TwWI 25 NTO MY FUTURE

I OBSE EORITES Frzo

A 6lLASS BA N Y THINKiN
ABOUT MY FATHE

T AM WATCHING THE STARS.
HALLEY'S COMET TUMBLES
THROUGH THE SOLAR
SYSTEM ON |TS GREAT

EVENTY-sm VE.AR EL.Llpse

I AM TWO HUNDRED AND [
TWENTY-SEVEN MILLION
KILOMETERG FROM THE SUN . |

(TS LIGHT 15 ALREADY TEN | B

MINUTES OLD. IT WILL NOT
REACH PLUTO FOR

ANGTHER TWO HOURS . |

TWELVE SECONDS INTD MY
PAST,I OPEN MY Fi RS
THE PHOTOGRAPH 16 FALLING.

|y F.n;gaz ADMIRED THE THE
[ TIE REPAIRED WATELTES.

P YU 7 Y

| [IT'S 1845, T SIT IN A BROOKLYN ! THE PHOTOGRAPH LIES AT
KITCHEN, FASCINATED BY AN ITIS 1985 . T AM MY FEET,FALLS FROM MY
ARRANGEMENT OF COGS ON | ON MARS. T AM EIFTY- | B FrN@EEs, 1S {N MY HAND
BLACK VELVET. T AM 51X YEARS OLD.
SIXTEEN YEARS OLD. ‘ —

T AW WATCHIN(?
TH TARS,
ADM'Q";E’ THE{R

TRATECTORIES,
THROUGH SPACE,
THROUGH TIME .

I AM TRYING ;
TO GIVE A NAME
TO THE FORCE

THAT SET THEM
IN MOTION .

WATCHMAKER



