
May 5th, 2014

1

After hours slaving away in front of the ovens, Sam and Alice had produced 
plenty of loaves for the day. Their first customers were usually knock on the 
front doors by the time the bread was done but there was no sign of anyone. As 
she went to switch the closed sign, Alice glanced up at the clock again. 4:42 AM 
Too…Wait a second. “Sam?” Alice spoke, her voice wavering. “Sam? I think we 
have a problem.”

Sam came bustling out from the back, “What is it now?” Alice just pointed at 
the clock. Sam looked a it nonplussed and then turned back to Alice, “Must be 
stuck.”

“I don’t think so…” Alice said quietly, but Sam hadn’t heard her. She had 
pulled over a stool and was trying to climb on top of it. Sam steadied herself and 
removed the clock from the wall. She took the batteries out and replaced them. 

“Okay should be working now,” she pulled her cell phone out to correct the 
time, and then almost fell off the stool. 

“What?!” Exclaimed Alice as Sam’s cell phone shattered on the ground.
“I just—nothing,” Sam said, slightly embarrassed. “Um what time is it?”
Alice had that sinking feeling as she pulled out her own cell phone. “4:42 

AM”
The women stared at one another.
“Can’t be.”
“It’s been happening all morning.”
“Not for me,” Sam said indignantly. “I got up at four. It wasn’t until you 

showed up…” Her stare had become accusatory.
Alice shrank away, “I don’t know what’s happening.” She could feel the tears 

rising. She didn’t want to cry. But this was turning out to be the worst of her 
forty-two birthdays, and that was really saying something.

Sam must have seen some of this on her face because the woman got down 
off the stool, scooped up her now worthless cell phone, and put an arm around 
Alice. “It’s alright honey. I didn’t mean…” She trailed off not knowing how to 
explain. Alice wiped the nonexistent tears from her face and pulled away.

“What’s happening?”
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“I don’t know,” Sam said. “Tell me everything.” And Alice did. From the 
moment she got up to the moment she walked in the door, everything had 
seemed like a dream. When the story was done Sam just shook her head. “I got 
nothing.”

Alice stared at her. She hadn’t really expected much from Sam but it was 
good to talk about it. “I need to—can I go?”

Sam shrugged. Looking at the loaves already done and then back to the 
unmoving clock, she said “I guess so. You’re still not due in for another five 
hours.”

Alice tried to smile at that but it looked more like a watery grimace. She 
grabbed her coat and left with nary a backward glance at Sam. She needed to 
walk. It relaxed her, especially early in the morning and now everything was 
early. Her breath still hung in the air and the city was still quiet. None of it made 
since. It couldn’t be just her, obviously Sam had experienced it to. This time 
freeze. But Sam had said everything was normal this morning. Was it her? As 
she was thinking this she passed a jogger. He was puffing along, as was 
obviously his morning routine. So she wasn’t alone, there were other people she 
could interact with. 

She walked on. Every so often she would pass a jogger or another pedestrian 
on their way to work. There were even some cars out and about. It seemed like a 
normal Monday morning. Only once did she stop to ask an elderly woman the 
time. The woman replied with the expected “4:42 in the morning.” Alice didn’t 
bother after that. As every second passed (or didn’t) Alice’s thoughts grew 
darker and darker. There was definitely something going on here. It was like on 
of those stupid sci-fi books her sister read. Her sister. Was she experiencing this 
problems too? Was it something to do with their family. She clutched to the idea, 
maybe she wasn’t alone in this! She picked up her pace and took a sharp turn 
towards her sister’s block. 

By the time she had reached her sister’s apartment, Alice was practically 
sprinting. This had to be it, her sister would know what was going on. She 
punched the buzzer to Cameron’s flat. 
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There was no reply. 
She punched it again, harder. 
Still no reply.
She laid into it, for at least twenty seconds.
“What the fuck is going on?!” Alice had never been so happy to hear her 

sister’s voice.
“Cam let me up.”
“What the fuck do you want? Do you have any idea what time it is.”
“4:42,” Alice yelled into the speaker, “now open the door.”
She heard grumbling from the other side of speaker and then that buzz. Alice 

flung open the door and practically flew up the five flights of stairs.
“God damn it, why are you so loud this morning?” her sister greeted her 

pounding on the door. 
Alice pushed into the apartment. It was the typical mess she had come to 

expect from Cameron: rubbish and dirty clothes everywhere, the sink backed up 
with dirty dishes, and newspaper clipping pinned to the serial killer-like wall. 

Alice gave the wall a cursory glance, there was a red string running between 
articles on the presidential elections, back closures, certain big business stock 
options. A blue string wove in-between these and some of the more prominent 
scientific discoveries; the large hadron collider, a new use for spider silk, and 
more. Alice turned to her sister, already a question on her lips.

“Stop,” her sister said forcefully. “It’s too early for you to start criticizing. 
What do you want?”

“Help.”
Cameron glared at her, trying to see if she was making fun. “Go on.”
Alice began to tell the story again but before she had even gotten half way 

through her sister cut her off. “You want me to believe time is frozen?”
“You haven’t noticed?” Alice had that sinking feeling again. She was all alone. 
“It’s almost five in the morning. I should still be asleep,” Cam’s tone was 

biting. 
“Cam please. It’s really happening.”



May 5th, 2014

4

Cam just glared at her, “I can’t believe you woke me up for this.” 
The sister’s looked at each other for a long time, one accusing, the other 

pleading. Finally Cam broke the gaze, “If you’re going to stick around I need 
coffee.”

Alice sat patiently in the living room as she listened to her sister going about 
her morning rituals. The wall was covered in so many contradictory articles, she 
was having troubles finding a common theme. Every so often there were notes 
scribbled on the edges of the papers, “connect to doctor” or “kronos factor at 
play.” It was amazing that her sister still believed this stuff. 


