Chapter Nine

After Past-Kat had slapped Past-Me with all her might, a slew of emotions started rushing through my head. Confusion, relief, shock, surprise, fear, joy, more confusion, and there may have been some love mixed somewhere in there, but I was too young to know the true meaning of it. 

I looked at Kat, who gave me a smile and a wink, which confused me even further. I rubbed my forehead. Things were happening much too quickly for even my brain to process. On that note, I felt sorry for Ms. Saunders. I mean, it’s not like she would ever remember any of this, but still. She was being put through a lot, and she was prepared for absolutely none of it. She just stood there, in shock, jaw slightly dropped. 


As if all this wasn’t enough, Past-Kat rose from her seat, walked over to where I was standing, and stamped down on my foot rather hard. I yelped and grabbed my foot after she had removed hers. After giving me a rather cold glare, she turned to the future version of herself. 


“What are you thinking?” Past-Kat asked incredulously.


Kat was a bit taken aback by her past self’s question, but she shook it off. “You obviously don’t know how awesome Daniel is. Well, is going to be, rather.”


I stole a glance at Past-Me, who looked suddenly eager. Yep, that sure was me. I turned to Past-Kat, who was starting to turn a bit red.


“Awesome? Wow, do I do drugs in the future?” Past-Kat asked sarcastically. Kat was once again taken aback by her past self’s opinions of me, but she had long since realized that those days were forever in the past. 

“You don’t do drugs in the future, stupid,” Kat replied bluntly, a rare occurrence for her. I decided that this would go on for a while, so I walked over and took a seat next to Past-Me. He looked at me strangely, then shrugged and continued to watch Kat and Past-Kat’s verbal fight.


“I must have gotten hit pretty hard on the head, then.”


“I may trip a lot, but I avoid hitting my head.”


“Then please explain to me how that,” Past-Kat said coldly, pointing to me, “is awesome.”


“You just haven’t given him a real chance. And I don’t blame you. He’s going to be a real ass to you for the next few years, but things will eventually work out,” Kat said, unfazed by the class’s gasps at her use of the word “ass.”

“All he does is glare at me menacingly while I try to escape from reality by reading. Are you saying he improves?”



“He improves drastically. It just takes time.”


Past-Kat hesitated, then, defeated, said, “Fine. You win, I guess. Miss Future-All-Knowing. There isn’t any way I can prove you wrong.” She finally sighed and sat down, returning to her book. 


Past-Me turned to me, and asked, “I still hate Harry Potter, right?”


I chuckled, and then replied, “You get over it. You keep it going for a while, though.”


Past-Me frowned. Obviously, he was planning to keep it going for life. And, to tell you the truth, I was. I eventually realized how juvenile it was and I grew out of it, though.


I stood up from the small chair I was uncomfortably sitting in. It felt more like squatting, though. “Kat, you ready to leave?” I asked, removing the picture of the food court from my pocket.


“Sure, Danny. Let’s get out of here.”


I smiled. We had a little in-joke going, and I decided to go with it, as I was pretty much the one who started it. Well, to tell you the truth, I got it from a movie, but still. I walked over to Kat and put my arm around her, and she did the same to me.


Past-Kat looked up from her book, scoffed, and looked back down. Ms. Saunders fainted. Past-Me made a failed attempt at making humor out of his teacher’s sudden lapse into unconsciousness.


Kat and I raised both our free hands into the air, and we actually started to rise for a few seconds. I closed my eyes, smiled, and kissed Kat on the cheek quickly before whisking us back to the present.


As we popped back into the food court, right where we left off, Kat had placed her hand on her cheek where I had kissed her. I gave her the type of smile she had always given me, and she came back with that exact same smile. 

“C’mon, Kat. Let’s go get some Subway. All that time travel made me hungry,” I said, rubbing my stomach. Kat laughed lightheartedly and followed me to the Subway booth.


However, Douglas had made one very small error. It was one that would have absolutely no effect on the future, because what happened would have eventually happened anyway.


Past-Kat and Past-Me, who were both done with their math worksheet, were both engrossed in other activities. Past-Kat was reading her book, and Past-Me was making reading as hard for her as possible.


Suddenly, Past-Kat got a strange feeling in her head, one similar to the feeling of déjà vu. She got the sudden urge to slap Past-Me across the face with all her might, but she dismissed it.

