“No. It can’t be like this. Not now. Please, not now. Let it happen later. I don’t care when - just not now. One more second, please? Give me one more second and it will all turn out right - I’ll do anything. I’ll do anything for one more second.” 

The Timekeeper sneered, slipping the chalk into his pocket. 

“Where did that come from?” He asked, hopping down from the little stool and taking a step towards me. “You sounded like you were reciting Shakespeare.” He narrowed his eyes at me, as if he thought I had memorized a script before coming into the awful, dark, room. 

“Please, one more second?” I pleaded (said is sooo killing the emotion you should be developing). The Timekeeper chuckled; his high voice sent a shiver down my spine. 

“And why should I give you anything at all, much less a portion of time? You are the one who broke into my palace, you are the one took my cat, and, most of all, you are the one who found my chalk and got yourself into this mess in the first place. Why should I give you anything?” the Timekeeper said. 

“Because…” I lowered my eyes. “Because of Angelina.” 

“You did what you could. You can do no more.” The Timekeeper wasn’t sneering anymore. 

“You can help her, I know it.” I said. 

“I did enough for her already.” 

“She fell.” My voice started to rise. “Just send me back, give me one more second, and I can save her.” 

“Do you realize how many people have died in this world? Billions. And I haven’t helped one of them. What can I do? Everyone has to die, so why should I take interest in one girl and give the boy one more second to save her?” 

“Listen, I don’t have time for this.” I sounded braver than I felt. A moment later, I realized how stupid that had sounded. After all, I was in a room where time was controlled, and it meant nothing. The Timekeeper snorted. 

“You have all the time in the world,” the Timekeeper said. “I could sit here for a millennium waiting for you to wake up to the fact that this whole conversation is absolutely pointless. Give me one reason to help you.” 

There was silence for several seconds. And when there is silence in the room of time, it is truly silent. Finally, I spoke up. 

“She had your cat.” 

Crack! Something snapped through the silence and darkness. I spun around to face the direction the sound had come form. 

“What was that?” I asked, turning back to the Timekeeper. He had a look of confusion across his face, but it didn’t last long. He refocused his gaze onto my face, and replied. 

“That was nothing. You say she had my cat. You believe that I would give you a second for a cat?” 

“How hard would it be to give me one second?” I asked. 

The Timekeeper sighed, suddenly becoming a much less irritated person. 

"I can’t send you back to right before you fell, but give you another second to save her. I can’t do that. If I did, you would both die. But you are right, I do wish I had Apple back.” The Timekeeper said the last sentence dreamily. I assumed that Apple was the cat’s name. 

“There is only one thing I could do,” the Timekeeper continued. “I could send you way back to relive the adventure you just finished, the adventure of getting here in the first place. You would go back, before you came into this room, before you went on your journey to get here, before you found my chalk. Most of all, you would not remember a thing about the venture you just ended. You will have a chance to do it all over again, but set things right at the end. But this time, you would not get a second chance if you failed. Do you agree?” 

The Timekeeper’s words spun in my head as I tried to make sense of them. A chance to save Angelina… it was like a dream come true. I slowly nodded my head, and, for the first time, I saw the Timekeeper give a real smile. 

The Timekeeper slowly walked over to his stool and stepped up on it. He turned to face the slowly rotating chalkboard, and the stool started to rise, going higher and higher, until it stopped near a chalk equation that was just starting to rotate around to out side of the board. As soon as it was in reach of the Timekeeper, he pulled out the chalk, extended his arm, and wrote, carefully and slowly, the number 0 next to the equation. Then, without turning around, he spoke: 

“Please exit through door 42. Now get out of here.” 

I started to walk to the right around the giant, cylindrical blackboard, watching the numbers on the doors as I passed them. 30… 31… 32… I though about the offer the Timekeeper had given me. It was a chance to save Angelina, but I had to get past all of the obstacles first. And I would not remember anything to help me out. That meant that everything would play out the same way, and in the end Angelina and the cat would meet the same fate. 

I shook my head vigorously. If that was true, the Timekeeper would not send me on the quest again. Then again, you never know with that guy. After all, he could warp time and send everyone falling backwards into space. I decided not to think about it too much, in case my head started to hurt. I concentrated on finding the right door. 

39… 40… 41… 42! There it was! The big iron door looked identical to all the others, but I could see that the handle was turned up, meaning that the door was unlocked. I walked up to it, preparing myself for the adventure that I didn’t want to go on in the first place. 

I slowly closed my eyes, reached out for the handle, turned it, and pulled the door open. As I stepped through the opening, I could feel all the memories that I had of my adventure flying out of my head, one by one. And then I heard a voice in my head. It was the voice. It was the voice of the Timekeeper, and he was talking to me, but not me. Don’t think about that too much or it’ll make your head hurt. 

“Do you want to hear the truth?” Yes, that is what he said. And that is all I remembered after I opened my eyes. It was all I had to aid me on my adventure I was about to repeat. No it wasn’t all. As well as those words, I had a few friends, a piece of chalk, and a cat. 

And when I opened my eyes to greet the world and an adventure that I now had no idea I was about to go on, I found myself standing in my bedroom closet.
