
At the beginning, I thought it was the problem 
of my phone, showing a wrong date ‘2017/4/9’ 
which was supposed to be yesterday. I was 100% 
sure that today was supposed to be 2017/4/10 
because today me and my wife were going to the law 
firm to sign our divorce document. I should arrive 
at F.Y. Wong International Law Firm in Central at 3 
o’clock this afternoon. And then I realised, not only 
was my phone telling me it was 9 April, all of my 
other electronic devices were displaying the date 
‘2017/4/9’. Suddenly, a ‘ding’ sound came from 
my phone. ‘Unread message: 1’. It was the exact 
text I received from Claudia yesterday. ‘Remember 
to arrive at the law firm tomorrow at 3pm.’ 

She had always been so thoughtful since I 
met her 20 years ago. I was only a 13-year-old 
childish boy who was madly in love with her at 
first sight.  I thought we were made for each other 
and we would stay together till the end of the 
world, but time changed everything. It was my 
fault being a workaholic and betraying the love 
of Claudia. Yes, I fell in love with my secretary 
Monica. She was young and sweet, so when 
she told me she loved me, I didn’t want to turn 
her down. And I chose to let Claudia down. And 
we decided to let go of our stale relationship.

After several days, I finally figured out what’s 

going on. My timeline wasn’t moving forwards but 
it was turning backwards. I mean, when people 
were embracing their future, I was revisiting my 
past. Like if today was 2017/4/9, everyone knows 
tomorrow should be 2017/4/10. But to me, my 
‘tomorrow’ should be 2017/4/8 and my ‘day after 
tomorrow’ would be 2017/4/7. The only thing 
was, I could only ‘revisit’ my past, ‘re-experience’ 
it, but I couldn’t change anything in my history.

          
Indeed, I spent quite a long time to get used 

to this situation. Every day was boring since I’d 
experienced all those days before. I’d tried every 
single trick I read in books or on the Internet trying to 
find out how I could get my timeline move forwards 
again. I googled my situation, I went to library to 
seek an answer, I prayed to god every single night 
in front of my window...Things didn’t work out. 

2016/5/3, 10a.m. It was just another morning 
in my past! I got out of bed and I was about to 
ask Claudia where the milk we bought yesterday 
was, and I saw Claudia. I saw her kneeling on 
the floor in the dining room, holding my phone. 
She was heavily shaking as she cried, with a hand 
covering her mouth trying not to make any sound. 
I stood behind her from quite some distance, 
and struggling whether I should move forward 
to comfort her. I saw her trying to stand up. I
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immediately went back to my room and pretended 
I was asleep. After a while, I heard the ‘bang’ from 
the door. I knew she had gone. I walked to the living 
room and picked up my phone on the wooden 
desk. I pressed the home button, and I knew why 
she cried. ‘Monica: I love your roses. Come to 
my place at 7pm. Can’t wait to see you.’ I didn’t 
realize that this was actually the day Claudia found 
out I had an affair. How could she keep quiet and 
bear with this for months? Was she trying to give 
me a chance? Anyway, it’s fine. Everything would 
be okay when ‘tomorrow’ came, my ‘tomorrow’.

2014/7/21, 11p.m, a typhoon day. Even 
though it was a typhoon day, I still had to work 
overtime for the proposal that was to be due the 
next day. There was only me in the spacious office. 
I had called Claudia and told her that I would go 
home late. I could tell from her voice she wasn’t 
happy about that. 

It was already 10p.m. I had worked for 12 
hours already and I hadn’t even eaten dinner! 
Even though tomorrow would never come, I still 
had to burn the midnight oil. Like I said, I couldn’t 
rewrite my history. I could only re-experience it! 
In fact, I couldn’t even remember how this day 
ended. I was simply exhausted. Endless raindrops 
kept pitter-pattering on the windows like they 
were never going to stop. Streaks of lightning 
brightened the sky like they wanted to cut the sky 
into pieces. 

When I finally finished my proposal, it was 
3am. I knew when the first streak of sunlight 
arrived, it would be my ‘tomorrow’ again. It was 
still raining outside. ‘Rat-tat’, and there came a 
gentle tap from the door. Who would come to 
office at such a time? I opened the door. I saw my 
lovely wife Claudia. ‘Goosh! I thought you were 
ghost!’ I wiped the sweat off my forehead. ‘Huh, 
I’ve sacrificed my sleeping time worrying about 
you and walked such a long distance from home 
just to bring you an umbrella and this home-made 
dinner!’ She handed me a rice-box with a fake 
angry face. Right! How could I forget this scene! 
She came all the way from home to my office in 
the middle of a stormy night, just to get me an 
umbrella and my dinner! I looked at her. She got 
all wet even though she had an umbrella with her. 
Raindrops were dripping from her hair but that 
didn’t affect her beauty. ‘You are so beautiful. I 
love you, Claudia.’ I thought I loved Claudia: from 

the beginning till the end, my love for her had 
never stopped. She didn’t speak and just tilted 
her head, looking at me with her innocent eyes. 
‘Claudia,’ I winked at her, ‘Wear it or you will get 
sick.’ I put my coat on her. She finally smiled at 
me.

2005/2/26. It was a fateful day to me. I was 
at a public library, googling ‘how to make my 
timeline move forwards’ again.  Suddenly, there 
was a voice coming from my back, ‘Does your 
timeline move backwards?’ A man looked 30 
with a beard was standing behind me. I didn’t 
know what I should say. A yes or a no? What if he 
thought I was insane? He spoke before I replied, 
‘My timeline started to move backwards 5 years 
ago. I’ve been finding ways to get my timeline 
to work again and recently I am working with a 
professor whose timeline moves backwards as 
well to find out how we can get it fixed. Here is my 
phone number. Call me when you think you need 
me. If you trust me, give me your phone number 
too. I will call you when I can find out the way.’ I 
didn’t know what to say. I just gave him my phone 
number, seeing him walk away. But he had never 
called nor had he appeared again. I didn’t call him 
either. 

1997/9/1, the first day of my secondary school 
life. Cherry blossoms were swaying in the wind. 
Pink petals fell from the cherry trees and fringed 
the rocky road. I was holding some books, a paper 
bag with my PE uniform inside and I was carrying 
a backpack which was as heavy as a big rock. I 
thought that my arms would break when I arrived 
at school. ‘Are you alright? Let me help you.’ 
Suddenly, there was a helping hand. It belonged 
to the 13-year-old Claudia. A smile animated her 
face, made the stars look like they were no longer 
shining. When she smiled, she had two dimples 
on her rosy cheeks. My heart kept pounding 
louder and louder. I hadn’t felt this for a long 
time since we got married. She was wearing a 
white chiffon dress, which was as white as snow. 
I loved her shoulder-length brown hair and I was 
smitten by her, incredibly.  I remembered how I 
fell in love with Claudia right from the first sight. I 
remembered what I promised when I proposed to 
her. I remembered how hard she had tried to be 
a perfect wife. I remembered how much she had 
sacrificed for me. But what I did was just let her 
down. Claudia is my life! I wanted to see her, my 
wife Claudia! I would never cheat on her again! I

wanted to tell her how regretful I was and tell her 
I would change.

 
But in my ‘tomorrow’, I could never see her 

again.

Out of nowhere, a little boy with a familiar 
face appeared, standing at some distance away 
waving at me. I realized he was that man I met 
at the public library. Did he find the solution? I 
excused myself from the 13-year-old Claudia and 
ran to him. 

‘The professor and I’ve spent more than 10 
years trying to find the way getting the timeline 
to move forward again, and we finally got it! It 
worked on that professor and I just came here to 
tell you how before I do that for myself!’ His face 
was full of joy. ‘How? I thought we can never go 
back.’ I asked with doubt and excitement. ‘Read 
this, when you’re alone.’ He gave me a slip of 
paper and left. 

‘Who is he? What are you two talking about?’ 
The 13-year-old Claudia asked. ‘He is...my 
brother. Nothing, just a silly game between us.’ 

I followed the rules on the paper and bought 
24 alarm clocks. I turned all their hour hands and 
minute hands pointing to 12 and put them on the 
floor, forming a circle. I was so nervous. I couldn’t 
wait to see Claudia, Claudia in the ‘future’, Claudia 
in the real timeline. Would this method work? 
What if I failed? I couldn’t stop thinking about all 
those questions.

At 12a.m., all the clocks were rattling and 
glowing like several Suns combining their streaks 
of rays together. I took a deep breath, then stepped 
into the circle, closing my eyes. I felt my body being 
sucked into a swirl and I became unconscious.

When I woke up, I was lying on my bed. I look 
at my phone. It was 2017/4/10. I heard footsteps 
from the living room. I walked out of my bedroom, 
I walked to her, my Claudia.


