Chapter Three
When I appeared back in my room, the clock still said 2:43. Apparently, no time had passed since I was gone. I was fairly tired but I knew that I would not be able to go back to sleep after what I had just experienced.
“Still a bit shaken?” a voice asked from the back of my room. I jumped, and spun around to face a shadowy figure sitting in my chair. He reached behind him for the light and turned it on, revealing a fairly old man, with grey, balding hair.

“Who are you and how did you get in my room?” I asked, expecting my dad to wake up any minute.

“I am the God of Time and Space. But all my friends call me Douglas.” the man replied.

“God of Time and Space? I suppose that explains how you got here. I still don’t know why, though.”
“You have recently newfound powers, correct? It is this genetic abnormality that I have taken quite an interest in.”

“Genetic abnormality?”

“Yes. Your DNA was badly mutated at birth, but you remained physically and mentally fit. Of course, the odds for this are astronomically small. Rather, it wasn’t you that was mutated, but you mutated the world around you. You can manipulate time and space. But only when certain conditions are met.”

“Whoa. Neat. I assume these certain conditions are the fact that I have to have a picture?”

“Indeed. When you were born, however, I had to tweak a few things about you. For example, you’ve actually had these powers your entire life, but they’ve been dormant. I decided to keep them that way until you came of an age to where you could handle these powers responsibly.”
“I see. Any other things you had to tweak?”

“Many. If I had tweaked nothing, you wouldn’t be here right now. I had to add the ability to generate a picture of where you were when you departed the present. Moreover, I disabled your ability to picture hop.”

“Picture hop?”

“In other words, after going into a picture once, finding a picture in that time period, or bringing another picture with you, and going into it. See, time is muddled enough as it is. I helped to remedy this, though. Time is like a long string that’s always getting longer. Whenever you go back in time, you create a knot in the string. However, I have made it so that you freeze the present whenever you leave, and when you leave the past, I reset it to the point exactly before you arrived, so that it is like you never came.”

“So I won’t screw anything up by going into the past?”

“Only if you end up accidentally killing yourself. This would create a time paradox. If you went back in time and killed yourself, you would never have been alive to go back in time and kill yourself, so you would still be alive in the past, and you would still be alive in the future to go back in time and kill yourself. And so on, and so forth. You would…break the Universe.”

“Ow. My brain.”

“Time is confusing. I believe one of your idols said it best. Time is an illusion. Lunchtime, doubly so.”

“Ha, yeah. So all I need to watch out for in the past is killing myself? Anything else is fair game?”
“Technically, yes. I create a time bubble around whatever time period you visit. Killing yourself would burst the bubble, though.”

“So I can, for instance, beat up someone I’ve always hated and then return to my own time period, with no consequences and a lot of relieved stress?”

“I can’t say I really approve of it, but sure, it’s possible.”

“Sweet.”

“Right then. Well, I suppose I’ve explained everything. Ciao.”

“Wait, wait! What if I wanted to take someone with me to the past?”

“Oh, I almost forgot! Of course, you can. They have to be holding your hand at the time, though. Or they could be holding someone’s hand that’s holding your hand. Theoretically, you could take the entire Earth with you back in time, but I highly advise against taking more than ten people. The more people you take, the higher the chance of Past-You getting killed.”

“I see. What if the picture of the present gets ripped or something while I am in the past?”

“Oh, how could I forget that one? If that happens, then you’re stuck in the past. Forever. So I’d take good care of that picture.”

“Ah. One last question. Why me?”
“I have no idea. I may be the God of Time and Space, but I’m not the God of Probability. I’d ask him.”

“What? Is there really a God of Probability?”

“There’s a God for just about everything, kid. You really think one person could do the whole job by himself?”

“I suppose you’re right.”

“Of course I’m right! Just ask the God of Truth.”

“Okay, now you’re just confusing me.”

“Sure I am. Well, I should really be going now. Oh, I froze time for everywhere but this room, and it should unfreeze when I leave. Don’t worry, I didn’t screw up your birthday any, you haven’t been aging for the last few minutes.”

“Uh, okay. Thanks for the help…Douglas.”

“Never a problem, Daniel!” With this, Douglas disappeared into thin air, and the clock next to me suddenly turned to 2:44. What a night. I decided I would at least lie down and try to get some sleep.

I didn’t really have to try, though. I fell asleep as soon as I hit the pillow.

