangely. “Do you understand?” he asked.
Phigg nodded nervously. She’d never seen
Uncle Phineas like this before.
She looked around the living room with all its
exotic furniture and objects and wondered just how
many places there could be to lose something. She
started to look under the cushions of the sofa when
there was a loud crash. She looked up, and saw the
remains of a giant icicle that had smashed against the
window. She took a deep breath, and looked back to
the sofa. Suddenly, she saw the same white thing she
had glimpsed before zip across the edge of her vision.
Out the window - this time, a better glimpse:
someone dressed in a white cape of sorts running
through the falling snow and sleet! In the next
fraction, the vision was gone. Phigg stood by the
window trying to figure out what she had just seen.
Phineas sensed something was wrong. “Why
are you standing there like that? Did you find it?”
Phigg shook her head no. “I thought I saw
someone out there, in the storm. Someone all in
white.”
Phineas walked to the window and looked
outside. “This is no night to be outside.” He pulled
his tweed jacket a bit tighter and played with his
watch chain a little. “Not sure of the focal point… I
wish I knew exactly what time it was…” He looked at
Phigg and shook his head. “I’ll check the chair
cushion again.”
Phigg wondered what he was talking about,
and then remembered her hot chocolate. She started
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to head back to the kitchen when she saw a shadow
move across the edge of the kitchen floor.
“Clyde?” When she reached the kitchen there
was no one there. The storm raged outside and the
windows shook with another blast of cold. Phigg
looked around and grew a bit frightened. Was
someone else in the house? Was she only thinking
she was seeing lights and shadows? Why did Uncle
Phineas act so mysterious? She saw the bottle of
orange juice on top of the counter and thought for
sure she had put it back in the refrigerator before she
helped Phineas search for his watch. When she
picked up the bottle, she got a surprise.
Phineas’ watch was sitting right beside it. And
the case was already open!
How could that be? Surely she would have
noticed the watch before. Uncle Phineas hadn’t come
into the kitchen since he was napping. How could he
have left the watch there earlier without her seeing it?
She sighed. “Whatever...” she thought to herself. She
was about to call Phineas into the kitchen, but then
stopped herself. What if he saw the watch case open?
He’d probably be upset even though he trusted her to
obey his wishes, she thought. What was so special
about the dials anyway? It looked like an ordinary
pocket watch with one or two of those smaller dials
for seconds or the date or whatever else you never
need to know about. She picked up the watch and
placed it into the palm of her hand. She would close
the case before putting it back in the counter and
calling Uncle Phineas.
As soon as the watch hit the palm of her
hand, the dial started spinning wildly. Phigg gasped maybe this was what he had warned her about!
Somehow, she HAD broken the watch!
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She knew she was in trouble now, for
certain. And then stranger things began to happen.
The watch face flipped over in its case. It seemed to
pass right through the crystal bubble casing covering
it, as if there were no casing at all. It started spinning
in all directions at once like a gyroscope. Many more
dials and hands appeared as it spun. She heard some
ticking, but other than that, all the new machinations
were silent. Other small winding knobs started to
emerge on the sides of the gold casing. Phigg was
fascinated and terrified all at once. She decided she’d
better close the case and hope for the best, but how
could she close it when it was spinning like that?
Wouldn’t doing that definitely break it?
Suddenly she felt strange. It was an odd
feeling, one she had never felt before. Her mind
seemed to fill with millions of thoughts. She thought
of random bits of history, of geography, of science.
She felt rapidly changing sensations - cold, hot, damp,
dry, wind, rain, sun. She caught brief whiffs of what
seemed like an endless series of smells, everything
from flowers to a wet sidewalk to burning black
smoke. The room grew blurry and then came back
into focus. It began to blur again, only this time it
grew into overlapping visions of more and more
kitchens, like a mirror reflecting another mirror image
again and again, smaller and smaller in the distance,
going on forever. Phigg looked out into the endlessly
growing horizon before her, and a flashing light grew
brighter and brighter from its distant vanishing point.
It was frightening and strangely beautiful all at
once.
She tried to shift her focus and concentrate
upon different areas to see if she could see anything
more clearly. She could clearly distinguish her own
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hands in front of her eyes, and then she saw where
she stood amongst the swirling lights and sounds
around her. She seemed to be floating in the center
of it all. Scary at first, but then it felt more
comfortable somehow, like the first time she realized
she was balanced on her bicycle while pedaling, or in
control of her ice skates, or reading by herself for the
first time.
The critical moment that separates struggling
to learn how to do something from never forgetting
how to do it the rest of your life had passed.
For a brief moment she felt as if she could
find her way through all the new sensations before
her. But then came a cry of help - she heard a voice
calling for help in the distance, and as she paid more
and more attention to it, the voice grew more familiar
- it was Uncle Phineas! His cry had taken on a new
intensity as well - he sounded genuinely in trouble!
Among all the thoughts filling her head of distant
lands, of pasts and futures, came an overriding
thought: she had to close the watch casing NOW.
She looked down towards her hands and managed to
see them among all the swirling images. She pushed
on the watch case with her thumb. There was a flash
of white light as she snapped the case shut.
And the kitchen was back to normal. She
looked around to get her bearings, and everything
seemed in its proper place. She tried to catch her
breath as she placed the watch back on the counter.
She took a deep breath and called out “Uncle
Phineas! It’s okay! I’ve found it! I’ve found your
watch!”
No answer.
“Uncle Phin-e-aaasssssss!” she cried. “I’m in
the kitchen! I’ve found your watch!”
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Still no answer.
She started out of the kitchen, but then
stopped. Phineas had told her not to touch the
watch, but something inside her mind told her to take
it from the counter and hold onto it. She didn’t know
why, it just seemed like the natural thing to do. She
picked up the watch and headed back into the living
room.
The chair sat empty. There was no sign of
Phineas anywhere.
Phigg stopped in her tracks.
The entire room was different! All of the
statues and furniture were gone. There were no
bookshelves filled with bric-a-brac from around the
world, only some sterile looking glass tables and a
rather dull looking sofa. Nothing hung on the walls
except for a lone painting of a sad clown, painted on
velvet, of all things. She hadn’t heard any sounds of
furniture moving around and was very confused. She
knew she was in the same house, but it wasn’t the
same house anymore. Phigg heard footsteps coming
and ran towards them, thinking it must be Phineas.
But when she reached them, she was shocked to see
her mother and father.
“Mom! Dad!” She shouted. She ran into her
father’s arms. “When did you get back? I thought
you’d be gone until next week!”
Her father looked at her. “Get back?” he
said. “Get back from where?”
“From your trip.
Did you bring back
anything interesting?”
“What are you talking about? Your mother
and I haven’t been anywhere.”
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Phigg grew more anxious. “You... you went
on a trip, like you always do. You were looking for
more antiques and stuff.”
Her mother looked at her and asked “Genie,
what are you talking about? Why would we go on
trips and look for antiques? Did you have a bad
dream or something?”
Phigg was confused. “I wasn’t dreaming! You
go on trips all the time! You went away a week ago
and left...”
Her father cut her off. “Now, Genie, stop
talking this nonsense! You know very well why your
mother and I never go anywhere. Ever. We must stay
here and look after things.”
“All of your things! Everything you had in
the living room! Those jade statues from China, and
those desks from Salem, the rugs from Turkey!
They’re all gone! The whole living room is different!”
Phigg was nearly frantic. She spun around like a
nervous cat.
Her father led her into the living room and
looked around. “I don’t see anything different.
Everything is here. What makes you think we had
any of those things… what did you say? Rugs from
Turkey? Chinese things?” He began to chuckle as he
straightened the awful clown painting. “What an
imaginative dream you’ve had! How could your
mother and I travel the world when we both got
promoted to purity inspectors numbers fifteen and
sixteen at the sewage plant?”
Phigg’s jaw dropped. What was her dad
talking about? “Purity inspectors where?”
“The Sewage plant,” her dad smiled. “Now
we get gloves!”
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“I’m sorry you had a bad dream dear,” her
mother said. “A good breakfast will make you feel
better.”
“I don’t want to go to bed now!” Phigg
replied. “Sleep and breakfast won’t change anything!”
“Go to bed?” Her mother looked at her
strangely. “You can’t go to bed tonight without your
breakfast first. I’ll get it ready.”
“Breakfast?” Phigg replied. “It’s nighttime!
Why would we eat breakfast at night, right before we
go to sleep?”
Her mother and father looked at each other a
moment, and then laughed. “When else would
anyone eat breakfast, silly? Go get your brother and
tell him to come downstairs.”
Her parents walked towards the kitchen as
Phigg stood and watched. Things had been strange,
and they were getting stranger. Her professor parents
had suddenly become a pair of sewage inspecting
idiots. Was this the dream?
She pinched herself on the arm. No dream.
She thought the answer would be scary, but
her curiosity got the better of her and she asked her
parents “What’s for breakfast?”
Her father turned around and looked
confused. “Same thing we always have for breakfast.
Raw liver, fish heads, soup bones and chewing gum.”
Phigg backed away towards the steps.
Something was wrong, something was definitely
wrong. She ran upstairs and looked into Clyde’s
room. He sat on his bed reading a comic book.
“Clyde, where did Uncle Phineas go? When did mom
and dad get back?”
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Clyde looked up from his comic book.
“Huh?”
Phigg ran to him. “When did mom and dad
get back? Why are they acting strange? Why are they
so stupid? The entire living room is different, go
look!”
Clyde looked at her, confused. “What are you
talking about? Get back?
They haven’t gone
anyplace.”
Phigg got angrier. “They have so! They went
on another trip looking for rare objects! Like the kind
that were in the living room before!”
Clyde laughed. “Mom and dad? Are you
nuts? They never go anywhere!”
Phigg frowned. “Where’s Uncle Phineas?
Did he come up here?”
Clyde looked at her blankly. “Who?”
“Uncle Phineas! He was napping downstairs
and he…” Then she processed what Clyde had said.
“What do you mean, who?”
Clyde looked at Phigg and shrugged. “Who is
Uncle Phineas? We don’t have an Uncle Phineas.”
Phigg didn’t know what to say. She felt very
alone.
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2. The Watcher

“How can you not remember Uncle
Phineas?”
Phigg gasped at Clyde, who looked at her with
a mix of confusion and suspicion. She paced around
his room, which was strangely neat. She looked
around the floor and the bookshelves. All of his
electronics were gone. His tools were missing. Only
a couple of model cars and some comic books sat on
his shelves. “Your room...” she said. “Your room is
completely different too! All your things... all your
tools and experiments... even your baseball stuff... all
gone!”
Clyde sat up and smiled. “My tools and
experiments? Are you playing a game? Is that it,
Phigg? Is this another game you’ve invented? Where
we pretend if things were different?”
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Phigg frowned. “I’m not pretending. Things
are different, terribly different. You used to have all
sorts of things in here, machines you built, computer
parts you worked on...”
Clyde got up off the bed and put down the
comic book. “You know I don’t have any of those
things.” He sighed. “I always want them, but we can
never seem to get them. I always wanted to see if I
could build things other than model cars and planes.”
“You can! You can build or fix anything! Or
you could... you could a few moments ago...
before...” And then she remembered! She still had
Phineas’ watch in her pocket! She had proof that
something had happened! She reached into her
pocket and took the watch out to show Clyde. “Look
at this! This belonged to Uncle Phineas! It has
something to do with the way everything changed. I
picked it up from the kitchen counter, and the
strangest things began to happen...”
Clyde looked at the watch for a moment.
“Cool! An old pocket watch! Where did you get
that?”
“I told you, it was in the kitchen after Uncle
Phineas lost it!”
“Looks like you lost Uncle Phineas as well,”
Clyde smirked.
Phigg snarled. She grabbed Clyde’s hand and
squished the watch into it. “This is no ordinary
watch! When I found it open, it started running all
weird and then everything was different! I’ll open it
and show you!”
She stopped and thought a moment. Wait!
Would everything change back if she opened the
watch back up? Or would things change even more,
and become even worse than they were?
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She heard her mother call to them. “Kids!
Come downstairs! The liver is getting warm and
runny and the fish heads have sugar on top, just the
way you like them!”
No, things couldn’t be worse. She opened the
watch in Clyde’s hand. “Look what happens!” She
scolded.
The dials began to spin again as they did
before. Only this time, Phigg noticed no changes
around her. The room stayed the same, and she no
longer felt all the things she had felt before. The only
thought she had was to watch Clyde and something
told her to make sure he kept holding the watch. She
didn’t know why, but when she looked at Clyde she
began understand.
He looked all around in
wonderment, listening, sniffing, moving his head in
different directions.
Did he experience the same things she did
when she held the watch back in the kitchen? It
certainly looked like it.
“Clyde... what do you see?”
He started breathing faster. “There’s too
much going on... it’s like I can see everything that’s
ever happened... where are you? Which one are you?”
“There’s more than one of me?” Phigg asked.
Clyde nodded. “Yes... but fewer and fewer.
There were lots of everything before, but now there’s
only a few... fewer all the time...”
Phigg thought a moment, and then said “Tell
me when there’s just one.”
After a moment, Clyde answered “Now.
There’s only one of you. But I still feel a bit funny.”
Phigg nodded. “I did too.” She reached over
to Clyde’s hand to close the watch, but something
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strange happened. The dials reverted to normal by
themselves and the watch face flipped back over. It
looked like a normal watch again, and began to tick.
“Are you all right?” she asked Clyde.
He nodded and took a deep breath. She
wondered if things had changed again. She looked
around. Clyde’s room was the same. There were no
machines or electronics, only the model cars and
comic books. She picked up a model car and cried
“Oh no! It’s still like before! But you saw it! You saw
what the watch did!”
Clyde took the car from her hand. “What is
this? Where’s all my stuff? The radio I was working
on... I left it right on the floor over there! And my
tools, I keep them on that shelf. The room is all
switched around! What happened?”
Phigg grew excited. “Clyde! You remember!
You remember!”
Clyde looked confused. He took the car from
Phigg and studied it. “Yes, but... I also remember
building this model car somehow. And mom and dad
never going anywhere even though I also remember
them going on trips all the time. Why do I also
remember that? It can’t be both, it makes no sense!”
Phigg looked at the watch for a moment. “I
don’t know. But tell me something else...” She took a
deep breath. “Do you remember Uncle Phineas?”
Clyde looked confused. “Why should I
remember him? He’s right downstairs.”
Phigg smiled a huge smile and hugged Clyde.
He remembered everything! His room might not be
quite right, but everything else was back to normal.
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Or so she thought. She heard her mother
calling to her again “Genie! Clyde! Come down here
right now! There’s hardly any gum left!”
Clyde looked at Phigg. “Mom is home... gum
for breakfast... breakfast at night... it’s wrong, I know
it’s all wrong, but somehow I still remember it being
normal. But it’s not normal though, is it? How can
they be professors and sewage inspectors too?”
Phigg put the watch back in her pocket. She
took Clyde by the hand and said “Come on.”
When they reached the kitchen, their mother
and father had nearly finished. Two plates of liver,
bones, gum and fish heads waited for Phigg and
Clyde. Flies buzzed over them. It did not look very
appetizing. “Well, what took you two so long?” their
father asked.
“Sorry,” Phigg said.
“We had to do
something upstairs first.”
Clyde sat down and grimaced when he looked
at his plate. He poked at the liver with his fork out of
morbid curiosity. “I’m supposed to eat this?”
“It’s yummers!” Their mother smiled a dopey
grin. She smashed her raw liver with the soup bones,
sprinkled bits of gum on the top and stuffed in all
into a fish head before munching it like a taco. With
her mouth full, she mumbled “Would you two like
some juice?”
Clyde nodded slowly, more out of curiosity
than thirst. His mother poured some cloudy thin
liquid from a pitcher into his glass. It bubbled up and
Clyde saw tiny shell fragments on top of the gray
bubbles. “What kind of juice is this?” he asked
nervously.
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His mother looked at him in wonderment.
“The same kind we always have, unfiltered clam
juice.”
Their father took a soup bone and dipped it in
his glass before gnawing on it. “They’re great when
you dunk ‘em,” he said. When he was done with the
bone, he finished his meal by gulping down the rest
of the clam juice and crunching the shells a bit. “I’d
better get to bed early. I hear there’ll be fifty thousand
gallons of fresh slops tomorrow that we’ll need to
examine.”
“And we’ll get a new stick to stir it!” Their
mother beamed. She took their father’ hand. They
smiled dreamily as they left Phigg and Clyde sitting in
front of their strange and grotesque meals.
“What’s going on?” Clyde began to rant.
“What happened to mom and dad? They’re both a
couple of stupid morons! It’s like their brains are
gone! What did that watch do? Look at this... who
eats this? Like, ever? Where’s Uncle Phineas anyway?
It’s his watch, he should know what it did!”
Phigg looked at the watch and the smelly
mess on her plate. “I don’t know what to do. Uncle
Phineas is gone. This watch changes things around
somehow, but why didn’t it change back when we
opened it again? I don’t understand this at all!” She
put the watch down on the table. “Maybe if we open
it here, in the kitchen. This is where it all started.”
Phigg opened the watch, but this time nothing
strange happened. The watch face did not move, and
the second hand simply ticked. “It’s not working!”
she cried.
“We gotta do something! Maybe you could
try closing it and opening it again,” Clyde suggested.

PHIGG & CLYDE SAVE BREAKFAST
SAMPLE
Phigg closed the watch and opened it again.
She tried winding it. Nothing worked. It seemed like
an ordinary gold pocket watch. She watched the
second hand ticking around the dial and grew
frustrated and angry. She yelled at the watch. “Why
won’t you do anything?”
Suddenly a voice answered. “A question.”
Phigg and Clyde were startled. “Question is not
understood. Please rephrase.” It was a deep voice
with an elegance to it. Phigg thought it sounded like
the way her parents’ professor friends spoke.
Phigg looked around. “Where are you? Who
are you?”
“I am on the kitchen table. I am the
Watcher.”
Clyde looked at the watch. The voice most
certainly came from it. The numbers on the dial lit up
with every word.
Phigg studied the watch face. “Who are you?
Who is the Watcher?”
“I am the Watcher. I assist and guide
Timekeepers across the possibilities of the
Timesphere.”
Phigg looked at Clyde confused. “What does
that mean?”

To continue the story, look for the 2 nd
sample installment, coming in a few
days!

