Chapter Two
That night I had a dream. I was in what seemed to be a room, but there were no walls in sight. I stood in what I assumed to be the center of the room, and strewn around me on the ground, as far as the eye could see, were pictures. There were hundreds of them, even thousands. Each one was one I recognized. 
I hesitated to pick one up at first as I thought it might upset the delicate balance of everything. After a while, I thought out loud, “Oh, what’s the worst that could happen?” and picked a picture up. I looked at it. It was a picture of me in my kindergarten classroom, eating some sort of pastry. I couldn’t identify it as I was too far back in the picture to make anything out. 

Before I knew it, however, I was there. I was standing in the middle of my kindergarten classroom, all my former classmates and even myself staring at me. Kids started screaming, and the teacher ran out of the room. Stunned, I stared at my past self. I knew that I would not recognize myself, and naturally, I was screaming with the rest of the kids. The picture had also disappeared from my hands, and I quickly dropped to the ground to look for it. When I could not find it, and when the principal rushed in, I checked my pockets and pulled out a picture of the room with all the pictures. Then, I was back.

I was in a state of pure shock. The picture of me in kindergarten had fallen to the ground. I bent over to look at it, making sure not to touch it, and I noticed nothing about the picture had changed. I was still there, a half-eaten pastry of some sort in my hand. My classmates were also there, smiling ear-to-ear smiles for the camera. I rubbed my forehead. All of a sudden I had developed a severe headache. 

*
*
*
*
*

I woke up with this same headache. I was also sweating quite a lot. I glanced at the clock, and it read 2:43. The PM light was not on. I took a few deep breaths and I fell backwards onto my bed. I stared at the ceiling for a bit, and my mind went wild.

“What was that dream all about?” I said to myself. I then had an idea. I got out of bed, put on some clothes, flicked open my cell phone, and used the light to find a picture I could test with. The first I found was of my 12th birthday party, which was at a bowling alley. Joey, some more of my friends, and I were all sitting at a table eating cake. I picked it up and closed my eyes. I concentrated on the picture, and when I opened my eyes, I was at the entrance to the bowling alley. 
I pinched myself to make sure I wasn’t still dreaming. No, I was quite awake. I then began to walk towards where my friends and myself were sitting. 

Joey was there, of course, as were a few other people. Chip, another one of my friends from third grade who I lived under for a couple of years was sitting next to me. Shane, who I rode the bus with for a number of years was there as well. Kurt, yet another one of my friends from third grade was sitting across from me, spraying the inside of his mouth with a water gun. 

I decided to take the dive and say hello to myself. I walked up to the table, and said, “Hey guys.”

“Who’re you?” Joey said, staring at me. 

“Him.” I said, pointing at the past version of myself.

“I…don’t get it.” Past-Me said, obviously befuddled.

The past version of my father stood up and said, “No, really, who are you?”
“No, really, I am him!” I exclaimed, “Go on, ask me anything!”

The past version of me then began to quiz me. This will be fun, I thought.

“What’s my name?”

“Daniel.”

“What’s my dog’s name?”

“Molly.”

“What’s my favorite thing to do?”

“Play video games.”

“What’s my dad’s name?”

“Daniel, Sr.”

“Mom’s?”

“Regina.”

Past-Me stuttered for a bit. Obviously he knew he was dealing with a serious future version of himself or one hell of a stalker.

“You came from the future?” my mother asked innocently.

“Yes. 2007, to be exact.” I replied calmly.

“Are you on drugs, man?” Kurt asked.

I laughed, then said, “No, afraid not.”

“What’s 2007 like?” Chip asked.

“It’s pretty much the same as right now. A bit more boring, though.” 

Past-Me looked contemplative for a bit. I decided to say what I knew he was thinking. “Want to ask me about your future?” He nodded enthusiastically at this. I smirked, then said, “Go ahead.”

“Uhh…do I ever get a girlfriend?”

I burst out laughing at this. After I recovered from my laughing fit, I said, “Yeah, you do. She’s really awesome, too.”

Past-Me beamed at this. “Really!?” he exclaimed, “Who is it?”

I smiled, then replied with, “Oh, you haven’t met her yet. But it’s worth the wait. Trust me.”
“Do I get my first kiss!?”

I burst out laughing again, and then nodded. Everyone else seemed to be enjoying the little show I was putting on for them. Other people seemed to be catching on to the whole “Find Out Your Future” thing. Joey was the next to ask.

“Are we all still friends?”

I was expecting this one. Kurt had lost touch with the rest of us, and I wasn’t as good as friends with Shane as I used to be. I put on a fake smile and said, “Yeah. Friends forever, I guess.”

Chip was next, with, “What am I like in the future?”

“Pretty much the same as you are now. You’re a bit more crazy, though, and your hair’s a lot longer.”

My dad, surprisingly, was next. “How did you get here? Have they already invented time travel in 2007?” he asked, suspiciously.

I shrugged. “I don’t really know how I got here. I touched a picture of this, and before I knew it, I was here.”

“I can’t say I believe you fully, but you do look like my son just a bit. And you know so much about him…and us.”

“It’s a freak story, I’ll tell you that. I suppose I should go on and get back to my own time, though. Don’t want to cause any inter-dimensional space-time continuum rifts or anything.”
Everyone stared at me after I said that. I knew it didn’t make sense, as I enjoy stringing together big words to sound smart. I rubbed my chin for a second, then said, “I don’t want to break the Universe.”

Everyone seemed to understand that one. I removed the picture of my room at 2:43 AM from my pocket, but before I went back, I had to make sure to do one thing.

I walked over to my mother and embraced her, tearing up a bit. “Bye, mom.” I said.

She was a bit taken aback by my sudden gesture. She spoke, “Bye, Daniel,” as I let her go. I smiled at her, I smiled at everyone else, and in a flash of light, I was gone.

