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Chapter 1: Timey-Wimey

There’s several different opinions on time travel, and how time works. Most people think of time as a straight line, and that it’s a strict progression of cause to effect. Well, there’s a very small population that think of it as more of a big ball of wibbly-wobbly timey-wimey…stuff. Well, sure those people probably got that from Doctor Who, but still that doesn’t mean that that’s not probable or even correct. 
Well, that’s where I come in. My name’s Phoenix Oswin, I’m 21 years old, have redish brown hair, hazel eyes, I’m about 5’3 and I live with my family in New York City. I have been a nerd my whole life. I’ve watched every season of Doctor Who, every episode of Sherlock, read every book of Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy, and watched the movie, plus I’ve read pretty much any Marvel comic in existence and my wardrobe is filled with articles from Hot Topic and bowties. I graduated high school with a 4.0 GPA. I had a list of colleges that were interested in me, but I was stupid and put it off. Now, I’m moving to London with my boyfriend, Harrison. I’ve wanted to move to England ever since my first episode of Doctor Who. I always dreamed of being The Doctor’s companion. As all Whovians have most likely faced, Doctor Who is sadly not real, but I get the next best thing!
It’s December 21st, also known as moving day. Although parting with my two sisters, Cozette (18) and Lily (16), and my father, Gregory, my mother, Clara, died when I was 6. She had brain cancer. I remember the day she died like it was yesterday, and actually it was yesterday…long story. I was devastated! I remember I hid in my room for almost a week watching Doctor Who, and crying. My dad would come upstairs to give me food and at bedtime he’d sit outside my door and tell me one of his famous stories about a little girl who lived in New York, and found a blue box on her way back from school, and being as curious as she was went inside to find a magnificent room filled with gadgets and gizmos and timey-wimey detectors. Then, a man with a really long scarf (because Four was my favorite Doctor at the time) came in and took her on an adventure where she saw aliens and new planets and millions of stars.
So, there I stood in my childhood bedroom, except instead of all of the posters on the wall, it was just blank royal blue paint, and instead of the book shelves, there was boxes, and then I turned around and looked out the window, and instead of seeing the vibrant stained glass I grew up with, there was a dull image of a willow tree with a child reading underneath its branches. I began feeling the blood rush to my face, and a tear slipped out followed by another and then another. I began thinking about my sisters and how I wouldn’t be at Cozette’s graduation or help Lily go dress shopping for her first school dance. Then I began thinking of my dad and how I won’t get to have his famous five cheese pizza for a very long time, or get to go to Central Park and play Frisbee and picnic on the 4th of July.
Just then I hear a knock on the door and my dad walks in the door. 

“Hey, hon how ya doin’?” he said in almost a gloomy voice.

“Fine, I guess. I’m gonna miss this old place.” I said.

“If you don’t mind I’m gonna take some of these boxes off your hands. They are gonna take em’ down to the airport already.”

“Alright… Listen I’m sorry if I’ve been distant. I have a lot on my mind right now.”

“Hon, I know. You were the same way when your mother died.”

“Can we please not bring that up?” I snapped.

He was silent for a moment.

“Sorry… I really miss her right now and I feel like I’m losing you guys. So, I’m just trying to process this that’s all…”
“I get it, hon. I’m sorry. I know this transition is going to be hard! I’ll make sure to fly you back for the important stuff, and we’ll video chat a lot!”

“Thanks dad!” I exclaimed.

“Oh! I almost forgot! Your sisters and I got you something!”

With that he handed me a royal blue gift bag about the size of a large backpack. I ripped into the tissue paper like a small child would. Inside was a very long scarf almost identical to the fourth doctor’s, a first edition copy of Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy and a towel. A broad grin wrapped around my face! Immediately I put the scarf on and a $50 bill floated onto the floor like a leaf in a breeze on an autumn afternoon. I picked it up and said,
“You really didn’t have to do this you know!”

“You’re right, but this a big moment in your life and your sisters and I wanted to celebrate that.”

At that moment I didn’t speak. Words weren’t necessary to express what I was feeling. I could tell that he could tell how happy I was, but yet so sad at the same time. I don’t know which emotion brought the next event up, but I ran up to him and wrapped my arms around my father like I wasn’t ever going to see him again. Then, I kissed his cheek and ran back downstairs. 

My sisters were waiting for me in the kitchen, because knowing me I wasn’t going to leave without eating the rest of my share of food in the refrigerator. There waiting for me was a triple chocolate sundae with “Goodbye, Phoenix” written on it. 
I looked at their faces. I could see the sorrow and pain in their dark brown eyes. I could also tell they were trying their hardest to hide it. Lily seemed the most upset out of the two though.

“Come here…” I attempted to say soothingly although I’m pretty sure that it came out kind of shaky since I was choking back tears.

They both came in close and clung to either side of me. Lily gently began sobbing into my armpit and I could feel Cozette trembling under my left arm. Shortly, I too began crying into Lily’s silky light brown hair. 

After our brief, five minute, cry fest I ate, more like drank, the melted gooey mess that was my ice cream sundae. Then, I told the both of them,
“I want you two to call me whenever you need ANYTHING… anything at all! I hope dad will fly you guys out sometime, and I hope I get to come back for some of your guys’ events soon!”

“I do too!” Cozette replied shakily.

Lily didn’t answer. She briefly nodded, or at least I think it was a nod, and then began sobbing quietly once more. She didn’t need to say anything though. I could tell everything she was thinking just by looking into her teary eyes. I guess, when people say eyes are the window to the soul they really do mean it.
All of the sudden a shout came out from the busy street down below the window of the apartment. So, I said my last goodbyes to my beloved sisters and trudged out the door into the street. It was cool for December and since my sweater was drenched in the tears of my sisters I was quite chilly. 

The moving van was all packed and ready to ship off to the airport. At that moment the rain clouds in my head cleared and I felt a rush of adrenaline. All the sadness and regret had disappeared and I was excited to board the plane and move to England!

Harrison hopped out of the back of the moving van, and gave the “We’re all set” thumbs up and smirk. That’s his famous smirk. Although, I’ve never really been able to tell what exactly he meant by it. 
“Hey babe! You ready?” Harrison asked.

“Ready as ever!” I exclaimed.

He leaned over kissed my cheek, and then helped me up the steep steps of the moving truck. I got comfy in the black leather seat, and pulled my headphones out of my timey-wimey backpack from Hot Topic. At that moment Harrison hopped in the driver’s side, turned on the truck, and we pulled out of the beaten up, old driveway. That was the last I saw of the house that built me. I remember pulling out of the driveway and watching out the passenger side mirror as it got smaller and smaller and smaller until it was non-existent.
The New York traffic was worse than usual today since it’s only a few days from Christmas. There were hundreds upon hundreds of cars going to and from the airport. It was cloudy out, and I could hear the music blasting in the car beside me. Finally, we came to a stop at the last traffic light until our destination, the airport. This light was by far the most crowded of the 23 that we’d already passed. We’ve already been waiting for quite a while, meaning 20 minutes, but over 30 cars have passed, that’s pretty darn good for before Christmas traffic. As per our normal car ritual, we played Dark Side of the Moon by Pink Floyd, and rocked out while we waited.
Another twenty minutes, or so, later, once the album was done, we were about fifteen cars from the intersection. It was still bumper to bumper traffic, but looked like it was going to clear up soon. When we arrived at the light it was about nine, which is near the end of morning rush. Now, it’s about ten and rush hour ended. The light turned green for the 31st time in the hour we were sitting there, and the fifteenth car finally moved up past the intersection, and we trucked along behind them. As we finally trailed into the airport parking lot
