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Lila Williams was a curious person. Since childhood she loved solving puzzles. It was a difficult crossword puzzle in the old newspaper of her grandmother or solving the way to make a toy work again, Lila was sure that she could show her a talent in discovering secrets. 

But she had no clue in her life as to how she was going to discover her grandfather pocket watch. 

Everything began with a rainy Saturday afternoon. Lila had been in her family attic where she had been digging through boxes of old books and photographs. Her parents had just relocated into the house of the grandfather and there was much to plan about. Lila loved the attic. This was full of things that seemed to have some secrets in them; old suitcases, dusty picture frames, and strange stuff that seemed to come out of another time. 

She opened an old box, which was stowed away in one corner, behind some old Christmas decorations, and gaped. At the foot of the box was an ancient pocket watch. It was beautiful. The silver chain could be seen through the dim radiance of the attic window, and the front of the watch was ornamented with elaborate patterns. The watch was old—so old that Lila had never seen such an old one in the attic. It was not any common pocket watch; she had something in it that made her think it was significant. 

Lila took it in her hand and looked at it. The watch weighed more than she had anticipated and the patterns on the cover were like they glowed like live. The side of the watch had a small button and when Lila pressed it, the cover flipped open. 

It had a small, handwritten note inside. 

Lila, as you are reading this, I suppose you are high time you discovered the truth. It is the key to something much greater than you can imagine in this watch. Wield it well, and it will bring you to places and times which you could not even imagine of, in your wildest dreams. 

Love, Grandpa. 

Lila felt her heart beating faster as she read the note. What did this mean? Why then had her grandfather dropped her a note? Questions, she had a hundred questions but there was but one way of getting to know what it all meant. 

Lila ran down the stairs without considering and put the watch in her pocket and ran to find her mother. 

In the evening, Lila could not get the mysterious watch out of her mind later that night, after dinner. Her mother was occupied in the kitchen, and her father was reading the newspaper. There was no one in the house, save the low ticking of the clock in the wall. The Lila sat at the window in the living room and stared at the watch. She couldn't believe it. A time-traveling watch? Was that even possible? 

She had read time travelling in books, you see. But those were just stories. She could not imagine that it could be real. 

Her hands followed the patterns of the watch with the light touch. There was something pulling her there, a sort of beckoning of the watch. 

Curiosity led her to press the little button a second time. The watch twiddled twitteringly, and there was a pause. Then, the room looked like it was blurred. 

Lila closed her eyes with a blinking. The quietness of the ticking clock became more pronounced, and she felt the energy of the air she was in. The surrounding world started becoming different. The walls of her house began to fade gradually as she could see the street crowded with people in old-fashioned clothes. 

"What... what's happening?" Lila whispered. 

Her gaze was about when she turned around and there in front of her was a tall, dark-haired man dressed in what seemed to be another century suit. The people surrounding her were dressed as though they had just left a book about history and were strolling down a street that looked like an old one, only different. 

Lila's heart skipped a beat. She did not know that she was no longer at home. She was in a different time. Lila made a gasp and dropped away. She was standing on a pavement avenue. Her surrounding buildings were also of stone, and the air was of fresh bread at a bakery nearby. She observed that the individuals with whom she had to deal were dressed in stuffy clothes—women in long dresses with bonnets, men in top hats and coats. Horse drawn carriages pawed at a snail pace along the sidewalk, and the whack of a busy market was audible. 

"Where am I?" Lila whispered to herself. She checked the watch in her hand, and it was shining faintly. She was even experiencing some vibration, which was as though it was telling her to move. 

She chose to go on a walk in the street, attempting to be like the rest of the crowd. When she was passing by a stand where fruits were sold, she saw a sign hanging on top of it. It read: London, 1889. 

"London?" Lila whispered in disbelief. "I'm in the past!" 

Presently, there was a disturbance in the end of the street. People were shouting, and excitedly a crowd was forming round some newsstand. Curious, Lila came nearer to observe what was the matter. On forcing her way through the crowd, she caught the sight of a newspaper bearing a big headline: 

"The Royal Crown Stolen!" 

It was an old jewel of a crown, the crown of the ancient and glittering crown, in an empty royal display case, the picture on the front of the paper. 

Lila's heart raced. The article explained that the crown was stolen the previous night during a royal gathering and the police had no clues. The thief had left no trace. 

Lila's eyes widened. Could this be her first case? The detective investigation into the past that her grandfather had told her? This time the thief had stolen something—and it was a matter of Lila to discover it. Decided, Lila slipped into the mass, and after the gossiping of robbery. She needed to find out more. Turning a corner, she ran over an aged woman who was bringing a basket of apples. 

"Oh! I apologize, Lila said, and grabbed the basket of the woman before it dropped. 

The woman smiled kindly. "No harm done, dear. You feel like you have just come to London. 

"I... I am," Lila admitted. "I'm just visiting." 

The old woman eyebrows. "Visiting, eh? You're not from here, then?" 

Lila nodded, her mind racing. She wished to inquire the woman on the crown, but she was not certain of how much to tell. Well, then, looking on to amuse, I was told there was a great reward with finding the thief who stole the crown. Word goes round, that somebody saw a figure in black sneaking around the royal palace. But no one knows who they are." 

Lila's eyes lit up. "Really? Thank you for the tip!" She hurriedly withdrew her watch and experienced the weird tug. Her first case was now time to enter upon. 

She had not taken another step when a figure appeared in the distance—a man in a dark coat, whose face was partly covered by a wide-brimmed hat. 

Lila's instincts kicked in. The case had just begun. 

Lila froze. The man in the dark coat was standing motionless at the extreme end of the street, staring at her. Although his face was not in the light, but hidden by the shadow of his hat, she could feel that he was watching her. A shiver went down her spine. 

He walked away and began to make swift strides down an alley. 

Lila lapsed into following. She had attempted to take silent steps, the sound of her footsteps clicking softly to the cobblestones. The street ran in and out of high brick structures. By the time she came to an end, the man had disappeared. 

Or so she thought. 

"Looking for someone?" a voice said behind her. 

Lila spun around. The man was standing no more than a few steps away, smiling dimly. His eyes were keen and grey, and there was something wrong about him—something that did not fit into this time. 

"I—uh—I was just—" Lila stammered. 

He looked at you and said, you should not be here. You are out of this century, do you think? Her heart skipped. How could he know that? 

I—I do not know what you are talking about, I said, holding on to the pocket watch. 

He chuckled. "Oh, I think you do. It is not just an ordinary watch you are holding. You must be a new one." 

"A new what?" 

"A Timekeeper." 

She was struck by the word as a thunderbolt. "You knew my grandfather?" 

The man's smile faded. Everyone in our world knew him. He was one of the best. Now he is away though, and then someone new must maintain the balance. 

Lila gazed on him with disbelief. "Balance? What balance?" 

And the balance of time, he said, coming nearer. "History must stay as it is. But there also are others—hazardous characters—who would alter it. They identify themselves as the Chrono Syndicate. They have been robbing artifacts, rewriting history, distorting history to their own benefit. That crown theft? It's no ordinary robbery. It belongs to a big lot bigger. 

The watch got even tighter in Lila’s grip. And so, what do they want to the crown? 

He paused. That will be what you find out. 

"Me?" she said, her voice rising. "I'm just a kid!" 

He smiled one more time, this time amiably. "So was I once. There is a reason why the watch selected you, Lila. Trust it. It will guide you." He put into his coat pocket and gave her a little key of brass. This is the property of your grandfather. He left it with us. It brings an opening which leads to answers. 

Lila glanced at the key and then glanced round at the man—but he had disappeared. The alley was empty. 

There was nothing but the dulling sound of ticking. 

Lila wandered back through the main street, and still carrying the key. The surrounding world appeared to be too large, too loud and too alien. She went in a secluded place in front of a bookstore and sat down to meditate. 

The little key of brass was small and exquisitely crafted, having a little inscription on it that was just like the one on her watch. She took another look at the watch and saw what she had never seen before—a little keyhole-shaped hole at the back. 

Her heart raced. Then she put the key in and twisted it. 

The watch started glowing again, but this time brighter. The ticking was brought nearer to that of a heart, almost. And all at once, there came a picture—a shadowy flicker above the watch—a shadowy flicker, like a light memory. 

It was her grandfather. 

and, Lila, his voice said in a warm voice, were you to be found looking at this, you have found the watch and the key. I knew you would. There is little time to be explanatory, but you will have to hear. The stolen crown during this period is not a treasure, it is a potent item that is related to the passing of time. It might be, in the hands of the wrong people, everything that was destroyed. 

Lila's throat tightened. "Destroy everything?" she whispered. 

This is due to the Chrono Syndicate. You must stop them, Lila. Find the crown. Protect the timeline. And bear in mind—believe your instincts. It is the heart of a detective in you. The photograph was lost, and the watch struck again. 

Lila sat in stunned silence. All the time her grandfather had known. He had put into her possession something more than she could even conceive of. 

Well, I guess I am not a kid anymore, she said to herself. 

Lila also knew that she had to begin at the place of the crime—the royal palace. But she couldn't just walk in. She needed to be clever. 

She recalled the detective may begin collecting information by interviewing witnesses. She went back to the newspaper stand which she had seen above. The paper-seller was a short, round-looking, man, with a wide mustache and a pleasing countenance. 

"Excuse me, sir," Lila said. "I read about the crown theft. Do you know where it happened?"

The man nodded eagerly. Aye, last night up at the Royal Museum. Big fuss about it too! Guards declare they caught a flash of light and the crown disappeared!—poof! 

"A flash of light?" Lila repeated. 

He shrugged. "That's what they say. No one believes them, though. Think they've gone mad." 

But Lila did not believe they were crazy. She had been through time travel, a flash of light, a flash of air. The robber was not just a criminal. He was a time traveler. 

She acknowledged the man and ran off to the museum. 

The Royal Museum was still bigger than she had expected. The front was lined by huge pillars of stone, and there were two guards close to entrance. Lila understood that she had to creep in somehow. 
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