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This book is dedicated to Kat, to Richard, to Gwen, to Rose, to Zack, to my father and my mother, to everyone else who gave me motivation to write or unintentionally gave me ideas, and to Molly, the best dog to have ever lived.

Time is the worst place, so to speak, to get lost in.”

~ Douglas Adams
Chapter One

“Daniel, wake up! Spring break is over, time to go back to school.”

This was the voice I heard as I lurched out of bed. I glanced at the clock on my nightstand. It read 6:45. Just a few days before, I had lurched out of that same bed, looked at that same clock, and it had read 4:30. Well, that second time, the PM light was on. This morning, however, was not the case. A week and a half of no school was over. Two more months, and then it would be summer. I fantasized about this as I stood in the shower like a zombie. Well, not so much a zombie, but more like a turkey in the sense that I was staring at the nozzle, mouth agape, streams of water hitting the inside of my mouth and bouncing out. This would be a rough morning.

When I finally stumbled out of the shower, dried my hair, brushed my teeth, and put on my clothes, I was roughly one third awake. I trudged downstairs to my usual morning post at the computer. I sat and stared at the screen for a bit, talking to some of my “internet acquaintances,” per se. These were people I had never met personally, but I had known them for at least a year or so through the powers of the Internet.

When 8:00 finally rolled around, I put on my jacket and book-bag and walked to the bus stop. After standing in the freezing cold for a few minutes, the bus finally came and I rode it to Southwest High School. We arrived, and I got off and walked in.

I made sure to make as dramatic an entrance as possible, because I loved to see my friends laugh. My dramatic entrance failed a bit in the fact that my feet are big and people usually set their stuff down in the morning. Pain ensued. I recovered, though, and I embraced my girlfriend, Rose. We had been going out for over two months and I could not have been happier with her.

I also made sure to greet my other good friends. Richard, my best friend, who was one of my few rivals in smarts, greeted me with a sarcastic “I love you,” before cracking up and giving me a high five. Shannin, who was leaning on the wall next to Richard, waved enthusiastically, causing one of her earphones to pop out. Shannin was one of the few girls I knew who was taller than I was. This is a feat mainly because I am pretty tall for my age. Gwen also had earphones in her ear and greeted me with a spaced-out wave. She always seemed to be in her own little world. I didn’t really care, since I seemed to be there with her.

Zack was also there, talking to what seemed to be no one about the sporting event last night that did not go in his favor. Richard seemed to be listening, smiling and nodding at every other one of his statements.

My morning with my friends was relatively short-lived, as I had arrived a tad late, and the bell rung shortly after I arrived. I accompanied Rose halfway to first period, because we shared the same route until we had to split up. I hugged her before I parted ways with her. I walked outside into the trailer where my first period, Writing I, was.

This class is one of those classes you can sleep through and still make A’s. Well, at least, that’s what I was able to do, and Gwen hated me for it. The teacher, Mr. Tillman, always seemed to go on long rants about totally unimportant (and sometimes inappropriate) things at a whim. However, I was awake when I needed to be, and I aced all my tests, including the midterm, which I scored higher than Gwen on. She didn’t take too kindly to it.

After enduring Gwen’s wrath, I walked to second period, which was Honors Algebra II. Richard sat behind me in this class, and Mrs. Hall was our teacher. I don’t believe anyone in the class liked her. I slept through this class sometimes, too, and I also made A’s in this class. People hated me for this as well. I couldn’t help it that I was smart, though.

Lunch followed. Rose and Gwen were both in my lunch, and a few other friends of mine shared it with me. Joey, my friend since third grade, seemed a bit out of place, but I didn’t mind. We usually laughed until we cried. He wasn’t there that day, which really didn’t surprise me. He wasn’t really a “star student,” so to speak.

Lunch was one of my favorite times of the day. Half an hour with some of my best friends and some of the worst food in the world. Ah, yes, I’ll never forget those days. It never seemed to last long enough, though. Before I knew it, it was time for third period.

I didn’t know why I took Art I. I hated to draw, because I just didn’t have the patience. At least I had it with Gwen though, which made it a bit easier. We drew babies that day. Mine looked horribly deformed, but I love my baby no matter what he looks like.

Next period, and last period, was Drama I. This was one of my more favorite classes, because it allowed me to be myself. I was extravagant and I soaked in all the attention I got. I could have been called a teacher’s pet, but I didn’t really mind. Joey’s sister was in this class with me, as was one of my friends, John, and one of my closer friends, Rebecah. We were currently focusing on Shakespeare. I never knew how perverted that man was.

When the final bell rang and everyone rushed outside, I immediately met up with Rose, who was with her “bus buddy,” Jack. We waved bye to Shannin, Richard, and Zack, and walked to the buses. When Rose and Jack reached their bus, I gave Rose a hug and a quick peck on the cheek and jogged off to my own bus.

The bus ride was uneventful, like just about every other day. When I got home, I walked my dog, Molly, and sat at my computer for about an hour until my dad got home. We ate out, and when we returned, I once more sat at my computer, talked to people, and when my dad finally ordered me to go upstairs and go to bed at around 11, I turned off the computer and turned out all the lights and walked up the stairs. I stood at the sink and listlessly brushed my teeth. 

I walked out of the bathroom, said, “Night, dad,” and walked to my bed. I crawled in, turned out my light, and tossed and turned for a while before finally falling asleep.

*
*
*
*
*

It may not seem like it, but that day was one of the most important days of my life. It may have seemed normal, because that is exactly what it was: normal. That is what’s so important about it, though.

It was the last normal day of my life.
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, and 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, and 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 crazier, 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, and 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.
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.
Chapter Four

I don’t remember if I had any other dreams that night. I know that I slept like a rock, though, and that my dad had to pour cold water on my face to wake me up. 

I wasn’t sure whether to tell my dad or not, though. I didn’t know how he’d react, or if he would even believe me. I wasn’t sure how to handle that day at school, either. I couldn’t really be a superhero of any sort if all my actions in the past were reset. I wouldn’t get to dress up in a leotard in the middle of the night and run around in the past righting wrongs. Well, at least, trying to right wrongs and ending up screwing everyone over even more in the long run.

I figured I would tell Rose first. I was able to trust her with many of my secrets, and I was halfway sure she knew more about me than my own father does. She’s the type of person who would not believe anything without decisive proof, though, and since time freezes at the point where I go back, I’d have to take her for a trip back with me.

I needed a good picture to demonstrate with. Something we could both enjoy. Then, in a sudden frenzy of inspiration, I dug through one of my drawers, and pulled out a picture taken of me in my 7th grade Technology class. Rose and I shared the same class that year, but we didn’t really talk. She had moved up from Florida that year, and she was still getting used to here. We didn’t really start talking until midway through 8th grade when Chip hooked us up. Since we didn’t really know each other that well, we decided to just stay friends. We started going out midway through 9th grade.

I knew that the past versions of ourselves would get a kick out of seeing the two of us together. I pocketed the picture and decided to show it to her at lunch, tell her about my powers, and then grab her hand and whisk her back with me.

After my shower, breakfast, and daily routine, right before I left for the bus, I took a long stare at myself in the mirror. I brushed some of my long brownish blonde hair out of my eyes and stared deep into them. They were blue, just like my mother’s. 

I snapped out of my little trance and walked out of the door and to the bus. I elected to handle the first half of my school day normally. The bus ride was normal, morning in the lobby was normal, first period was normal, and second period was normal. In lunch, I let all Hell break loose.

I walked up to the lunch table and sat down my tray and myself. I didn’t necessarily know what it was I had gotten, but my rule was that if it looked disgusting, it was probably good, and if it looked good, it was probably disgusting. Cafeteria logic.

“You look pensive,” she noted as I sat down, “is something the matter?”

“Actually, yes,” I responded, “there’s something I need to show you.” With this, I took the picture from my pocket and showed it to her.

“Yeah, that’s 7th grade. Your point?”

“Rose, you may or may not believe this, but I can…well, to put it bluntly, I can travel back in time.”

She laughed and said, “No, really, what’s the matter?”

I shook the hair out of my eyes and said, “I’m serious. If I touch this picture I can go to when and where it was. We can go back to 7th grade and show our past selves what they have going for them.”

“Are you high? If you could really travel back into the past I’m sure some time paradox would have occurred by now and destroyed the Universe.”

“No, the God of Time and Space presses the reset button every time I leave the past. It’s hard to explain, trust me.”

“Have you been smoking pot with Joey lately?”

“Want me to prove it?”

“I’d like to see you try.”

“Fine!” I exclaimed and grabbed her hand. I closed my eyes and concentrated on the picture. When I opened my eyes, I was…still in the lunchroom. 

“I don’t know what you’re on, and I’m not really sure I want any of it,” she said, yanking her hand back, “but you sort of had me going there for a minute.”

I stared at the picture. I closed my eyes and concentrated on it again. When I opened my eyes, I was staring at Gwen who was sitting across from me.

“You okay there, buddy?” she asked, in a half-bouncy, half-concerned voice.

“He’s okay,” Rose answered for me, “he’s just a bit disoriented from eating that crap they serve here.”

“I—“ I attempted to explain, but Rose interrupted me. 

“He thinks he can travel back in time by touching a picture. It’s a neat concept, sure, but I wasn’t totally sure he could pull it off. He’ll be fine after getting a good night’s sleep tonight.”

“I…I don’t know.” I blankly said, staring into space. 

Rose put her arm around me, saying, “You may be crazy, but you’re our crazy.”

“Thanks?” I asked, still a bit confused from the fact that for some reason my powers were not working. 

“No prob.” Rose said, smiling innocently.

“Hey, that’s my line!” I yelled jokingly. Thus, the day resumed normally. Lunch proceeded normally, third period went off without a hitch, and fourth period was normal. The bus ride home seemed normal enough for me, and as soon as I got home, I walked Molly. This experience seemed to go normally as well.

However, as soon as I got home from walking Molly, I ran upstairs to my room and started shouting at the ceiling. My dad was at work, so no one was there to hear me except Molly, and I knew she didn’t care.

“Douglas! Get your ass down here!” I screamed.

“Now that’s not a very nice way to ask someone to do something. You could at least say please.” a familiar voice from behind me rang out.

I spun around to find that Douglas was already there, sitting in my chair. “My powers stopped working. What happened?” I asked.
“I deactivated them.”
”Why?”
“I had to. My memory is horrible, you see…there was a very

important thing I left out last night.”

“What was it?”

“Whenever you are in the past, you cannot remove anything or anyone. If you were to remove something from the past, it would be removed from your person in the reset. I’m very concerned about the health of the time stream, so I have to be as strict as the Time Safari.”

“Time Safari?”

“When you’re at school tomorrow, pick up a ninth grade literature book and read A Sound of Thunder by Ray Bradbury. To be honest, your situation is eerily similar to the situation in that book.”

“Oh. Okay then. Wait, wait was that thing you said about removing people?”

“One thing my resets cannot prevent is if you took someone from the past back to the future with you. Don’t go leaving anyone behind, either. I can’t fix that. If you do, who knows what will happen to the time stream? I mean, all Eckels did was step on a butterfly, and the entire course of history was changed!”

“Uhh…?”

“It’s in that story I told you to go read. It’s rather good, really.”

“Ah. So it’s sort of like traveling to a foreign country? Not taking any animals with you to and from the country, disturbing the ecosystem, all that jazz?”

“I suppose. I don’t want to see what will happen, so don’t let it. I’ll be off, then. Your powers are reactivated.”

“Alrighty. See you later, Douglas.”

“Later, kid.” Douglas said, and with that, he vanished into thin air. I picked up a random picture to test and see if my powers were back. It was a class picture of my 5th grade class.

I closed my eyes and concentrated on the picture. As I opened them, I was still in my room. I also had a sudden, splitting headache.

Chapter Five

This particular headache was pretty severe. I was on the floor, in the fetal position, clutching my head in pure pain. After about ten minutes of near-unbearable pain, it suddenly subsided. After a few seconds of silence, I heard the voice of Douglas again.

“You’d better get used to those. Your body is getting used to the power that just awakened within you. They’ll eventually get less severe after the first week or so, and they’ll likely be gone after the first month. I’ve seriously reactivated your powers this time. Sorry about that.”

I got up from the floor and rubbed my forehead. It wouldn’t be easy getting used to those. It was either that, or I just didn’t feel like it, which was likely the case. I picked up my fifth grade class picture again and once more, I tried to go back in time. This time, when I opened my eyes, I found myself in my elementary school multi-purpose room. 

“Everything seems so small, now.” I thought aloud as I stood in the multi-purpose room. I had appeared in a corner of the room, so nobody had noticed my sudden entrance or even my presence yet. I had to keep a low profile, though, considering I looked like and was a high school student hanging out at an elementary school during school hours.

My attempts to go unnoticed failed miserably, though. When asked by one of the teachers, (one I didn’t remember) I attempted to explain that I was a senior down here during one of my open periods helping to tutor the elementary kids. Naturally, the teacher asked her peers about me and of course, no one knew a thing about me. 

When confronted with this dilemma, I then attempted to explain that it was my first day. The teacher leered at me, and then asked me my name. 

“Daniel Smith.” I stupidly replied. I had forgotten that someone was in the same room with the exact same name. Luckily for me, both Daniel and Smith were common names.

“Daniel Smith? Isn’t there a Daniel Smith in here?” the teacher replied, turning around and yelling the same questions to my fifth grade teacher, Ms. Beverly.

“Yeah, he’s right here.” Ms. Beverly yelled back, grabbing Past-Me by the shoulder. Past-Me looked up quizzically at Ms. Beverly, then he looked at me.

In turn, I looked at him. I looked incredibly different than I did then. In fifth grade, I had spiked my hair and I still wore glasses. In ninth grade, I had let my hair fall to in front of my eyes and I wore contacts. I wore my glasses from time to time. I still couldn’t believe I spiked my hair that year.

Ms. Beverly brought Past-Me over to where I was standing. I had no idea how to handle the situation. I may have been a master of improvisation, but I was horrible under pressure.

“Do you know this man?” Ms. Beverly asked Past-Me. It may have been a bit weird being called a man and all, but Past-Me still shook his head.

Then, Ms. Beverly turned to me, asking, “Do you know this child?” I’d like to think that I knew myself, so I nodded. It wasn’t like this conversation had any implications anyway.

Ms. Beverly looked contemplative for a minute, so she walked off to go get the principal, leaving Past-Me to talk to me.

“You’re tall.” Past-Me said in a way that combined matter-of-factness with pure awe.

I was a bit taken aback by this random statement, so I sputtered out, “Thanks?” before the principal, Mr. Walters, came in.

“What school are you from, Mr. Smith?” he asked.

“Southwest High School.” I replied truthfully.

“And you say you are a senior there, correct?”

“Yes, this is my open period.”

“So I’m sure if I called there and asked about you, they would be able to look you up?”

Responses flew around the inside of my head, but only one made it out. “No, I moved here today and they haven’t got me in the school computer yet.”

“You moved here today and you’re already helping to tutor elementary kids?”

“Uh, yeah. When I got transferred here, I had already gotten all the credits I need for graduation. So I asked if I could come down here to help tutor some kids, and they obliged.”

“Hmm. Well, I suppose it’s feasible enough. I’m still a bit skeptical, so I’ll be keeping my eye on you.”

“Okay.” I said. Mr. Walters walked off to a chair that was sitting on the side of the room and sat in it. A teacher was sitting in the chair next to him, and they began to converse, with Mr. Walters giving me glances every few seconds.

Since our class had finished taking pictures, Ms. Beverly gathered up everyone and took them all back to her classroom. I asked Ms. Beverly if I could help to tutor her class, and she thought for a bit, and then agreed. I followed them back to the classroom and had a seat in an empty desk. Apparently, Mr. Walters had forgotten about me. 

Most of the kids in the class looked at me out of the corners of their eyes, while still pretending to pay attention to the lecturing Ms. Beverly. Apparently, she noticed this, and tried to explain it.

“Boys and girls, this young man right here is from the high school, and he’s going to help me teach you guys. He’s got the same name as one of your classmates, so it might be a little confusing. Daniel, go ahead and stand up for the class.”

Both Daniels in there stood up, with Ms. Beverly motioning for the past version to sit back down. I tried to introduce myself. I was still incredibly surprised that they had believed my story and played along with it. I was sure that our school system was in good hands. Not. 

“Uh, hey dudes. I’m Daniel. That’s also Daniel. It’s a bit weird, us having the same name and all, but there’s a very simple explanation for that. Actually, it’s not simple. Not simple at all. But that’s not important right now. What is important is that you kids need an education so you can grow up to be successful…whatever you guys be when you want to grow up. I suck at giving speeches, so I’ll go ahead and let Ms. Beverly take over.”

“Thank you, Daniel. Now, class, take out your math work that went unfinished yesterday, and go on and finish it up. Daniel, if you want to help, just pick someone.”

“Kay.” I said simply, and walked over to where Past-Me was sitting. I was sort of a math prodigy, so I had always been a year ahead of everyone else in math. In third grade, I went to a fourth grade class for math, and in fourth grade, I went to a fifth grade class for math. In fifth grade, they brought a sixth grade textbook down for me and I went to one-on-one teaching with the Advanced Learners teacher. I still had to do the work from my fifth grade class, though.

“Uhh, I don’t need any help. Thanks anyway.” Past-Me said as I sat down next to him. One of the kids noticed that we looked at least a bit alike, though.

“Yo, Daniel. Take your glasses off for a sec.” the kid, Stephen, said.

Daniel obliged. Stephen motioned for me to put my face next to Past-Me’s, and I did so. Stephen looked at us for a little while, and then looked as if he had had a very important life revelation.

“You sure you ain’t got a brother or something, Daniel?”
Chapter Six

“Brother?” Past-Me replied, a bit confused.

“Yeah. You two look a lot alike, and you have the same last name.” Stephen answered.

“But Smith is a really common last name! Besides, what parent would name both their kids Daniel? That and I’m an only child.”

“I’m not your brother, Daniel. I am sort of related to you, though.”

“Related to me? I don’t follow.” Past-Me remarked skeptically.

I pondered for a bit, then replied, “Do you believe in time travel, Daniel?”

“I believe it will come in the future, but not now. Why?”

“Well…that’s how I got here. Daniel, I’m you. Pleased to meet me.”

“You’re joshing me.” Past-Me replied as if I had asked him to split a baked weasel with me. 

“No, I’m totally serious. I can tell you anything you want to know about your future. Name something, anything, and I’ll tell you how it ends up for you.”

“What year are you from, Mr. Future Dude?” Stephen interjected.

“2007. You two will be in ninth grade. Stephen, you’ve grown your hair way out, and so have you, Daniel. Well, you can sort of tell.” I responded.

“Hmm,” Past-Me said, “to be honest, I’m not particularly concerned with my own future at the moment. I’d like to know how everyone else’s turns up.”

“Big words for a little kid.” I replied.

“If you’re me, then you’d know the big words I like using.” Past-Me replied quickly, with a smirk. He had me there.

“Hmm, alrighty,” I said, “Chip is your closest friend right now, correct?”

“Yeah, I live under him right now. Do I move?”

“Yeah, you move after your seventh grade year for reasons you couldn’t control.”

“Hm? What do you mean?”

“I think you’d be better off not knowing for now. Besides, your memories will be erased the moment I leave, so it’s not like it’d matter anyway.”

“If it doesn’t matter, then I don’t see the point of not telling me.”

Once more, he had me. I reluctantly replied, “Well, alright. Yo, Stephen, go sit somewhere else, this is between me and…well, me.”

“Alright, Future Dude.” Stephen said, getting up and walking off to go sit with some other kids.

“First off, didn’t you say that you weren’t concerned with your own future?” I asked.

“That was a lie to make me look cool. Don’t you know how I—we do that?” Yet again, he had me. 

“Good point. Well, I may as well let you know.”

“So go on, tell me.” The mindless chatter around us seemed to die down, but it was if they weren’t even there. 

“You love Mom, right?”
“Of course.”

“If your memory wasn’t erased after I left, I’d tell you not to take her for granted.”

“Wh—what do you mean?”

“I mean that she’s going to be gone in two years, Daniel.”

“…Gone?”

“Yes. It’ll take…a while, but she’ll be gone just like that.” I said, snapping at the end of the sentence. Past-Me stared at me breathlessly. He couldn’t believe what I had just said.

“Dead?” He mouthed.

“Dead.” I replied. 

Past-Me wasn’t as desensitized to certain things as I was, so he began to tear up a little bit. He tried to hide his tears, but it was no avail, as I saw a few drops streaming down his cheeks. Then, he snapped.
“You’re lying. That’s not true. You’re not me. This is all just a bad dream. This is all just my overactive imagination.” He said, choking up a bit after each sentence.

“Daniel, just calm down. You’re still in class.” I said, reaching out to put my hand on his shoulder. He violently slapped it away, however.

“Go away!” Past-Me screamed, jumping up from his seat and running out of the classroom. Everyone in the classroom suddenly turned and looked at me as if I had just molested him. I looked at them, and then at the door Past-Me had just ran out of.

My breathing started getting heavy. “What you just saw is of no importance to you,” I got up, “please continue with your lives while I chase myself.”

As soon as I was up, I darted out the door and started running after myself. I was far quicker on my feet as a ninth grader than an fifth grader. I cornered him at the end of a hallway as he backed up against the wall, trying to get as far away from me as possible.

“Get away. Get away. Get away.” Past-Me repeated over and over to himself. Obviously what little sanity I had back in fifth grade had flown out the window. Years of being a social outcast and finally, this, had gotten to me. My heart started pounding so hard I could hear it. Both mine and Past-Me’s.

Also, by now, teachers and kids had walked out into the hallway to see this confrontation. They stared, speechless, at the scene that I and I were creating. Past-Me, huddled in a corner of the hallway, and myself, attempting to approach him.

Suddenly, I felt something. I didn’t know what it was supposed to be, but it felt like air had somehow bent itself around me. I gasped for breath, then caught it. I looked at Past-Me again.

His pupils were completely missing. He was now standing upright, and he was not pointing straight at me. The dozens of people that had come to watch were now painfully silent. I didn’t know what to expect next. 

In a voice that didn’t even seem to be his own, Past-Me said, “I said out!” and clenched his fist. I felt my feet lift up off the ground. I scrambled to touch the ground, but it was no use. My breathing now was incredibly irregular, and I could barely keep myself in check. I saw Past-Me bringing his fist slowly back toward him. I looked into his eyes, and I still saw nothing. I looked at his mouth, and I saw a demonic smirk. 

I gasped. 

He punched the air. 
I felt myself flying backwards. My back soon hit the ground and skidded over it, flipping me over and causing me to land on my elbow awkwardly, making me scream in pain. I rolled for about twenty more feet, and then I came to a stop. I could barely feel my legs, and I could barely stay conscious. I opened my eyes, and the last thing I saw before I fell into a deep sleep was Stephen staring at me. The last thing I heard was, “Future Dude, you okay?”
Chapter Seven

I remember waking up in a room with pale white paint on the walls. Also, it was on the ceiling and floor. Soon after, I realized that I was not in a room at all, but floating in some sort of strange white space. Was I dead? The beating I took wasn’t that bad, actually.

After a few dozen seconds of aimlessly floating around, I heard a voice. “You really need some common sense, kid,” the voice said, “I mean really. You can’t just go back to the past and tell yourself that your mom’s going to die. That’s just not smart! Although, I will admit that I didn’t see the whole fact that you could manipulate space as well as time coming.”

I blinked. “Douglas?” I asked.

“Who else?” was the sarcastic response I heard. “You’re still alive, but I decided to take you to Limbo so you could think about what you’ve done for a little while.”

“Limbo?”

“Limbo, Purgatory, the White Space, many different beliefs have many different names for it. In short, it’s a place that has absolutely nothing, and it’s very lonely with nothing to do and no one to talk to. You get sent here when you screw up really bad when you die and the God of Judgment decides you need some extra punishment. You stay here floating around for a week or two then get sent to Hell. Or, you may get sent to Heaven for good behavior.”

“Wait, Hell? Heaven? Is that the afterlife?”

“Pretty much. Your soul eventually winds up in either Hell or Heaven, and your consciousness becomes something else that’s born at the exact moment when you die. I believe it’s called reincarnation.”

“So I’m half right. Go figure. But wait, if I’m not dead, what am I doing here?”

“Didn’t you hear me earlier? You screwed up pretty bad, and you needed to learn a lesson. Besides, I needed to talk to you.”

“Uh, sure. Shoot.”

“Okay, then. You see, as I said earlier, going to the past and telling your past self that your mother is going to die isn’t very smart. You upset yourself a lot, and this apparently awakened some very well hidden powers. These powers include the manipulation of space, or telekinesis. In actuality, however, telekinesis is a very broad subject, and you possess some of the powers that fall under its jurisdiction, namely the time manipulation. But these space manipulation powers were idle, and they were awakened by the fact that your past self found out that his mother was going to die in two years. Naturally, he was in denial and very angry at you, so his powers awakened, and he hurt you pretty badly. A broken arm and some bruised ribs, to be precise.”

“Ow. So, I’m going to assume that my space manipulation powers are once again dormant.”

“I’ve taken them away completely. You saw firsthand what could be done, and I just can’t trust you with that responsibility on top of your time manipulation powers.”

“I understand. So when do I get to return to consciousness?”

“Right now,” said Douglas, and with this, I found myself lying in a hospital bed, my father and a few of my friends surrounding me.

“Oh, thank God. He finally came to,” my friend, Kat, said.

Kathleen, or Kat for short, is one of my closer friends. It’s ironic, considering we hated each other until around 7th grade. Now, we’re practically inseparable. Well, that’s not true. We go to different schools, actually. Nevertheless, we continue to remain as close as ever.

Rose, Richard, Gwen, Shannin, and Zack were all there, crowded around him. I asked, “What happened?”

Kat cocked her head in confusion, and then replied, “You must have gotten conked on the head pretty hard if you don’t remember. We were all at the mall and you fell down the up escalator. Please don’t ask me why you even tried going down the up escalator in the first place.”

I blinked, and then replied, “Oh. Seems like something I would do,” whilst thinking, Damn, Douglas. You’re good.
“I’m just glad you’re okay, Danny,” Kat said, while attempting (and somehow succeeding) at hugging me while I was in the hospital bed.

“Thanks, Kat. So wait, which one of my arms is broken?” I asked, lifting up each of my arms.

“Well, if you know your arm is broken, then you should know which one it is. It’s your right one, dummy,” Gwen said, pointing at my arm.

“Yes! Awesome,” I yelled, attempting to do a dramatic fist-pump but failing miserably, as I’m right-handed.

“Awesome? Daniel, your arm is broken and your ribs are bruised,” my dad said.

“Well, yeah, but you’ve got to be optimistic, Dad. The glass is half full. I get to miss out of P.E. and I don’t have to write down stuff for a while,” I said, feigning an ignorant smile.

“Your arm is broken, Daniel, not your hand. You still have to write stuff down. However, you’re right. You get to miss P.E. for a whopping two weeks,” my dad replied.

“Neat.”

“If you can consider breaking bones neat. Keep in mind you can’t play your Wii for a while,” my dad said, a smug grin on his face.

I blinked. I had not realized this yet, and it came as a large shock to me.

The ensuing scream of sheer horror almost got me kicked out of the hospital.

Chapter Eight

The two weeks passed by rather quickly. By quickly, I mean they were incredibly slow and painful. I was glad to still retain my computer typing skills, although they had deteriorated while my cast was on. A total of eleven people signed my cast. Kat was the first to sign, followed by Richard, Gwen, Shannin, Rose, Joey (who took up most of the cast), Chip, Zack, Rebecah, and John (who also took up a lot of the cast). I decided to keep the cast, as a reminder of two things. One, never to tell myself that my mom is going to die, and two, the value of friendship.

Missing out on P.E. turned out to be a moot point, as the two weeks I had been injured happened to be our only two weeks of health. Just my luck, I suppose.

My first weekend with the use of my arm back was spent at the same mall where I “fell down the steps,” with Kat, Gwen, Richard, and Rose. Kat was being unusually flirty with me today, but I toned most of it out as I had dismissed it as a joke, or just the way she always was with guys. I never did completely figure her out. As we walked to the food court, I fingered the picture of me in 4th grade that was in my pocket. We often discussed how fun it would be to go back in time and show our past selves, who hated each other, just how close we were destined to become. Little did she know that she would actually get to experience this, with no repercussions. Or, at least, so I thought.

We all took a seat without getting anything to eat. We decided it was best to see if we could all decide on the same place. However, we had forgotten this was impossible, as we all had different tastes. I was determined to have Kat go to the same place I wanted to go, but this would be easier than I thought.

Richard suggested Chik-Fil-A, Rose and Gwen suggested the Chinese place, and I suggested Subway. Kat automatically agreed with me, so we decided to split up and meet back at the table. Richard stole away to get his beloved chicken sandwich, Rose and Gwen buddied up and got some fried rice, and Kat and I walked off to the Subway.

As we walked, she flashed me a smile when I turned to look at her. Her teeth had braces, like mine, but she would get hers off in August while I would have to wait another year. Before we got to the Subway, though, I stopped her. She looked at me, confused but strangely calm.

“Kat, you know how we always have those talks about how fun it would be to go back to the past and torture ourselves?” I asked, fingering the picture in my pocket again.

“Yeah, but you know we can’t do that until Future Daniel comes back and brings you the blueprints for the time machine you’re going to build,” Kat replied, adding a forced chuckle to the end of her sentence.

“Consider it built,” I said confidently, taking the picture out of my pocket. She looked at the picture, obviously more confused than before.

“A picture of you in 4th grade? How is that a time machine?” 

“Like this!” I said, grabbing her hand. I closed my eyes and concentrated on the picture. I heard Kat yelp, then silence, and then she gasped. 

“Wow…you’ve really done it this time, Daniel,” she said in awe as she gazed at the entrance to the trailer our 4th grade classroom was in. She placed her hand on the siding next to the door to make sure it was real, and then removed it slowly.

I smirked, but I was confused. How could she not be surprised or shocked? “You’re not shocked at all that I took you back in time just now?”

“Of course I am, stupid. I’m just ignoring it like everything else outrageous that you do. Smile, nod, et cetera,” she replied. “So what’s the plan? Just waltz in and surprise them?”

 “Just follow my lead, Kat. I’ve had this planned for a while,” I said, placing my hand on the door handle. I then decided it would probably be better to run to the front office and get some visitor passes first. I didn’t want to get us arrested for trespassing.

After getting our little “Visitor” stickers, Kat remarked at how small everything was. She said she felt tall. I smiled and shook off a snicker. 

“Alright, let’s go through with this then. As I said, I’ve had this planned for a while, so just follow my lead,” I said, placing my hand on the door handle again. She looked at me like I was crazy, after which she realized she had just traveled back in time.

I opened the door, forgetting my decision to knock first. Kat peered in, and what she saw was a group of very confused fourth graders and a very confused fourth grade teacher.

“Who are you?” our teacher, Ms. Saunders, said.

“We’re…old students of yours,” I replied sincerely.

“Sorry, you two, but I can’t remember faces. Could you give me your names?”

“I’m Daniel Smith, and she’s Kathleen Yorke,” I said, realizing that they were in the room just now.

“But they’re current students of mine…in fact, they’re in here right now,” Ms. Saunders noted skeptically, glancing in the direction of Past-Me and Past-Kat, who were skeptically looking at Kat and I. Past-Kat seemed to be noting some resemblance, but Past-Me didn’t know who the hell I was. I don’t blame him. “And shouldn’t you be in school right now? You don’t look like you’ve graduated quite yet.”

“We’re skipping class,” I said nonchalantly, casually walking in, with Kat hesitantly following me. I had loosely explained to her how my powers worked on the way to and from the front office. 

“So, even though we’re doing this, it won’t alter the future at all?” Kat had asked.

“Nope. The only people who will remember are you and I,” I had replied confidently.

“I see. Alright then,” she had replied, looking pensive.

Now, here we were, standing in our old fourth grade classroom, being stared at by all of our former classmates and ourselves. It must have been hard for Kat to process all of this, now that she was experiencing it.

“You’re skipping?” Ms. Saunders asked, obviously thrown out of whack by our sudden appearance.

“Yep, sure are. Just thought we’d stop by for a quick visit,” I, once again nonchalant, answered.

“I’m sorry, but I’m going to have to ask you to leave. I don’t know who you are, and currently, you’re skipping class,” she said.

I ignored her completely. I walked up to the table where Past-Me was sitting across from Past-Kat. Past-Me looked up at me wonderingly, and Past-Kat continued to stare at Kat, attempting to figure out just what was going on.

“This is what you’ll look like in six years, kid,” I said to Past-Me, pointing at myself. “And Kat,” I continued, looking at Kat, “that is what you will look like in six years,” I finished, pointing at Kat.

“Wow, I look cool,” Past-Me noted, obviously in awe.

Past-Kat remained speechless, as she continued to try to piece together the puzzle pieces that had been scattered everywhere by our sudden appearance.

I smirked. I turned around and walked over to where Kat was standing, and put my arm around her. “And we are the best of friends!” I said, with a wide grin on my face.

Past-Kat finally spoke up. “You’ve got to be kidding me!” she exclaimed.

Past-Me raised his eyebrow. Ms. Saunders’ jaw was dropped, and she currently could not form words. 

Kat, obviously contemplating something, turned to me. I turned to her, and smiled again. She looked down at the ground, at the past version of herself, whose jaw was also dropped, and then back at me. 

“Daniel…” she started, breaking free of my arm and nearly forcing me against the wall that was behind me.

“Yeah?” I said, confused.

She did not reply with words, but with actions. She placed both of her hands on my shoulders and pushed me against the wall. She brought her face close to mine, and pushed her lips against mine. I was too overcome with shock to do anything about it, so we were just frozen there for a few seconds. Besides, I’m not going to deny anything, it felt good, if not a bit weird.

When she finally unlocked her lips from mine, our eyes met for a second. I couldn’t quite make out what it was in her eyes, but if I had to pick, I’d say relief. She turned around to where Past-Me and Past-Kat were sitting, to see their reaction. Although still very confused and disoriented, I was curious to see how they would react.

Past-Kat, obviously also overcome with shock, turned around to where Past-Me was sitting and slapped him so hard that I felt it.

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.
Chapter Ten

Lunch at the mall was obviously rather awkward, but I was an expert at handling awkward situations, as was Kat. Kat and I both ate a sub that we had decided to split, Richard was engorging himself on a chicken sandwich, and Rose and Gwen were eating some fried rice. We all sat at a circular table, with Rose and I sitting next to each other (as if it were some sort of obligation), Kat sitting next to me, Richard sitting next to her, and Gwen was sitting in between Richard and Rose.

“Rick, do you even taste that sandwich?” I asked jokingly.

Richard, surprisingly taking a break from eating, quickly responded, “What sandwich?” before eating the rest of the sandwich in one bite. Well, he at least attempted, but he quite literally bit off more than he could chew, so we had to make a scene and I had to perform the Heimlich on him. 

“You okay there?” Gwen asked, half joking and half serious.

“I’m fine, I’m fine. The only thing that’s hurt is my pride,” Richard responded disdainfully.

“Perfect, then everything that matters is fine,” I said, and Richard obviously knew I meant nothing bad from it, “let’s eat.”

“Boy, Daniel, you sure handled that situation surprisingly well,” Kat remarked, obviously impressed by my heroism.

“Kay,” I simply said, returning to my seat and picking up my half of the sandwich. Well, I had eaten a lot of it and it was more like a sixteenth now, but oh well.

“I hate how you can just reply to anything with ‘Kay,’ and it still be relevant at all,” Kat teased, somehow managing to half-frown and half-smile.


 “Kay,” I responded, intentionally pushing her buttons, but like Richard, she also knew I was just joking around.

Lunch continued without any further distractions or incidents. The only casualty was Richard’s pride, and we all left with full stomachs and empty wallets. Malls inflate prices so much, it seems.

My father offered to take Kat, Richard, and I home. Obviously, Kat implied that she wanted to sit (squeeze in, rather) next to me in my dad’s pickup, so we agreed that the seating arrangement would be Dad driving of course, Kat, me, then Richard.

My dad dropped Richard off first, leaving Kat, him, and I in the truck. As he revved up the truck to take Kat home, I felt Kat’s hand grasp mine. I grasped back, because as it stood, I liked her better than Rose lately.

Rose had been rather…distant lately. She wasn’t quite acting the same around me lately, and I wondered if she had noticed how intimate Kat and I were getting. Kat is her best friend, and all, and it would sting pretty bad to have your boyfriend dump you for your best friend. I was currently at a total loss at how to handle this situation.

My dad would play a large role in this situation as well. I checked to make sure that Kat’s hand placed on mine was well out of his sight, as he was much more perceptive than I gave him credit for. I wondered if he would notice the scalene love triangle that was currently my life.

It didn’t help that Richard used to have quite the large infatuation towards Kat. She liked him a lot back, but fate dealt them both a cruel hand and before they found out they liked each other so much, it was too late. I guess that makes it some sort of love trapezoid then.

Another factor was Shannin. She, who had been going out with Zack for the past few months now, was rumored among Kat, Richard, and I to have secretly harbored an infatuation for Richard, even though she was going out with his best friend, Zack, who was also one of my close friends. Zack wouldn’t really care, though. I mean, he might, but he wouldn’t show it. It’s just the way he’s so indifferent to everything going on around him (excluding sports) that gets me. But he’s Zack, and I wouldn’t have had him any other way.

Does that make it some sort of weird love hexagon by now? I think that’s it. It was just the bizarre love hexagon that defined all the drama running through mine and everyone else’s life. I couldn’t really complain though. Drama wasn’t only a course in high school; it’s also one of the biggest tests you went through. It showed whether you were able to handle the situations life will present you with, or if you would run and hide like a coward.

The whole thing was something that would be hard, but I would make it through. I always say, if you’re going through Hell, keep going straight, and you’ll get out sooner. Also, if you’re going through Hell, be sure to take friends. They make the trip more bearable.

But enough credos. After we dropped Kat off, my father and I returned home. On the way back, he started quizzing me, perceptive as he is.

“Do you and Kat have some sort of thing going on?” he asked, raising his eyebrow towards me when we were at a red light.

“No, dad,” I said, moaning a bit, “you know Rose is my girl.”

“Really, now? Has Rose noticed how flirty Kat has been around you lately?”

“I doubt it, namely because I haven’t noticed it either.”

“Well, you’re oblivious to everything around you, so that’s not a surprise. You were even oblivious to when she grabbed your hand when we were on the way to dropping her off.”

Shit, I thought. He’s good.
“Oh, so you did notice? Obviously, you did, or else you wouldn’t have tightened your grip.”

Oh, great, I thought. Kat was right, he is all knowing and all seeing.

“No, dad, you must have been seeing things,” I said, trying to play it off coolly. I failed.

“My eyes may be fifty years old, but I’ve learned to trust them and they don’t lie to me, son.”

“They must have made some sort of error, then.”

“Daniel, this is serious. You may be cheating on your girlfriend with her best friend. That would sting.”

“Key word there, Dad. May.”

“If you deny it, it will only get you deeper in the hole.”

“What hole? There is no hole.”

“Well, since you’re denying it so vehemently, I suppose I’ll just give you the benefit of the doubt.”

“Thanks, Dad. You know I’m smarter than that.”

“You’re welcome, Daniel. Just remember this: if you ever lose Rose forever to this, if it even exists, the only person you can blame is yourself,” he said deeply, giving me the most sincerely worried look he’s ever given me as we pulled into the parking space in front of our townhouse.

“Kay, Dad,” I said, still playing it off totally.

However, I didn’t know just how much I needed his help.
Chapter Eleven
The rest of the drive consisted of nothing but an incredibly awkward silence between my dad and I after our conversation. When we made it home, I made a move that surprised even myself. I actually skipped getting on the computer and I instantly ran upstairs, to my room.
The only time I actually spend in my room is spent sleeping. Ever since I moved my video games downstairs, I had spent little to no conscious time in there. When I was in there, I was either incredibly bored, watching TV whenever my dad was watching the one downstairs, or with friends. However, this time, I was alone, and the TV was not on.
At least, I thought I was alone.
I jumped on my bed, an air mattress, and buried my face in the pillow. I soon rolled over and stared at the ceiling. I closed my eyes and began to talk to myself, something I did often.

“Ever since that totally random kiss, life has been turned upside down for me. Kat's still as flirty with me as ever, and Rose is getting more and more suspicious by the day. I don't want to hurt Rose, but I think I'm starting to get feelings for Kat. I think. I think. I think. I never know anything in my life for certain. Damn it, where's the God of Knowledge when you need him?” I said, my mind going a mile a minute.

"Her. And that's Goddess to you, mortal," a beautiful voice called out, scaring the bejeezus out of me. My eyes shot open and I shot up, my eyes meeting a beautiful blonde woman who reminded me of an older Kat. Her long blonde hair went down to her ankles, and she was one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen. I did not doubt for a second that she was a goddess.

“I assume you’re here to help me out of my jam?” I replied, keeping my cool and assuming that this was one of the few things my dad could not know of.

“Yes, actually. I was feeling generous today and since you’ve already had some encounters with the divine, I decided to help you. Also, your dilemma is very interesting and intricate. I think this will be fun,” the Goddess said, smirking.

“You sound like a demented therapist.”

“No, that wouldn’t be me. That would be the God of Advice.”

I gasped in shock. “There’s a God of Advice?”

“Was. The guy was always sort of a prankster, but things got way out of hand.”

“How so?”

“Well, before becoming the supreme ruler of Germany and such, Hitler was a budding artist. However, Mr. God of Advice advised the Vienna art school that Hitler had attempted to get into to reject him.”

“Well, damn. That’s serious. How bad was his punishment?”

“If you’re familiar with the story of Tantalus, that’s what we did to him. The man was always a glutton.”

“Ow. Sucks for him. Anyways, aren’t we getting sort of off-topic here? You’re here to tell me what’s true and what’s false.”

The Goddess frowned, saying, “I’m not some lie detector. I know all, although I do not know all at once. If I concentrate my thoughts on something, I can know everything and anything about it in only a few seconds. However, I do not know something if it has not happened yet.”

“So, in a way, you’re sort of like one giant encyclopedia?”

“I’d prefer it if you stopped comparing me to objects.”

“Oh, sorry. By the way, what’s your name?”

“It’s Bliss.”

"Why Bliss?" I asked, scratching my head, "Isn't that an appropriate name for like the Goddess of Happiness or something?" 

“Well, Daniel, ignorance is Bliss."

“Ah, I see. It makes perfect sense.”

“Of course, now, about your problem. I’ll permit you to ask me five questions. However, if your question does not pertain to anything in the past or present, I will discount it, but it will still count against your total.”

“Seems fair. Alrighty, then. Question one: Who do I have more feelings towards? Rose or Kat?”

Bliss closed her eyes, concentrating for a moment. “You feel obligated to like Rose, but in truth, what you feel for Kat is much larger than what you feel for Rose.”

“I see. Question two: Does Rose know about Kat’s infatuation with me?”

“She suspects it, but she naturally doesn’t know for sure yet. However, she’s ready to pounce whenever she has some evidence.”

“Figures. Question three: Is there anyone else who likes me?”

“Not at the moment, no. For once, I don’t have to give you a complicated answer.”

“Great. Question four: Is Rose stable enough to handle me breaking up with her for Kat?”

“No. If you did it gradually, maybe, but she couldn’t handle it all at once. To be honest, though, she’s actually considering breaking up with you.”

“What? What do you mean?”

“Well, not only is she noticing growing intimacy between you and Kat, but she’s…well, to put it bluntly, she’s getting sick of you.”

“I…don’t get it. She said she could never get sick of me.”

“She lied. She’s getting sick of your clinginess to her, although that’s actually died down a lot since Kat entered the picture. She’s starting to think you’re immature, and she’s starting to think that you’re no longer her perfect guy. She’s also getting tired of the constant hangouts between you and her and your friends that are no longer fun, but now they seem necessary. She’s starting to lose faith in you, and she’s starting to lose trust in you.”

“Wow. You really hit the nail on the head with that one.”

“Of course. Also, you just used up your last question.”

“Ah, damn it. I had something important I wanted to ask, even though it doesn’t have anything to do with the situation at hand.”

“It’ll have to wait, then. Sorry, kid. I should be heading back, though. Douglas and I are playing poker tonight with some other divine friends.”

“Okay then. I’ll see you later, then…Bliss.”

“Later, Daniel,” Bliss said, smiling. Her teeth were perfectly white and perfectly straight. However, her perfect teeth were soon gone in a flash of light that seemed to have been emitted from her teeth. I checked my watch. It had been stopped for the entire duration of my conversation with Bliss. Douglas’s powers were certainly amazing.

I decided to go downstairs and get on the computer. I feared my dad would get even more suspicious if I wasn’t doing what I was usually doing all the time.

I took a seat at the computer and, after some clicking, logged onto AIM. Two people I desperately needed to talk to were online. There was a “KittyKathleen36” and a “RoseByAnotherName” online. I double-clicked each of their names and began clacking away.
Tonight would definitely not just be another night.
Chapter Twelve

I struck up a conversation with Kat first, considering she was much easier to talk to.
OhDannyBoy2092: hallo

KittyKathleen36: hey

OhDannyBoy2092: what would be considered “up”

KittyKathleen36: eh, not much. Bored

OhDannyBoy2092: same here

OhDannyBoy2092: things have been confusing lately though

KittyKathleen36: ?

OhDannyBoy2092: *sigh*

OhDannyBoy2092: don’t play dumb, Kat. you are at the center of all this

KittyKathleen36: well duh

KittyKathleen36: but what exactly is it that’s bothering you?

OhDannyBoy2092: i’m pretty sure i like you better than Rose

OhDannyBoy2092: but i want to avoid hurting her

OhDannyBoy2092: but i am starting to think she’s sort of um

OhDannyBoy2092: you know

OhDannyBoy2092: getting sick of me

KittyKathleen36: I’ll be honest, Daniel

KittyKathleen36: I’ve actually been noticing this too

KittyKathleen36: she’s really been keeping her distance from you lately

KittyKathleen36: and me, to an extent

OhDannyBoy2092: well yeah

OhDannyBoy2092: she’s definitely suspicious about how intimate we’re becoming

KittyKathleen36: yeah :\

OhDannyBoy2092: i’m pretty sure that she’s going to break up with me

KittyKathleen36: what!?

OhDannyBoy2092: well, i’m not pretty sure. i am totally sure

KittyKathleen36: and just how did you discover this

OhDannyBoy2092: Goddess of Knowledge told me. It’s a long story

KittyKathleen36: that’s hard to believe

OhDannyBoy2092: just like my powers, right?

KittyKathleen36: …

KittyKathleen36: touché, Daniel

KittyKathleen36: so what are you going to do about it?

OhDannyBoy2092: i’ll probably just let her break up with me, take it easy, wait a week or so, then she’ll probably be even more sick of me to the point where she’ll stop caring what i do, and then i’ll try things with you

KittyKathleen36: you have to remember she’s my friend too.

OhDannyBoy2092: she’s not your friend if she can’t get over it

KittyKathleen36: ugh

KittyKathleen36: why does life have to be so confusing, throwing us curveballs and tearing friends apart?

OhDannyBoy2092: it’s how we learn the most important lessons in life, i suppose

KittyKathleen36: you’re probably right, although it’s harsh

KittyKathleen36: we’ll get through it. Together.

OhDannyBoy2092: Together.

KittyKathleen36: What does not kill us will only make us stronger.

OhDannyBoy2092: got that right

KittyKathleen36: so are you going to talk to Rose right now?

OhDannyBoy2092: actually, i don’t think i will. it’s time to start dropping the subtle hints

KittyKathleen36: that’s not that nice

OhDannyBoy2092: you say that as if the way Rose is acting is nice

KittyKathleen36: damn, you’ve got me there

OhDannyBoy2092: hahah, it’s true.

KittyKathleen36: sad, but true.

KittyKathleen36: anyway I have to go

OhDannyBoy2092: ah

OhDannyBoy2092: kay.

OhDannyBoy2092: talk to you later, then.

KittyKathleen36: later

KittyKathleen36 signed off at 7:43:25 PM.

After Kat signed off, I leaned back in my chair. There was a pretty bad feeling deep in my gut about Rose breaking up with me, but I tried to dismiss it. One of the worst things ever is to know that something is going to happen, but to not know when. That was the case here. Rose was definitely going to break up with me, and I was going to weather it and later see how things with Kat work out. Rose wasn’t going to like it, and I hated to do this to her, but it’s just like Bliss said. She had gotten sick of me, so it’s not like it really mattered.

I grabbed my headphones and put them on. I opened my music player and started playing some Radiohead. Whenever I was feeling introspective, I would always listen to either Radiohead or Pink Floyd. Both were amazing bands who were really ahead of their respective times.

I closed my eyes and listened to Thom Yorke’s voice sing. However, a sudden noise chimed in during the song. I opened my eyes, only to see an AIM window, in a conversation with RoseByAnotherName.

RoseByAnotherName: Daniel, we need to talk. Now.

Well, that was sudden, I thought.

OhDannyBoy2092: about?

RoseByAnotherName: About you and Kat.

OhDannyBoy2092: what about us?

RoseByAnotherName: I’m smarter than you think, Daniel. You and Kat are closer than you and me.

OhDannyBoy2092: your point?

RoseByAnotherName: I think it’s a bit weird.

OhDannyBoy2092: we’re close friends. it’s natural

RoseByAnotherName: Natural is holding hands on the way back from Subway?

Wow, she was holding my hand? I really didn’t notice that time, I thought, starting to get a bit nervous.

OhDannyBoy2092: i don’t know what you’re talking about.

RoseByAnotherName: Don’t play dumb, Daniel. You and her were planning something behind my back.

OhDannyBoy2092: no, that’s stupid

RoseByAnotherName: I wouldn’t put it past you to do something that stupid. And to think I trusted you.

OhDannyBoy2092: nothing is happening, Rose. 

RoseByAnotherName: I’ve got half a mind to break up with you right now.

OhDannyBoy2092: you’re blatantly overreacting to this, Rose.

RoseByAnotherName: No, you’re just playing dumb, trying to keep me from knowing the truth.

OhDannyBoy2092: you don’t have any hard evidence of it though

OhDannyBoy2092: so you can’t prove it

RoseByAnotherName: Better safe than sorry.

OhDannyBoy2092: well, i’m pretty sure why you’re overreacting to this

RoseByAnotherName: Oh, really now?

OhDannyBoy2092: you’ve gotten sick of me.

RoseByAnotherName: Good job.

OhDannyBoy2092: you think i’m immature and that I need to grow up.

RoseByAnotherName: You’re good. You deserve a cookie.

OhDannyBoy2092: i have my ways.

RoseByAnotherName: You seem surprisingly indifferent to this, though.

OhDannyBoy2092: Saw it coming.

RoseByAnotherName: Figures. This whole relationship was a mistake in the first place anyway.

Now that one hurt. It’s never fun to be called a mistake. My stomachache worsened, and I hunched slightly over the keyboard.

OhDannyBoy2092: okay, now you’re really overreacting

RoseByAnotherName: You’re the one who’s overreacting. You apparently don’t care, yet you keep telling me I’m “overreacting” to my boyfriend attempting to get with my best friend behind my back.

OhDannyBoy2092: you’ve got a point

RoseByAnotherName: So you admit to it.

Damn it, I thought, she’s really got me there.
OhDannyBoy2092: I suppose I do.

RoseByAnotherName: You backstabbing traitor.

OhDannyBoy2092: If you’re a real friend, then you’ll just accept the fact that Kat and I could be in love.

What an utterly stupid thing to say.
RoseByAnotherName: I would, except you’re sort of still going out with me.

OhDannyBoy2092: Not anymore.

RoseByAnotherName: So you just broke up with me.

OhDannyBoy2092: Guess I did.

RoseByAnotherName: And now you’re going to attempt to go out with Kat.

OhDannyBoy2092: Guess I am.

OhDannyBoy2092: Why should you care? You’ve gotten sick of me.

RoseByAnotherName: Kat is my friend too, you selfish hog.

OhDannyBoy2092: Then prove your friendship by supporting her decision to do this.

RoseByAnotherName: It’s her decision? I don’t buy that.

OhDannyBoy2092: Well, it is. It’s our decision. 

RoseByAnotherName: I don’t know how you talked her into this, but I’m going to get you back for this.

OhDannyBoy2092: I thought you stopped caring about me.

RoseByAnotherName: So did I.

RoseByAnotherName: Then I realized I never started.

RoseByAnotherName signed off at 8:26:32 PM.
Chapter Thirteen


Ow.

I knew Rose could be cold, but she had just taken it to new heights. Or lows. Depended on how one looked at it. I couldn’t tell if she had blocked me or just signed off in frustration or rage. The only thing I knew for sure was that our relationship was definitely over, and that our friendship was probably going to crash and burn horribly.


I got a sudden and severe headache. I decided to sign off the computer and lay down on my bed for a while. As I ran up the steps, my headache worsened to the point where I had to crawl into the bed. I buried my face in my pillow and hoped my pain would subside. I gritted my teeth and attempted to bear the pain, but it grew and grew until it finally, and suddenly, stopped. My pillow was also gone, and I found myself on a very uncomfortable floor. I rolled over, and I found myself in my 7th grade technology classroom, surrounded by former classmates, notable ones including myself and…Rose.


Mr. Jenkins, the teacher, was staring at me wide-eyed, as I had apparently just appeared out of thin air. I was confused as well, because I had not been touching a picture at the time. Maybe the stress caused by Rose had increased my powers’ threshold? I really didn’t know, but as I got up, I checked my pocket and sure enough there was a picture in there.


The entire class was just staring at me, save for Rose, who had ignored my sudden appearance and had just buried herself further in her manga. 


“Um. Hi,” I said feebly to the class, waving slowly.


“Excuse me, sir, but who are you and how did you get here?” Mr. Jenkins asked, still rather wide-eyed.


“I’m…Roger Burton, and I’m from the future, where we have invented time machines,” I said, decided it was best to avoid drama and use a fake name. I used the name of a character from a story I was writing at the time (although I had forgotten that I had started it in 7th grade, and this prompted Past-Me to look at me funny) and I used the plot of said story to explain my sudden appearance.


“You’re…from the future?” Mr. Jenkins asked, definitely in awe.


“Sure, why not. I was…trying to calibrate my…time machine and I got the jigowatt reading wrong…and the flux capacitor broke…and I ended up here,” I attempted to explain, although all I was doing was stealing things from Back to the Future.


“Are you aware that all you’re doing is stealing things from Back to the Future?” Mr. Jenkins asked, raising his eyebrow.


“Um, I don’t know what you’re talking about. The world is really like that in the year 2054,” I improvised.


“Oh, really? 2054? That would explain the Pink Floyd shirt, then,” Mr. Jenkins said, as if he could somehow disprove I was from the future even though I had spontaneously appeared on his classroom floor.


“It’s vintage,” I said confidently, “because us people from the future love the music of the past, even though all the artists are long dead.”


“That’s nice. I’m going to have to ask you leave the classroom, however,” Mr. Jenkins said blankly.


“Can I stay? I’m doing a report on classrooms of the past for my Social Studies class.”


“I would say yes, but one, you don’t have a visitor’s sticker, and two, why should I trust someone who just spontaneously appeared on my classroom floor?”


“Well, I promise I won’t be a bother.”


“That doesn’t matter. It’s school policy.”


“You look sorta like me,” said Past-Me, squinting his bespectacled eyes and interrupting Mr. Jenkins.


“Take off your glasses, boy.”


“Uh, okay,” Past-Me said, taking off his glasses. 


“Now you look like me,” I said, “because you are me.”


“Wait, I’m sorry. What exactly are you talking about? I would assume Daniel would grow old in the next 50 years,” Mr. Jenkins butted in.


“I got accidentally cryogenically frozen. Caused a lot of ruckus, got taken all the way to the Supreme Court. They ruled in my favor, although I don’t understand why they wouldn’t let my parents open the door for me. I never did get the United States court system,” I explained.


“How long do I get frozen for?” Past-Me asked.


“About forty-eight years. Weird number, I know. I’m starting to think the whole cryogenic frozen-ment thing was intentional. Oh well, who am I to question some random person’s motives?”


“Wait…” Mr. Jenkins said, obviously deep in thought.


“Hm?” I replied, cocking my head.


“Wouldn’t you coming back to the past and telling yourself you’re going to get frozen just cause a time or predestination paradox and either cause you to not get frozen, breaking the universe, or the only reason you were frozen in the first place was because you came back to tell yourself you would be frozen. Or, better yet, you yourself were frozen by a version of yourself from the future!” Mr. Jenkins hypothesized. 


“If that made sense, I still wouldn’t care. Oh, yeah, about that…” I said, raising my finger. The past was getting too confusing, so I grabbed the picture in my pocket and returned to my own time. As I poofed back in my room, I noticed that there was a picture of me in 7th grade technology on my pillow. I rubbed my forehead. Having time travel powers was hard work. I was suddenly hungry, so I decided to go downstairs and fix myself something to eat.


Then, I got a much better and much more interesting idea. I would find the oldest picture I could find in my house, and partake in some cuisine from the past. It would be a fun experiment, and I’d get some good eats along the way. Also, it would be free, considering that I could walk out on my bill by walking out of the past. 


I then began to (to the confusion of my father) search for the oldest picture I could find, and as soon as I found a black-and-white picture of my parents in high school, I knew exactly what I was going to do.


Then I realized I was really stealing from Back to the Future, so I decided to start looking for another picture.
Chapter Fourteen


“Daniel, just what in blazes are you looking for, and why is it worth tearing up the house?” my dad asked, turning the volume down on the TV program he was half-watching.


“It’s for…a school project,” I explained, improvising.


“Oh, really now? What class?” my dad asked, raising his eyebrow inquisitively.


“Art. I’ve got to find the oldest picture I can, and bring it in tomorrow to draw.”


“Will I get to see this drawing?” my dad asked, skeptical as always.


“No, actually. It’s for extra credit, actually,” I continued, adding a feeble smile at the end.


“Since when does my son, the whiz kid, need extra credit?” my dad continued to interrogate.


“Because your son, the whiz kid, sucks at drawing.”


“You don’t suck, you’re just impatient.”


“Your point?”


“Patience is a virtue, and you need to learn the value of it.”


“Okay, fine, you’ve got me there. But could you just do me a favor and tell me where the oldest picture I can find is?” I asked, defeated by my father’s invincible logic.


“I suppose. All the pictures we moved over from your mom’s house are in that box over there,” my dad said, gesturing in the direction of a fairly large shoebox, “I guess you could find something old in there.”


My dad and I were currently in the process of moving. Actually, we had already moved out of one house, and we had crammed everything we could in a storage building and everything we couldn’t fit in there we just stuffed in our current house, which we would soon be moving out of in lieu of a larger, more roomy house.


See, my parents divorced in 2001. The way things worked with me was that I would live with my mother and I would get to spend time with my dad mainly on weekends. My mom and I first moved into an apartment, then into an old (I cannot stress the “old” part enough) house that was dusty and moldy and creaky and creepy, and then we finally settled in a condominium, which was where I lived under Chip. 


My dad, however, wasn’t able to find his own house for a while. When my parents first split up, he moved in with my uncle, and his brother, Eddie. Eddie was always like a second father to me, much closer than anyone else in my extended family. He had a daughter, my cousin, Rebecca, not to be confused with Rebecah. She was a couple of years older than me, and we got along okay.


After a short time spent living in my uncle’s apartment, my father elected to move into a trailer, mainly because my uncle was moving anyway. My dad’s high school friend, Joseph, offered my dad a room in his trailer. Joe’s a nice guy, and he always means well. He watches me whenever my dad’s out of town, and he watches Molly whenever my dad and I are both out of town.


My father soon migrated south for the winter. He ended up moving to the county south of the one my mother and I were in, and I say winter because each time I spent time down there, things were always uncomfortable and I spent most of my time wishing it would end already. I love my father with all my heart; it was just the people he had elected to move in with that got to me.


He had a girlfriend. Beth was her name, and I do not believe I have ever held more contempt for anyone I have ever met. So many things about her just got on my last nerve. Whether it was the way she tried to bribe me with nice things, or the way that she lacked common sense, or the way that she always seemed to get the upper hand on me, or the way that she treated me like crap whenever my dad wasn’t around, I just could not stand her.


Her daughter wasn’t exactly Miss Nice Girl either. She inherited a lot from her mother, although she was much more tolerable. She was also smart enough to know that her mother wasn’t smart enough for anything. Her and I constantly feuded, however, and there were numerous times where arms started flailing. She’d always end up whining to momma, though, but my dad (usually) took my side, except when I was truly at fault, which didn’t happen often but it did occur once or twice.


Weekends at their house weren’t fun. The time spent with my dad outside the confines of that prison was great, though. 


Beth owned a beach house down in South Carolina. Whenever my dad and I would go on vacation, we would always stay there. It just so happened that Beth and her daughter (and maybe her daughter’s best friend, which was rarely the same for two trips in a row, but her friends were usually too good for her) would always stay there with us. After all, it was their beach house. Spending a week down there was fun, as long as I spent the least amount of time with them as possible.


However, there was one time where I snapped. I don’t remember what I did, but it set off a chain of events that ended up in my father and Beth having a verbal war, Beth’s daughter crying in her room, and me packing my bags. My dad and I drove home that night, getting back at 1 AM. 


My dad got a hotel room, and we stayed there for what would have been the remainder of the beach trip, until my dad could find a house of his own, which he needed desperately. He finally did, and we moved in as soon as we could. It was a cozy little place, with a bedroom for me and a bedroom for dad. It was a two-story townhouse, which was probably taller than it was wide. I liked it, though. 


When my mother passed away in 2005, my dad and I were left with two houses, each full of furniture. My dad was always one to take things slowly, so he decided that we would first move everything out of my mother’s house, after which we would fix up her place, and sell it. When it was sold, we would start looking for a new, bigger house. We’d buy a house, and move into it before the start of my sophomore year.


Things went pretty much according to plan. By the time I had discovered my powers in April, we had already moved completely out of my mother’s place and we were in the process of renovating it so it would fetch a decent price on the market. Before the end of the school year, we had narrowed the new house list down to only a few, and a few weeks after school ended, we closed on the new house, a three-story, four-bedroom, three-and-a-half-bathroom monster. 


The house was built on a slope, to the point where the developers had no choice but to build a basement, and not only a basement, but one that was finished completely. The basement ended up having a bedroom, a bathroom, and a large main room for me to put all my trinkets and such. I would end up living down there, and we were able to move completely in before the start of my sophomore year. Right according to plan.


But enough of that. At the time that my dad and I were having the conversation about old pictures, it was early May. We were very early in our house hunt, so we were still settled in the house my dad had bought when he had stormed out of Beth’s beach house. 


Funny thing, though. Beth stormed back into my life. I had no idea what my dad saw in her, or what he was thinking when he forgave her, but hell, who am I to judge? We would end up spending our beach trips in the beach house, in Beth and her daughter’s company. My contempt for her was eventually made public, and she seemed to ignore it for the most part. Hey, at least she gave me free nice stuff. 


Wait, I said enough of that. 


I opened up the shoebox, and there were some pretty old pictures. I shuffled through some old Kodaks and some old Polaroids before finally finding a good one. 


The picture was allegedly of my maternal grandfather, whom I never knew. My mother always told me stories of her family, and the one involving her father was a doozy, if it was even true. Then again, weirder things have happened in my life, so who am I to doubt her stories’ sincerity?


Her father apparently just decided to run off one day. He became a hobo, to put it bluntly. Apparently, the last anyone ever heard from him was that he was in New Jersey. My mom said he got run over by a train. As crazy as her family was, I do not doubt that one bit.


I studied the picture of him. It was in black and white, and he was the only person in the picture. He was standing in a field, surrounded by shrubberies and bushes. His hands were at his hips, and his balding grey hair crawled down the side of his face and down into a fully grown beard. If he had put on a little weight, he could have been Santa Claus.


I was never sure of anything about him, really. I did not know when he was born, I did not know his name, and I did not know when he died. If I had to take an educated guess, though, I would say the picture was taken in either the 40s or 50s. Eating at an old-fashioned 50s diner sounded like a hoot.


“Alright, Dad. I found the picture I’m going to use,” I said to my father, holding up the picture for him to see.


“Is that Regina’s father?” he asked, squinting at the picture.


“Yeah, I’m pretty sure. If it is, then the picture has to be ancient, so it’s perfect for me to use.”


“If you say so,” my dad said, picking up the newspaper.


“Thanks, Dad,” I said, turning and running upstairs.


“You’re welcome, Daniel,” my dad replied, fading out as I ran up the stairs and around to my room.


I held the picture up to my face. If I was going to spend enough time to eat in the past, then I would have to keep the picture that would get me back to the present safe. I decided to change my shorts to a pair which had considerably larger pockets. I then realized that I did not know what the weather would be like in the past, so I decided to play it safe and wear pants.


I decided to wear the most interesting t-shirt possible. I wanted to get as many confused responses from denizens of the past as possible. I picked out my Legend of Zelda shirt, which was bright green and had a picture of Link on the front. That would be fun to explain.


I held the picture up to my face again. 


“Here goes nothing,” I thought aloud, and just like that, I was in the past.

Chapter Fifteen


The good news was that I was able to appear in the past concealed, without anyone noticing my sudden appearance. 


The bad news was that I was concealed using a thorn bush. Not too pleasant. However, I was able to suppress the sudden yelp of pain that was almost brought on by the thorns pricking my bare arms and face. Nevertheless, I was glad I had picked long pants to wear that day.


I crawled out of the thorn bush and picked all of the ones that had decided to try to hitch a ride on me off. I was still out of view of my grandfather, his photographer, and anyone else that may have been there. I scanned the horizon while still on the ground, and saw a small skyline, which I assumed to be whatever city I was near. I crawled towards the skyline until I was sure I would be out of sight of everyone, and then I finally got up and began to run.


I ran until I reached a paved road. I followed it until I reached a sign that told me I was entering the Charlotte city limits. Well, at least I was in North Carolina.


Charlotte was quite a big city for its time (well, this was what I assumed, having not even seen the date yet) and I had no trouble rectifying the date problem. I found a newspaper stand in no time and I was able to discover that the date was May 20th, 1952. It was my negative fortieth birthday.


That reminded me. My birthday was coming up in the present. The date in the present was May 4th, and that meant my birthday would be in two weeks. I hadn’t even planned a party or anything. Well, I suppose all these science fiction-esque powers would cause me to forget my own birthday.


I found a classic 50s diner in no time flat. The name of the place was Danny’s Diner, and I chuckled to myself at the coincidence. I walked in, and as if on cue, everyone instantly began staring at me.


I stood and waited to be seated. A stereotypical 50s waitress walked up to me, commented on how peculiar and unique my shirt was, and seated me at a booth next to a two girls. After I flipped through the menu I decided to order a Coke and a cheeseburger.


As I waited for my food, I heard whispers from the booth behind me, and then out of nowhere, the two teenage girls sitting behind me switched to the seat across from me. I was taken rather aback, but before I could feel shock, they struck up a conversation with me.


“You look…interesting. Nice hair,” one of the girls said to me. Her hair was blonde (like Kat’s) but her face was a few years older. The other’s hair was rust-colored, and much longer than her friend’s.


“Thanks, I guess. You two don’t look too bad yourselves,” I replied, smiling mischievously. They giggled.


“Are you from around here?” the other girl asked.


“Sort of,” I replied, “I’m eventually going to live up in Greensboro,”


“That makes sense. That city’s growing really quickly,” the blonde girl replied smartly.


I was intrigued by their awareness of the outside world. It didn’t quite match their appearance. “What are your names?” I asked.


“I’m Maria,” the brunette responded, smiling curtly.


“My name’s Janice, but you can call me Jan,” the blonde said, “What’s your name?”


“My name’s Daniel,” I replied as the waitress brought me my cheeseburger (which apparently came with fries) and my Coke. She noticed how the two girls had switched seats.


“So can I get you two anything else?” the waitress asked, taking out her pencil and order pad.


“No, thank you. We’re fine,” Maria responded.


The waitress smiled. “Alright then,” she said, turning to me, “hope you enjoy your meal.”


I probably would, because it looked delicious. I took the top bun off the cheeseburger and splotched some ketchup on it. I replaced the bun, and picked the whole thing up and took a great big bite out of it. As I expected, it was delicious, and after swallowing, I followed it up with some Coke.


“You must have been hungry,” Janice noted as I began to shovel fries down my throat.


“I’m sorry, I eat like a pig,” I replied between shovels.


The girls giggled again. “You’re really different than all the other guys we know. You just handle yourself in a totally different way…you’re unique,” Janice noted, examining my fry-shoveling technique.


“Like I said, I’m not really from around here,” I said before taking another bite out of the cheeseburger.


“Where are you really from, then?” Maria inquired.


“It’s…hard to explain,” I tried to explain, “But let’s just say I’m from somewhere very far away that’s closer than you think.”


“Oh, I hate riddles,” Janice pouted, pursing her lips.


I laughed. “It’s alright, don’t worry about it.”


Janice looked defeated, but she shook it off. She looked pensive for a moment, and then she spoke, “So what are you doing after you finish your lunch?”


“Lunch? What time is it?” I asked, putting my now half-eaten cheeseburger down. I had forgotten to wear my watch today.


Both of the girls looked at each other and shrugged, and when they looked at the clock hanging on the wall just above the grill, they noticed it was stopped.


This is where my brain followed the clock’s example. I dug into my pocket and grabbed my phone. As I took it out, I flipped it open, and the second I heard the shocked gasps of Maria and Janice, I realized two things.


One, my phone’s clock would be wrong, because it had no way to connect to the Internet to set the correct time.


Two, cellular phones had not been commercialized yet. Obviously, my phone looked incredibly foreign to the two girls.


“What is that?” Maria asked, pointing at the small cellular device in my right hand.


“It’s a telephone,” I responded quickly, dialing some numbers and turning the phone’s screen to show them.


“It sure doesn’t look like a telephone,” Janice said in awe.


“It’s a new kind of phone. It’s portable, so you can call anyone from anywhere. However, I can’t do that right now because I’m out of my calling area,” I attempted to explain.


However, the two girls did nothing but look at me as if I were an alien. Janice took the phone from my hand and pushed some buttons. The phone beeped and dinged in response to her button-pushing and she dropped it quickly, as if she had just activated a bomb.


I snickered to myself. “It’s not going to blow up or anything. The only other major features this thing has aside from calling people are playing music and a camera.”


“Music? On that little thing?” Janice asked.


“A camera? On that little thing?” Maria asked.


“Yeah, it’s state-of-the-art. Let me show you,” I told them, pushing some buttons on the phone and navigating to the camera. I pointed the lens at them and told them to smile for the camera. They reluctantly obliged, and I took their picture. The phone made sure everyone knew I had just taken their picture, because it took it with a resounding click.


As a few waitresses and random people walked up to our booth, I turned the screen so that it faced the two girls, and I showed them their picture. Their jaws dropped in awe.


“You weren’t kidding,” Janice said, mouth still agape.


All of the other random people who had crowded around us were now oohing and aahing in response to the picture I had just taken.


“It doesn’t come out on paper?” a man asked me.


“No, you have to uh…plug it into something that will print the picture out,” I responded. The man looked quite confused for a moment, and as things seemed to click in his head, he nodded in understanding.


“You said it could play music? Do you have any Hank Williams songs on that thing?” a woman with an obvious Southern accent asked me.


“No, sorry. All the songs on here are songs all of you people have probably never heard of,” I replied, navigating through some songs.


All of the people seemed disappointed, although when Comfortably Numb started playing, they all got startled and looked around, obviously confused. 


“Hello, is there anybody in there? Just nod if you can hear me…is there anyone home?” the phone sang. I stifled some laughter as some people actually nodded in confusion, and I stopped the song before I caused any more trouble.


After some thorough (and much repeated) explanations, I was finally able to ward off all of the ogling spectators and finish my meal in peace. Well, partial peace.


“Where did you get that thing?” Janice asked me, grabbing my hand. I wasn’t entirely sure why she had grabbed my hand, and from the look in her eyes, I’m pretty sure she wasn’t sure either.


“My father works for a big company, and he was able to let me test one of their products. It works perfectly, aside from the fact that I cannot call anyone,” I replied, placing the phone back in my pocket and breaking free of Janice’s grasp to finish my cheeseburger.


“Wow,” Maria said. That was all she seemed to be able to say.


“Yeah, it’s pretty amazing, technology these days,” I said, finishing of my cheeseburger and following it up with the remnants of the Coke bottle. The fries were long gone.


The waitress walked up to the booth and took my empty plate and bottle. She left a check, which I picked up.


The check read two dollars exactly. Things were a lot cheaper back in the day. When the waitress came around to collect my money, something very unexpected happened that triggered an extreme chain of events.


The girls offered to pay for me. They asked me again what I was doing after I left, and I told them that I would be going home. They offered to walk me back, but I said that it would be best if I went alone. They looked awful disappointed, and I hated to shoot them down like that, even though I had only met them less than an hour ago.


As I stood up to “walk home,” the girls stood up too. I reached down in my pocket to touch the picture, but Janice stopped me before I went.


“Daniel, before you go…you know, how I might never see you again…” Janice said. There was something in her eyes, but I could not figure out what.


I cocked my head, waiting for her to finish her sentence. 


She didn’t have a sentence to finish, as she let her actions speak for her.


Her action was giving me a quick peck on the lips. The ensuing shock caused me to accidentally trigger my powers, which returned me home. However, at the moment my powers were triggered, her lips were touching mine.


Needless to say, she was walking me home whether I liked it or not.
Chapter Sixteen


“You know, Daniel, you’re sort of a ‘chick magnet,’ I’ve noticed. However, you’re also a trouble magnet, which is something that needs to be fixed,” a familiar voice echoed out at me, as I stood in Limbo.


“Douglas, did I break the universe?” I asked.


“No, actually. I was watching your actions closely, and I was able to pull a massive amount of strings.”


“So the universe didn’t implode?”


“No. What you will meet when you leave Limbo is Janice. You will be returned to your own time, and Janice will be there for twenty-four hours. I’ve managed to freeze isolated spots in the time stream and reset others. Long story short, after twenty-four hours, things will return to normal. However, because I’m bored, Janice will stay with you for a day.”


“Because you’re…bored?”


“I’m a god, Daniel. Gods are immortal, so we have short attention spans. Did you ever learn about the Bubonic Plague? Or the Dark Ages? And the time between Jesus’ birth and when he became a prophet…yeah, we stopped paying attention.”


“Well, how many gods are there?”


“About two dozen. However, we used to do stuff together to pass the time. During the Bubonic Plague, we were all playing golf across the solar system. Just to brag, I got a hole in one on the moon.”


“I…see…” 


“Yeah, but we learned from our mistakes, and now at least five gods have to be watching stuff that happens on Earth. This decade isn’t my shift though, which is why I’ve been so fascinated with you.”


“That totally makes sense. Anyway, let me get this straight. When I leave limbo, Janice will be in my room. She will remain in the present for twenty-four hours, after which she will be returned to her own time, at the exact second I arrived. Then, everything returns to normal.”


“Correct. Now, are you ready to return to your time?”


“It’s not like you to give me any warning.”


“You’re right, it’s not,” Douglas said, and with this, I was staring Janice in the face in my room. Her face was inches away from mine, and she yanked hers back quickly. She was obviously very confused about her surroundings, and she took no time in asking me where she was.


“This…is my home,” I explained simply.


“Your home?” Janice responded, obviously flabbergasted, “How are we here, though? We were just in the diner a second ago!”


“I can explain. Wait a minute, no I can’t,” I told her, realizing that if people in the 21st century had trouble understanding my situation, then people from the 20th century would be lucky to have trouble.


“I’m sorry, but you’re going to have to take me home right now!” she demanded. 


I realized that my dad might hear her yelling, so I told her to quiet down and explained to her that I couldn’t take her home for twenty-four hours. I also made it clear that it would be as if she had never left. Moreover, I broke it to her that she was a fish out of water in the year 2007.


“Two…two thousand and seven?” she said, staring into space.


“Yes. I stood out for a reason. This is the year that I am from,” I explained in a whisper, motioning for Janice to quiet down.


“You’ve got to be joking…” she said in disbelief, and I didn’t blame her. My room looked like nothing that could have even remotely had a chance of being in the 1950s. Pink Floyd and Radiohead posters were hanging on the walls, there was an air mattress and a television in the middle of the room, and my closet was open, revealing lots and lots of t-shirts.


“I joke not. Welcome to May 6, 2007. Enjoy your stay,” I said sarcastically, soon after realizing that sarcasm may not have been prevalent in the 1950s. 


“My stay!? What do you mean?” she yelped, after which I had to quiet her down. Obviously the language of sarcasm was foreign to her. Boy, would that make me hard to understand for her.


“You’ll be here for twenty-four hours, Jan. Then you’re back in the diner, as if none of this had ever happened. You’ll forget everything about your brief experience in the future.”


“As hard as that is to believe, I have no other choice, seein’ as this can’t possibly be 1952.”


“Good job. Since you’ll be here for twenty-four hours, and it’s…” I said, pausing to check my watch, “8:58 PM, you’ll have to come with me to school tomorrow. Today’s Sunday, tomorrow would be Monday, and around 9 that evening, you’ll poof back to your own time.”


“Poof?”


“Return.”


“Why didn’t you just say that?”


“Honey, you’ve only known me for about an hour. “Poof” isn’t anything compared to some of the other slang I use.”


Janice giggled. My rambling appeared to be calming her nerves. “Slang, huh? Even if I’m supposedly going to forget about this, I’d like to hear some 2007 slang.”


I took a deep breath, and then let out a flurry of not slang, but internet memes. “Do a barrel roll, I’m charging my laser, I’m firing my laser, shoop da woop, et al.”


“A barrel roll?”


“Use the boost to get through.”


“You’re not making sense anymore.”


“Hold A to charge your laser.”


“Now you’re just scaring me.”


“There’s something wrong with the G-Diffuser!”


“Daniel! Who are you talking to?” I heard my dad yell from downstairs. I covered Janice’s mouth, then responded.


“That’s just the TV, Dad!” 


He paused, then replied, “Alright. Turn it down up there!”


I yelled “Kay!” in response and removed my hand from Janice’s lips. 


“You know that wasn’t necessary, right?” Janice whispered, wiping her mouth off.


“That doesn’t mean I can’t do it,” I responded sarcastically.


She was about to express confusion at my witty response, but then she blinked and instead asked, “Wait, TV? Like…a television?”


“Yeah,” I responded, whacking the TV in my room with my hand, “this thing.”


“That? That’s a 2007 TV?” she responded in awe.


“It’s not top of the line, but it’s in color and it gets more than 70 channels.”


“In the 50s, that’s too top for even the top of the line.”


“Technology advances faster than you could imagine. I haven’t even shown you a computer or video games yet.”


“Computer? Video games?” 


I smiled devilishly. “You have much to learn. Once my dad goes upstairs, you shall learn. But you will begin up here, with the Nintendo 64 and the GameCube.”


These terms seemed totally foreign to her, which would make this so much more fun. I booted up my Nintendo 64 and began her soon-to-be-forgotten adventure into the world of the future.


“Wait, did you call me “Honey?”

Chapter Seventeen

9:34 PM


“Nin…ten…dough?” Janice pronounced phonetically.


“I’m surprised. You got it right,” I praised. Janice smiled and fumbled around with the controller a bit. 


“And what is this written on the controller…Pokémon?” she asked, pointing at the instantly recognizable (at least for people of out era) logo. 


I shrugged. “It’d be harder to explain than Nintendo, that’s for sure,”


“You haven’t even explained that to me yet,” Janice said, pouting. This reminded me of how much Jan reminded me of Kat, with her long, flowing blonde hair, her beautiful face, and her ability to make a pouting face and instantly get whatever she wants.


I did have to succumb to the almighty pout, though. “Well, Nintendo is a video game company. A video game is sort of like television, except you control what the characters do, and they’re not real people.”


“I see. And Pokémon?” 


“It’s also a video game, except you control monster things to fight each other. Like I said, it’s hard to explain.”


“Ah. Nifty.”

10:12 PM


I heard my dad’s footsteps coming up the stairs, so I hid Janice in the closet. He said that he had a meeting early in the morning, which meant two things.


One, he was already going to bed, which meant it would be easy to sneak Janice downstairs to show her the wonders of the Wii and the Internet.


Two, he would be leaving early tomorrow morning, which meant that he would not be here when Janice and I woke up, which would make it that easier to take her to school. 


There was a dilemma, though. Where would Janice sleep? I was reluctant to make her sleep in my closet, because of the massive amount of junk that was crammed in there. I considered having her sleep with me, which was a dilemma in and of itself.


I would feel real guilty for sleeping with another girl, especially one I had met less than a day ago. What if my dad randomly woke up to check on me for some strange, convoluted reason in the middle of the night and saw a girl he didn’t know in the bed with me? I’d be grounded for life. It was probably a risk I would have to take, though.


After my dad brushed his teeth and turned his lights out, it was up to me to sneak Janice down. I removed her from my closet (she was short enough so that the low ceiling in there wasn’t a problem, as it usually was for me) but sneaking her past my dad, even while he was asleep, would be a challenge. 


My dad slept with the door open, and his room is right in front of the stairs. My room was on the opposite end of the hall, so I would have to sneak in front of his room, make a U-turn, and go down the steps. Since it wasn’t like I wasn’t supposed to be awake or anything, I shrugged it off. 


Although the house creaked and moaned a few times, we made it past without error. When she saw my downstairs, though, she freaked. The Wii, the computer, the microwave, the TV…everything. She almost yelped due to the sheer culture shock, but she stopped herself. I would have to wean her into all this. I liked a challenge.


First off, I introduced to her the marvel of computers and the Internet. I started her off on the basics. The mouse controlled where the cursor went, the keyboard was used to input text to applications and people, the monitor showed what all was going on…


It didn’t take me long to realize that she understood absolutely none of what I was talking about. I decided to let her sit at the computer and try it for herself. I don’t know how she did it, but she almost deleted my entire hard drive, so I decided that the computer was not for her.

10:53 PM


After she had gotten used to televisions, I decided I had technologically overloaded her, and that it was time to go to bed. The Wii would wait until tomorrow. I snuck her back upstairs successfully, and then told her to wait in my room while I used the bathroom and brushed my teeth. She sat on my air mattress and waited patiently. When I came back a few minutes later, she had fallen backwards on my bed and was half-asleep. I reluctantly woke her up, and told her that it was time to go to bed.


“Where will I sleep?” she asked, some unknown glint in her eyes.


“I suppose you’ll have to sleep with me,” I replied, beginning to change into my pajamas. Normally I slept in only my boxers, but obviously that would be a bad idea in this situation.


“Well, you’ve got something to sleep in,” she whispered, aware that my dad might hear her, “what about me?”


“Hang on one moment,” I told her, walking to my closet and grabbing another pajama outfit, closing my bedroom door on my way back to the bed, “you’ll have to wear another one of my outfits. I’ll close my eyes while you change.”


Her mouth bent just enough to where I would call it a smirk, but she obliged and changed into my pajamas while I covered my eyes. She tapped my shoulder to let me know she was done, and as she let her hair down, I had to admit, she looked a lot like Kat.


We crawled into bed, and she took the side that was pushed up against the wall. As I turned my lamp out, she asked me a question that caught me off-guard.


“Do you have a special somebody in your life?” she asked. It was dark, so I could not see her face.


“I guess you could say I do. It’s a really long and confusing story. Her name’s Kathleen and she’s a really confusing girl.”


“Don’t you boys think all girls are confusing?”


“Yeah, I guess.”


“You said Kathleen, right? My middle name’s Kathleen.”


“Oh? That’s interesting.”


“Yes. Janice Kathleen Thomson.”


“That’s a pretty name, for a pretty girl,” I said. Damn it, my mind said. Romantic Daniel is taking over. This won’t end well. I could almost feel her blush.


“For someone with a girlfriend, you sure do sweet talk a lot.”


“It’s a bad habit…”


“I wouldn’t say it’s bad…especially when the things you say are pretty durn sweet.”


Daniel, stop it before I hurt you.

“I’m not going to remember tonight, right?” she asked.


“Yeah, it’s a shame.” I replied.


She hesitated. I could feel something…I had no clue what. “Want to try to make it a night I can remember?”


Daniel. I’m serious.

“Wh—what do you mean?”


“I mean, since nobody will remember any of this…we have some fun before we fall asleep…” 


Daniel. You’re biting off more than you can chew here.


“Uh, define ‘fun.’”


“As in an extended good night kiss…” she sounded shy. She was also only hearing what she wanted to hear.


“Uh…”


Daniel.


“You do remember I have a girlfriend, right?”


Daniel, be more assertive. 


“I’m not going to remember it tomorrow,” she said. Even though it made no sense, she grabbed my face and started kissing me passionately. I was taken rather aback, but I decided that even though I’d feel like crap afterwards, I may as well go along with it. I was too nice for my own good.


Daniel, you’re going to pay for this.


I had no idea that girls from the 50s were this straightforward.


DANIEL. STOP. IGNORING. ME.


I also didn’t know they were such good kissers.


DANIEL.

11:59 PM


She had finally fallen asleep. Almost an hour of that. Wow. At least I didn’t pass first base. My brain was still pissed at me, though. The last thing it told me before I fell asleep was this:


Daniel, you’re an idiot. 


Chapter Eighteen


It’s weird. The absolute most improbable things had a strange way of happening in tandem in my life. I’d gotten so used to it, that before long I had started thinking that normalcy was so improbable, it would start happening again.


Sad thing is, it never did.

6:35 AM


My annoying-as-hell alarm went off at 6:30. However, I randomly flailed my arm about, hit snooze, and fell back asleep. It rang again in five minutes and I was forced to get out of bed. Janice was still sleeping soundly next to me. I elected not to wake her, so I stumbled out of bed to go take a shower. 


Almost falling asleep in the shower, I barely made it out conscious. I dried my hair with a towel, and wrapped said towel around my torso. I walked out of the bathroom and dried my hair, brushed my teeth, put on deodorant, the usual morning routine. It was so routine that when I walked back into my room to get dressed, I was shocked to find a girl asleep in my bed. Luckily I didn’t make any sounds that would wake her up. 


Since I was a risk-taker, and a stupid risk-taker, I decided to get dressed with her asleep, where she could wake up any time. However, I dressed myself successfully without her waking. I checked my watch, which read 7 AM on the dot. I elected to wake her up.


“Ugh, what time is it?” Janice asked, rolling over.


“Seven in the morning. Time to get up,” I replied, extending my hand to help her up. She grabbed it and I helped heave her up. It obviously took her a while to realize where she was, because she called me “Eric” for some reason and asked me where the grits were. 


I brushed her hair out of her eye and she did a double take. “Oh, whoops. Forgot I was in the future. I figured that could have been a dream or somethin’,” 


“Nope, it’s quite real. Now, you should take a shower while I go get breakfast started.”


“Well, that’s awful nice of you.”


“Never a problem,” I said, leading her to the bathroom. I showed her how to use the shower, and where the shampoo, soap, and conditioner were. I gave her a towel, and left, closing the door behind me. I heard the shower cut on, with no screams. I smiled, and then walked downstairs to fix breakfast.

7:14 AM


However, I had forgotten that Janice had nothing to wear. I probably should have asked Kat to drop me some girl clothes off, but soon after I thought that, I thought of what would have happened had I asked her.


“Hey uh Kat,” 


“Yeah?”


“Got any girl clothes I could use?”


“Sure, let me just—what?”


“Well, I sort of accidentally brought a girl from the 50s back with me and she needs clothes to wear tomorrow.”


“What.”


Yeah, that probably would have been a bad idea. I decided that she would have to get by with wearing some of my clothes. I dashed back upstairs to find her putting her bra back on in my room. I instinctively covered my eyes, but I had already seen too much. She had noticed me, however, but she didn’t notice that I had noticed what she hopefully didn’t want me to notice. 
Ow, my brain.


“Breakfast ready?” she asked, as if she were my wife.


“Y-yeah. We need to find you some clothes to wear, though,” I replied, still covering my eyes with my hand.


“Well, I really don’t mind wearing your stuff, if it’s just for one day.”


“Okay, then. Take a look through my closet and find a shirt you like. Tell me when you’ve put it on.”


“Daniel, stop being so silly. If I’m not going to remember any of this, then why on earth would I care about you seeing me in my underwear?”


I’ll admit she had a point. “Well, fine, if you say so,” I replied, uncovering my eyes to see her, scantily clad as she was, browsing through shirts in my closet.


“It’s going to be hard to find a shirt that won’t be too big on me…” she noted, still browsing through my many shirts.


“I think I know of one you could wear,” I said, gently pushing her aside and pulling out a shirt that read “Waikiki Beach, Hawaii” on it. My summer vacation of 1998 had been to Seattle and Hawaii, and I still had one of my shirts from then. Hopefully a shirt that was big on me when I was six would fit a fifteen-year old girl. Thankfully, it did.


Now came the issue of what pair of pants she could wear. She had worn a skirt for her trip to the future, and it was way too retro even to be accepted as wannabe retro.


There was a pair of shorts that were way too tight for me (I had “girl hips,” as a lot of my friends had noted, and Janice’s hips were a bit less wide than mine) that might be able to fit Janice without riding too high. In another amazing stroke of luck, they did.


After breakfast, which consisted of cereal mainly, it was time to catch the bus.

8:05 AM


The bus stop regulars greeted me warily as I walked up with a cute girl in guy clothing. Responses ranged from a sarcastic “Wow, somebody got lucky,” to an eerily accurate “So, how deep did you dig yourself this time? Nevertheless, the bus arrived within a few minutes and Janice and I boarded it with no objections from Mr. Cotchery, the bus driver. Our bus wasn’t crowded, so Janice and I were able to find a seat where we could sit together. Lots of people on the bus greeted her and I with weird looks, but nobody actually said anything.


From Spartan Mesa, (my awesomely-named subdivision) it was ten minutes to the school. Janice and I talked about how she would make it through school, and we eventually agreed that she would go to the front office to see if she could be given temporary classes for the day, preferably with me.


It worked. I couldn’t believe it. Actually, I could, after I figured that Douglas probably had something to do with it. But Janice was assigned to Writing I, Honors Algebra II, Art I, and Drama I. The teachers were notified, and all would supposedly go without a hitch.

First Period


“Who’s the girl, Danny?” Gwen asked as I walked into first period, Janice following me.


“She’s my cousin whose parents died, and she had to move in with me,” I spewed. It was all off of the top of my head, and it seemed to be coherent enough for Gwen to believe.


“Oh…” Gwen said. She trailed off, and I figured my story was too harsh. However, I had already told it once. I’d have to tell it again. Once more, my creative side gets me into trouble. Janice saved me by smiling for Gwen, though, and that seemed to fix it.


Mr. Tillman accommodated for Janice rather nicely. He treated her as if she had been his student from the start, which meant that she would not be spared from his sometimes “lame” quips. That, and with all his pop culture references, she would surely be lost. 


After class ended, however, she noted that she liked him for his eccentricity. I did, too, and with that, we walked on to second period.

Second Period


Even the supposedly heartless Mrs. Hall made room for Janice. Since the assignment for the day was a review for an upcoming test, she was excused from it. Richard was naturally curious about Janice, who was sitting in a far corner, sadly. She was surrounded by the peanut gallery.


“So what’s with the girl, Daniel?” Richard asked, raising his eyebrow inquisitively. 


“Long story short, she’s my cousin whose parents died and now she’s living with my dad and I,” I replied grudgingly.


“Oh. That sucks,” he replied rather bluntly. I must have been rubbing off on him.


“Yeah, but she always preferred my dad over her own parents. It was a really stressed relationship.”


“Whoa, that’s pretty deep. How old is she?”


“She’s the same age as me. Her name’s Janice.”


“Janice, huh. Interesting…she single?”


I gave Richard my trademark “Daniel look” and he immediately shut up. After finishing my work early, I whipped out my DS and continued on my rapid Pokémon binge. I had racked up one hundred hours in less than a month. The teacher couldn’t really do anything about it, as my entire review packet was correct. Score one for the sarcastic freshman.


Second period ended, and I introduced Richard to Janice. After we and Richard had parted ways on the way to lunch, she said that she liked Richard, which was remarkable considering that he was African-American, and that Janice was raised in tense times. She also agreed with me on the subject that Mrs. Hall could quite possibly be the embodiment of pure evil.

Lunch


Lunch was painfully awkward before, given that Rose and I shared it, and a few of our friends were in it, who didn’t want to choose sides. Now that I had brought an interesting, enigmatic girl to lunch, all Hell broke loose.


However, Rose was completely ignoring my presence, which, although it stung a little, meant she would ignore Janice’s presence as well. Bullet dodged there. However,  Joey, who had not met Janice yet, were there. 


Joey’s response interesting to an inordinate degree, though. “Nice to meet you, Janice,” he said politely. Not only was he polite, but he knew her name already. She was a bit taken aback by this, as I had warned her about Joey.


“Nice to meet you too,” she said curtly. The way we were sitting, she was between me and Joey. After her greeting, she asked Joey how he knew her.


“There’s been a lot of talk around the school about a mysterious girl that Daniel brought to school.”


“Oh? I’m that important?” Janice said innocently.


“Apparently so. It is a bit weird, a girl like you suddenly appearing at school without any real fallout.”


This wasn’t like Joey at all. He’s not polite. He doesn’t carefully explain facts. He doesn’t avoid flirting with cute girls. Just what the Hell was going on?


Then, life blinked. I have no idea how else to describe it. It just…blinked. Things blinked out, people blinked out, things blinked in, people blinked in.


The things and people who blinked in weren’t the same things and people who blinked out, however. Instead of the lunch table at Southwest High, I was in Limbo again. 


“Daniel!” a familiar voice yelled. 


“Douglas! What in the name of anything is going on?” I asked the god.


“Things were getting way too complicated, even for me. I had to stop time and yank you out. With all of the people that were finding out about Janice, it was sure to not end well. I’m turning back the clock.”


“What do you mean?”


“I’m returning you to the exact moment when you came back with Janice. Except you’re not coming back with Janice. I’m returning her to the exact moment when she kissed you. The one thing I’m changing is that for the exact moment when she kisses you, your powers will be deactivated. And your powers will be reactivated when she unlocks lips with you. Then, you’ll return to your time, she’ll stay in hers, and all will be well.”


“But wait, will time not reset when I leave?”


“I don’t know how you figured that out, but sadly, it’s true. However, according to the research I’ve done, that will have little to no repercussions in the present. You really are lucky, Daniel.”


“Whoa, weird. Will I remember the whole Janice incident?”


“Yeah. Well, see you later, kid. I know I will,” Douglas said. I could almost feel him smirk. And just like that, I was sitting in my room. Alone. 

Chapter Nineteen
In the past month, I had traveled back in time multiple times, kissed a girl from the past, broken up with my girlfriend, started going out with one of my close friends, met multiple Gods, met myself, been flung against a wall by myself, and been in the hospital, among various other things.

That’s quite a lot to do in the span of one month. That’s why I made a difficult decision: I was to go without using my powers from then until the end of the summer.

Even though I hated dull summers, I wanted this one to be normal. I wanted to know what “normal” was like. I wanted to be me, I wanted to go back to the way things were. Well, almost. Some things can’t be changed on the fly like that. Some things are permanent.

Douglas approved of my decision, although he admitted that he would be a bit bored. Kat also approved of my decision, although she admitted that she would also be a bit bored. Given that they were pretty much the only two people who knew about my powers, it wasn’t as hard as I thought it would be.

So I did it. I went the rest of the school year and the entire summer without using my powers. I hung out with friends, I did some quality male bonding with my dad, I passed all my finals with flying colors, I got straight As on my report card, and I won the Freshman Highest GPA Award.

Nothing too out of the ordinary. Finally. However, there were a few select events that were rather abnormal. I would have taken these select few events over the chaos that would have erupted every day had I been using my powers any day, though.

My fifteenth birthday party was interesting. Then again, every single one of my birthday parties was interesting, ranging from soap suds Super Soaker battles to cake-fights to awkward turtles. This one was particularly interesting, but there were no sci-fi powers involved. Just teenage drama. 

The list of invitees had to be kept small, since we had not moved into the new house yet. The birthday party was held a few weeks after my birthday, because I had gone to see a concert with my dad (male bonding!) on the weekend of my birthday. June 2nd was the date of the party.

Richard, Gwen, Kat, Eddy, (A rather cool senior who was nearing graduation at the time of my birthday party) Shannin, Zack, Diane, Austin, (sister and brother whom I had known for a while; I had an on and off crush on Diane for about three years.) Rebecah, and Chip were all invited. Eddy, Rebecah, and Chip were sadly unable to make it. That didn’t stop things from getting fun, though.

We all went to the pool, where we had a lot of fun swimming. Richard, Zack, and I all competed for masculinity by swimming laps around the pool. I surprisingly won out, but I doubt the other two were trying. 

After the pool we all ate. Delicious cake and some damn good pizza. It’s amazing that frozen pizza can be better than delivery. Then, it was time to open presents.

My friends always gave me the best cards. A “You’re A Big Sister Now!” card from Gwen, a “Happy 4th Birthday >:D” card from Richard, and a generic clever birthday card from Kat. However, the card itself was not important, but it was what was written inside.

Daniel, we’ve been through so much together even though we’ve only been together for a short time. All this time travel stuff, losing old friends, seeing old ones in a new way…it’s just so unreal. I keep expecting to wake up in a cold sweat. 

But that’s wording it wrong. You complete me, and I’m not quite sure what I would do without you. I don’t know how drastically different my life would be if you had never been that kid who glared at me across the table in fourth grade for reading Harry Potter. If you had never been that kid who made me cry on the track in seventh grade. If you had never been that kid who bit off more than he could chew with Lynn. If you had never been that kid who I had to be there for at the beach.

“If” is the key word, however. You are that kid. And I couldn’t be happier.

Thank you for being that kid, Daniel.

And happy birthday.

I never knew how deeply she felt about me. And, I’ll be damned; I was just short of falling in love with her. 

As the relations between Kat and I grew more intimate, I slowly realized that this was what I had wanted all along. I think Kat felt the same way, too. Everyone else seemed to notice it as well, since the only hard feelings we were getting were coming from Rose, and that was no surprise.

Speaking of surprises, Kat’s birthday party was in July. It wasn’t a surprise party at all, but what happened there surprised me to no end.

I was naturally invited, as were Richard, Gwen, Shannin, Zack, Rebecah, and some of Kat’s friends from her own school. However, I made a note to arrive early so I could spend as much time with Kat as possible. What with her going to a different school and all, I took advantage of all the time I could spend with her.

When I arrived, some of Kat’s family was there to greet me, since I had arrived so early. Her parents were there, of course, but her twin brother (who despised Kat, but she returned the favor always) was at some soccer camp or something. 

Her grandparents and maybe an aunt or uncle were there, as well. It surprised me that her grandmother greeted me with a look of pure shock as I walked in.

I meekly waved as she slowly raised her finger to point at me accusingly.
Chapter Twenty

“Daniel…” she spoke as if she were straight out of a horror movie. I had no idea how she knew my name, or why she was pointing at me. I just looked back at her dumbly, as her relatives all around her had confused looks on their faces.

Kat walked up behind me, asking her grandmother what was wrong. Her grandmother was unable to speak coherently, only getting words like “him” and “Daniel” out. I was just as confused as everyone else was.

“Jan, what’s wrong?” Kat’s father asked. Then, things slowly started to click in my head. The name “Jan” rang a bell all too well. There was only one way to find out for sure…

“Nineteen fifty-two,” was all I said to Jan. Her horror-movie look of shock faded away, and she slowly nodded. I was about to puke.

“Daniel, what are you talking about?” Kat inquired, unaware of my…exploits in the past. She was also unaware that her grandmother was the girl I had attempted to teach how to use the computer…and the girl I had reluctantly spent the night with, among other, now infinitely regrettable things. 

“How are you here? Right now?” Jan asked, her family still completely befuddled.

“I sorta kinda can travel through time,” I replied, scratching the back of my head and looking up at the ceiling.

“What!?” Kat’s entire family said in unison. Kat slapped her forehead, although she was still confused as to how her grandmother and I were previously acquainted.

“Yeah, that. A couple of months ago, I decided to go back in time to get something to eat. So I met you at the diner,” I explained, to the totally bewildered looks of pretty much everyone in Kat’s family.

“And then you just disappeared…” Janice said, trailing off.

“That wasn’t my fault, you just activated my go-back-to-the-present powers whenever you…um, yeah,” I continued, not wanting to reveal what had happened to Kat and the others.

“When I what?” Janice asked.

“When you…” I stalled, trailing off and definitely not wanting to go farther, although I knew it would be inevitable that it would get brought up.

“When I kissed you?” she asked, and things went downhill fast from there.

“You what!?” Kat exclaimed, although I couldn’t tell if she was addressing me or Janice.

Janice took it as directed at her, though, replying, “Well, Kat, how was I supposed to know he was going to be your future boyfriend?”

Kat turned to me, as if she was going to slap me or something. She didn’t, but she did kick me in the shin and hug me. I blinked.

“What just happened?” I said, as if the past ten minutes had never happened.

“Daniel, I love you and all, but you have an undeniably bad habit of having the absolute most improbable things happen to you. I can’t blame you for this, although it is really fricking gross. I think it would be in everyone’s best interest if everyone just dropped this and moved on with their lives,” Kat said, making a lot of sense.

Janice nodded. “Sounds good to me. If anyone asks, this is the first time I’ve ever met you, Daniel.”

“Nice to meet you too, Mrs. Kat’s Grandma,” I replied, winking. She smiled back. 

Kat played along, too. “It’s nice to see Daniel getting along with my family.”

Speaking of family, hers was still totally lost. Her father seemed as if he was about to ask something, but he cut himself off. Her uncle (I assumed) did speak up, however.

“I’m sorry, but you lost me at the time travel part,” he said, adjusting his glasses in delayed disbelief.

“Oh, it was nothing. Kat, her grandmother, and I were just talking about Daniel’s book,” Kat improvised.

“Yes, it’s a really good read. I can’t wait until it gets published,” Janice followed along. 

I quickly caught on, continuing, “Yeah, Kat, thanks for lending your grandmother a copy of my book. Who would have known she was so into sci-fi?”

Kat’s uncle seemed to believe our elaborate fib, but he was still a bit skeptical. Then again, anyone would have been skeptical when it came to what Kat, Janice, and I were discussing just now, so he dismissed it and elected to leave, as he pointed out that a car was driving up and a kid was being dropped off.

The rest of Kat’s relatives followed suit, save for her parents. Janice paused by me on the way out, however.

“You caused me about two years of grief and utter confusion. But you’re making my granddaughter happy, so I forgive you. Heck, who knows? Maybe one day you will be my grandson-in-law. It’s a possibility. A weird one, but it could happen,” she whispered in my ear, just low enough so that Kat could not hear. As she walked out the door, she smiled at me. I smiled back.

I blinked and pinched myself to make sure that all of that just happened. It apparently did, and I shook my head spastically to clear my mind. My mind was cleared, as the first guests were Richard and his older sister Crowe. Crowe and I were acquainted quite well, as she was going to be a junior, along with Shannin, who was her close friend. I also thought Crowe was an awesome name.

As more guests arrived and the party really got going, Kat and I forgot about the earlier encounter for the most part. We became too busy playing “Never Have I Ever,” (someone states something they have never done, and if other people in the circle have done it, they lose a point, and the last person with points left is the winner and arguably the most innocent) which I lost handily, and Truth or Dare near the end of the party. In other words, the actual party was just that: an actual party. Nothing too weird. I was never able to fully forget the fact that I had spent an entire night (which never actually existed) making out with the future grandmother of Kat.

Obviously, it would be a while before I told her that little anecdote.
Chapter Twenty-One
“Holy flipping Jesus crackers!” I screamed unintelligibly as the bucket of cold water my dad had drenched me with woke me up. 

“You do know it’s the first day of school, right? How much sleep did you get last night?” he asked as he helped me out of bed.

“Not as much as I needed, apparently,” I replied, shivering. 

“Just take a shower. I’ll start breakfast,” he said, shaking his head. I obliged, because a hot shower was exactly what I needed and wanted as the cold water continued to soak my body.

Where had the summer gone? It felt like just yesterday I had been meandering around in the past. On that note, the summer was over. My self-imposed hiatus had expired, and I was allowed to use my powers again.

As the nice, hot water sprayed down upon my body, I wondered how my powers would affect my sophomore year of high school. I decided that I probably needed to tell more people, namely Richard and Gwen. I had grown much closer to them over the summer, and I had a class with each of them this semester. Besides, I lived less than a minute’s walk away from Richard’s house, and we rode the same bus. We were in fact meeting up this morning to make sure we were going to the right bus.

I forgot to mention that we (my dad, Molly, and I) had successfully moved over the summer. I had gotten settled into my little basement pad. The computer, Wii, and bed were all down there, as was the bathroom. Things were pretty cozy. 

I stepped out of the shower and sleepily went through my usual morning routine of hair-drying, teeth-brushing, deodorant-applying, and clothes-wearing. After I had gotten done with all that stuff, I walked upstairs to the main level, where the living room, dining room, and kitchen all were.

As I walked up, I scratched my neck where the collar of my shirt was touching it. My school had put a stricter dress code into effect for the new school year, and it meant no more t-shirts, which was practically all I wore. I would have to learn to cope.

Breakfast for the first day of school was simple: sausage, eggs, and toast. Normally my father did not go this far to actually cook breakfast, because usually I could learn to last until lunch with just a bowl of cereal. 

My classes for this year were interesting.  I was actually going to two schools this year. For the first semester, I was to ride the bus to Southwest as usual, and then I would be bused over to Weaver Academy, where I would take Game Art & Design and Computer Programming I. After those two classes were over, I was to be bused back to Southwest so I could take Honors Chemistry and Honors Pre-Calc. Those last two were classes in which I had Gwen and Richard, respectively. 

After a hearty breakfast, I walked out to meet Richard and Crowe. We met up rather successfully, and we were faced with a choice. We could ride the bus that we were supposed to be riding, or we could walk out and ride another bus that Richard and Crowe had rode last year.

We elected to go with the latter, so we embarked on the trek to the bus stop, which Richard said was about five minutes. I figured that would be long enough to break the news about my powers to Richard and Crowe. I was comfortable enough around Crowe that I didn’t care if she knew or not.

“So, guys, would you believe me if I said I could travel back in time?” I asked, checking to see if the picture I had placed in my pocket was still there.

“No, and I’d slap you for being such an idiot. I mean, what would you do with powers like that, go back a day or so and make out with yourself?” Richard bluntly replied. 

“Hey, now, I’m not that self-absorbed!” I said, giving Richard a stern look. Crowe simply laughed.

Richard simply raised his eyebrow, as if to challenge me. He got this sudden sinister smirk on his face, which scared me more than usual. However, I wasn’t kidding. The idea of making out with myself was one which did not appeal to me in the least.
I naturally kept my musings to myself, and I attempted to cover up by laughing in response and asking Richard to grab onto his sister’s hand. He reluctantly obliged, confused looks gracing both their faces. I took Richard’s hand and grabbed the picture in my pocket.

“Oh. You were serious,” Richard said blankly as he and Crowe slowly took everything in around them. The picture I had used was a picture of Richard brushing his teeth from a field trip we had taken in fourth grade. Obviously, Crowe would not remember it as she had been in fifth grade at the time, but she was also shocked.

“Um,” was all Past-Richard could say, toothbrush in mouth. A vigilant Past-Me mischievously holding a camera could only muster a shocked gasp.

Past-Zack happened to be walking around the corner at the time, and he stopped mid-stride and noticed the future versions of his two best friends and Crowe standing there rather bluntly. “You do that,” he said as if he was expecting this, and continued to walk on completely normally. His reaction did not surprise me at all, as the way Zack always handled things was interesting, to say the least.

Crowe could only manage a few exasperated grunts which somehow informed us that she was frustrated that we were going to miss the first day of school and surprised that she was there in the first place.

“Worry not, when we return to the future, we’ll return to the exact time when we left,” I reassured her, smiling an indescribable smile.

“…You were serious,” was still all Richard could say, as he and the past version of himself stared at each other. When he finally was able to say something else, he could only point at Past-Richard’s mouth and say, “You missed a spot.”

“Thanks?” Past-Richard said cautiously, beginning to rinse his mouth out. I was surprised that the past versions of us were handling things so well. I remember being desensitized to most things rather early in my life, but not this early.

 Richard hadn’t really changed too much physically over the years, so I assumed that Past-Richard knew who it was. I, however, had definitely changed, so nobody from the past could recognize me.

“Okay, I missed something. What the heck just happened?” Past-Me asked Past-Richard.

“I’ll field that query,” I responded. Confused looks were returned by all, so I rephrased my sentence. “I’ll answer that question,” I said.

“Go for it, Dan, you obviously know more about this than I do,” Richard said to me, still coming to terms with the fact that he was actually in the past.

“Gotcha. Well, kids, we’re from the future. I’m the future version of you, he’s the future version of you, and she’s the future version of your sister,” I explained, pointing to Past-Me and Past-Richard respectively.

“From the future? That could explain the whole appearing out of nowhere thing, I guess. How’d you get here?” Past-Me replied, taking a picture with his camera.

“I can time-travel. Whenever I touch a picture, I can travel to when and where it was taken. Your camera got me here, son,” I said, pointing at Past-Me’s camera.

“Son? Okay, you’re confusing me. I need to know if you’re actually the future version of me. What’s something only I would know?” Past-Me said, pocketing the camera. I was surprised that nobody else had stumbled upon this little meeting, as Past-Zack had, but he didn’t count.

“Your favorite song is Dancing Queen by The A-Teens,” I answered confidently. 

Past-Richard burst into laughter as did Richard and Crowe. All Past-Me could do was blush. “Okay, fine, you got me,” he replied.

“I thought so,” I smugly said. 

“So, what are you three doing here?” Past-Me asked.

“I was proving a point.”

“That’s…it?”

“Yeah, that’s it. Got a problem?”

“I’m just surprised that I don’t have better things to do in the future.”

“Speaking of better things to do, we need to get to school, Daniel,” Crowe said in response to Past-Me’s statement.

“See! Stop messing with the past and just do what you’re supposed to, Future-Me,” Past-Me said, as if he were my father. However, he was me, and I really had much more authority over my own actions than my dad did, so I had to listen to him. I waved goodbye to the past versions of my best friend and I and returned Crowe, Richard, and I to the present.

Did I actually listen to a nine-year old?
Chapter Twenty-Two

Normally, I don’t have nightmares.

The night after the first day of school was different, though. I was in the giant room with all of the pictures, again. This time, however, a sudden gust of wind blew all of the pictures away. A few pictures slowly wafted down to the ground, but they were pictures I had never seen before.

Horrific images.

The first one I saw was of Richard. What I saw almost made me vomit, so I am unable to describe it. It wasn’t pretty though. Another picture I saw was of Kat, and it pained me to even think of it. 

“Th—this…none of these ever happened,” I said in disbelief, backing away slowly from the ghastly pictures that were falling from the sky.

“Oh, they will happen. And then you will be next!” a dark, ominous voice shouted from out of nowhere. It was a voice that sounded eerily familiar, yet I was sure I had never heard it before.

That’s when I woke up in a cold sweat.

*
*
*
*
*


Because of that dream, I went a few weeks without using my powers. It was partly out of fear for my own life, but mostly out of fear for my friends’ lives. Richard and Crowe didn’t seem to notice my fear, as I was reluctant to tell them. I elected not to tell Kat, either. Douglas probably already knew, but he had not intervened.


The next day I used my powers was on September 24th. I had gotten used to school by then, and I managed to still barely get by even though I slept though some of my classes.


First period, Game Art & Design, was my favorite. Although we were only focusing on board games for the moment, I was looking forward to the next quarter, where we would actually start making digital games.


However, one of the main reasons I liked it was because I actually made a really neat friend. His name was Nick, and we pretty much hit it off the first day. He was a senior, though, which was sort of a bummer.


Second period was Computer Programming I, and I would have died in that class had Internet access not accidentally been given to us. All I did all day was make Windows applications and surf the Internet. An hour and a half of pure joy. Right.


After a half-hour bus ride (which meant I missed lunch) it was time for third period, Honors Chemistry. I sat next to Zack in this class, and we made one Hell of a team. Gwen sat behind us, which was also a neat perk.


However, one thing I did not foresee was that Rose would be in that class. She still seemed to ignore my presence completely, but I definitely did not ignore hers. I always was nosy by nature, and most of my friends were still friends with her, so I knew where she went after me.


She had gotten a new boyfriend over the summer, Roger. I saw it as a bit ironic, as he shared the same name as the fictional character I was writing a novel about, but I paid it no heed. We were acquainted, and I’ll be honest. I liked him, he was an alright kid. Even though Rose and I did not end on good terms, I was still happy for her.


My last period was Honors Pre-Calculus, with Richard and Crowe. There were very few sophomores in that class, but I knew a lot of the juniors in there, and I was friends with some of them, even though I only knew them through Crowe. 


The ironic thing is that one of the girls in that class was technically my very first “official” girlfriend. The term official is used loosely. We lost touch until she happened to be in my first period, first semester Honors Biology in my freshman year, and we eventually caught up and grew closer together. Like I always said, the most improbable things always happened to me.


Anyways, back to September 24th. It was a Monday, so I was likely not all there, and furthermore, it was first period, so I was definitely not all there. Nick and I were working on a group project, and by “working on a group project,” I mean, “slacking off and doing something completely unrelated.”


“So, if you had any power, what would it be?” he inquired, turning away from the task at hand.


“What would you say if I told you I already had powers?” I replied, half sarcastic, half serious.


“Probably ‘You’re an idiot, stop fooling around,’ but that’s only a hypothetical situation.”


“So I’m an idiot because I can travel back in time?”


“You’re joking, right?”


“Nope. Got a picture?”


“What does that have to do with anything?”


“You’ll see.”


“But I don’t have a picture!”


“Then go on the Internet and print one out.”


“Fine, fine. I’ll just use Wikipedia’s featured image,” Nick said, subsequently printing the image. I did not see it, so I waited in suspense while he retrieved the image. “Here’s your dumb picture.”


The picture happened to be of a cruise ship sailing rather peacefully in the open sea. There were a few rocks in the foreground, but I paid them no heed. I asked Nick to take my hand, and he reluctantly did, in the exact same fashion that everyone else seemed to follow when being taken back to the past for the first time.


I took the picture, closed my eyes, and then I heard a surprised and shocked scream. I instinctively looked down, and what I saw below me were the jagged rocks I had seen in the foreground. I judged the rocks to be about three hundred feet below us, but it’s hard to judge things accurately when you’re falling to your death.
Chapter Twenty-Three
Obviously, I did the first (and most cliché) thing that came to mind. It involved yelling rather dramatically about grabbing hands, frantically searching in my pocket for pictures, and one thing that was unexpected.

Dropping said pictures. As the picture fluttered down slowly, I saw my life flash before my eyes. I looked down at my doom, and I quickly noticed that there was hope left, for me at least.

There were no rocks where I was falling, and it looked like the water was somehow deep enough to where I could fall in and not be injured. However, I could not say the same for Nick, who was somehow keeping his cool.

The next thing he did was a mixture of many things. It was amazing, fantastic, improbable, and just plain cool. He somehow aligned himself to where he was about to be impaled by one of the sharper rocks, and right before he landed on it, he adjusted his feet to where they were parallel with the side of the rock.

He slid down the side of the rock, landing quite safely in the water adjacent to it. I came down with quite the extravagant smash, but I maintained consciousness and got my head above water before I drowned. I swam over to where Nick was, and I said the first thing that came to my mind.

“How in absolute Hell did you pull that off?” I asked incredulously.

“I’m a good critical thinker. My shoes are ruined, though,” Nick replied matter-of-factly, catching his breath.

“You just narrowly escaped death and are possibly trapped in an as-of-yet undetermined time in the past, and all you can worry about are your shoes?” I asked, also catching my breath.

“You just need to do a better job of hanging on to your shit,” Nick replied sarcastically, holding up the picture.

“How’d you get that?”

“I grabbed it out of the sky shortly after it slipped out of your grasp.”

“Well. Uh. Can I have that?”

“This picture is our ticket back to ‘the present?’”

“Yeah, you could say that.”

“I was about to rip it in half just for the sake of ripping it in half, but sure, you can have it back,” Nick said, handing me the picture.

I took it from him and grabbed his hand, whisking us back to the present. For some reason, though, our clothes were still soaked when we returned to the present. Obviously, this caused a scene, because from a third-person perspective, we would have just been sitting there dry one second, and soaking wet the next. The expression on the teacher’s face was priceless, but we were less concerned with the hilarity of that and more concerned with coming up with an excuse.

The excuse proved much harder than we originally expected, mainly because we didn’t have enough time to originally expect anything. Since the teacher was totally lost for words, she just told us to go call someone who could bring a change of clothes. I was lucky, as today was the one day I left my cell phone at home, and I just got drenched with salt water. My pockets were completely empty.

My dad was confused and irritated, but he could not come up with a punishment, mainly because he could not come up with any feasible explanation as to why I was completely and randomly soaked. I presented the theory of spontaneous human anti-combustion, but he just called me an idiot and told me to go change.

After that debacle, the rest of the day went fairly normally. Southwest friends were curious as to why I was wearing different clothes than earlier that day, so I explained that there was a dunking booth at Weaver and I volunteered for it. It scared me how easily they believed me.

After that interesting debacle, things died down for a bit. September ended, and October came and went without anything major happening. Kat and I were still going strong in November, and the first teacher workday of the month was set to be our first hangout of the new school year.

Since it wasn’t a federal holiday or anything, my dad would still be at work. I was surprised he allowed her to come over even though he wasn’t there. He trusted me a lot more than I deserved.

Kat was to come over at around noon and leave at around six, shortly after my dad got home. We were probably going to watch movies or something. Hah! Yeah, right.

As I went to bed the night before, I realized that this would be the first time me and Kat were truly alone together. I theorized ways to spend this quality time together, and eventually my hormones overpowered the parts of my brain with common sense (in other words: teenage impulses) and I decided that I would ask Kat to take the next step in our relationship.

My thoughts were interrupted by the sound of my phone ringing. I blindly flailed my arm around and managed to pick it up, hearing the sound of Kat’s voice.

“You just woke up, didn’t you?” she asked, mildly annoyed.

I hesitated before responding with a meek, “So?”

She sighed, and told me to take a shower. I told her I would, and I did. When I stepped out of the shower, the clock read 11:45. I dried my hair, brushed my teeth, applied deodorant, and all that good stuff in that short fifteen minute time-span.

As the clock hit noon, and I watched eagerly out of the window, no cars came. 12:15 came, and still nothing. I was just about to call Kat when I saw her mother’s minivan pulling up to my cul-de-sac. I grinned, and closed the phone.

I walked out to greet her mother, trying to be as courteous as possible. This was actually the first time her mother and I had met since Kat and I had started going out, and she eyed me suspiciously. She asked me at least twice if my dad was going to be home early, which happened to be the condition for her allowing Kat to come.

I smiled curtly and replied, “Of course.”

She smiled back reluctantly and drove off.

Lies are fun.

Chapter Twenty-Four
“So.”

“So…”

“Um. What do you want to do?” Kat asked, twiddling her thumbs and looking up at me. This was possible because we were both sitting on my couch, she sitting sideways in my lap.

“Well, let’s see what we can do,” I replied, starting to list possible activities, “Video games?”

She merely laughed.

“Movie?”

“Eh, too boring.”

“Molly?”

“She’s asleep, Daniel. Let sleeping dogs lie.”

“Okay, then. How about we go bother Richard?”

“Eh...it would be too awkward for him. Let’s spare him.”

Good idea. Speaking of which, I still had my proposal in store, and I was getting ready to spring it on her. I was about to open my mouth until Kat stopped me.

“I know what you’re thinking, Daniel, and I am scared to admit that I’m actually considering it. You still have those things they gave you and Richard at that convention thing?” Kat responded, taking a few deep breaths.

I took a few deep breaths with her, replying, “Yeah. They’re at the bottom of my sock drawer.”

She sighed, asking, “Do you even know how to use one?”

After watching a disgusting online tutorial which involved bananas and ew, I replied, “Yeah.”

She slapped her forehead, telling me that I didn’t have to watch a tutorial.

“Right then,” I replied, feeling my chest getting a bit heavy, “so, are we serious about this?”

“What time does your dad get home?”

“5:15 at the earliest.”

“The current time?”

“1:00.”

“I can’t believe I’m saying this, but I’m up for it.”

I couldn’t believe she was saying it either. Kat normally had common sense, but her hormones must have been overpowering that part of her brain. What a coincidence.

We walked into my bedroom, in which I never actually slept and in which the bed was nicely made. We both sat on it, looking into each other’s eyes for an immeasurable amount of time. She sighed (was there contentment in that sigh?) and fell backwards onto my air mattress.

I got up and started digging around in my sock drawer. I eventually pulled the things Kat was talking about out and threw them on the bed. Just to be sure, I asked Kat if she was sure about this, and she told me that she had actually been thinking about it too.

Back in around March, I had gone to some fair thing with Richard, Shannin, and Crowe. We were all members of this club that practically required us to go, and it was fairly lame. There was free food and free junk at the various booths, so we ended up on top. Richard and I were wandering around, however, and we stopped by an anti-HIV/AIDS booth. They gave Richard and I each a little “goody bag,” for lack of a better phrase.

The contents of said “goody bag” were mostly uninteresting, save for the condoms they included. When Richard and I discovered them, we nearly died laughing, and then we both made a pact to actually use them when (and if) we have sex for the first time with our respective girlfriends.

Richard kept his in a little box which he hid in his closet. With all the junk that was in there, it would have been impossible for his parents to find them.

As previously stated, mine were in my sock drawer. I never thought that I would have to use them this early, and I never thought that I would have to use them with Kat.

Just as I was about to open the condoms, a familiar voice called out my name.

“Douglas, what are you doing here?” I responded, knowing that time was frozen.

“Just thought I’d drop by. Turns out my timing is impeccable, as always,” he responded omnisciently.

“Couldn’t you have picked a better time to crash this party?”

“Well, I thought I should at least see how it goes, considering I accidentally triggered this.”

“Accidentally? How the Hell do you accidentally trigger two teens having s—oh right, the whole God thing.”

“Yeah, see, the God of Reason and I had a bet, and I ended up winning, so I took his powers for a day. I localized them, though, so the only people who shouldn’t be able to reason are you and Kat, since she happens to be in your house. Go figure.”

“You’re not just making this up as you go along, are you?”

“Of course not, Daniel. The world of the Gods, Valhalla, is an interesting place, to say the least.”

“Valhalla? Like in Norse mythology?”

“That’s just a coincidence.”

“Ah, I see. So, let me get this straight. The only reason Kat and I are about to…consummate our love…is because one of the Gods lost a bet to you and you decided to get bored and see what would happen to me.”

“Daniel, your life is like one of your soap operas, except with much better acting and more believable character development.”

“That’s because it’s real life, Douglas.”

“Oh, right. I tend to forget that.”

“Of course you do.”

“Well, Daniel, I really ought to get going. What with the you about to lose your virginity and all, you and I both really have better things, or people in your case, to do. Ciao.”

I blinked, as time unfroze around me, and Kat sat up, cocking her head in the absolute cutest way possible. I couldn’t possibly resist that, and I opened the pack of condoms.

After some really awkward undressing, we were finally down to only our underwear. As I sat in my boxers with Kat in her bra and panties, I asked her one final time if she was ready, because there would be no turning back after this.

She smiled sincerely and nodded, so I closed my eyes and let out a big sigh. I checked the clock one last time, which read 1:23. We had plenty of time, and absolutely nothing to worry about. I looked at Kat, and I asked her a question without saying anything. Human eyes can convey so much.

“Well, I suppose we should just start making out and see where it goes from there,” Kat said, rather bluntly. I really must have been rubbing off on her.

“Right then. But wait, shouldn’t we consider the—” I began, but I was interrupted by Kat.

“Oh, just shut up,” she said, leaning forward to kiss me.

Chapter Twenty-Five

The next time I saw the clock, it read 5:30. Time flies when you’re having fun, I suppose. But in this case, the sudden loss of time was not at all a good thing, especially when you couple it with the fact that the front door had opened and my dad was calling out my name.


Kat had dozed off, but I was obviously in a state of panic. Thinking quickly, I managed to find a picture. Without looking at the picture, I grabbed the pile of clothes Kat and I had formed and Kat herself. I then whisked us away to an unknown time in the past.


Luckily, it wasn’t a very populated time. There was nobody around to see our exposed selves, but it wasn’t a very soft landing. We ended up in the grass, but absolutely nobody was around, which was weird. I must have taken a distance shot of the landscape or something. It smelled like the beach though. Kat quickly awoke and asked me what time it was. 


“Last time I checked,” I said, sorting clothes, “it was 5:30 and my dad was home. I had to resort to…desperate measures.”


Kat quickly took her clothes and got dressed. “So your dad is home. Right now?”


“Not right now, of course. I don’t know where he is right now. I don’t know where anyone else is right now. I don’t know where we are right now. As soon as we get dressed, though, I’ll take us back,” I explained, checking the pocked of my unadorned pants for the picture. Strangely enough, it was there.


“Can we at least wait a while? I want to collect my thoughts, and make sure that I just did that…”


“Yeah, sure. That was rather…irrational of you. And me.”


“Tell me about it. I don’t know what I was thinking. I mean, I don’t regret it or anything…okay, maybe I do a little. But it felt great, I felt like I was getting a lot of bottled up feelings out, but at the same time, I felt like I was betraying a lot of people I don’t even know. You hopefully realize that if anyone hears about this in the next five years, I will end you, by the way,” Kat mused, slipping on her shirt.


“I think the both of us got caught up in the moment. It’s not like we can change anything, though. We had sex, and that’s that,” I replied, pulling up my pants.


“But what if I get pregnant, Daniel? I didn’t even think of that!”


“The condom didn’t break, so we should be fine. We’ll get our heads straight, return to the present, and pretend like absolutely nothing ever happened.”


“Because we’re definitely experts at that,” Kat said, sarcastically. She seemed to be half joking, half pissed.


I sighed, about to open my mouth to say something when I was interrupted by a yelp.


“Kat? Daniel? What are you doing all the way out here? You were just over there!” the owner of the yelp said. I recognized the voice instantly.


Lynn Butler was a girl who drove me insane in eighth and part of ninth grade. It all started when Joey suggested to me in homeroom one morning in eighth grade that Lynn liked me and that I should go out with her. I followed his advice the same day, and she delayed her response indefinitely. Even though she practically denied me, I fell what I like to call “madly in like” with her. At the time, she was best friends with Kat, who was still sort of feuding with me. However, when I got home that day, she IMed me, saying that I should have expected what happened.


After that, we starting talking and eventually we became friends. I guess you could say that Kat and I only became friends because of Lynn. The sad thing is that I couldn’t have said the same for Lynn and Kat. Lynn had a bad habit of not being able to hold her tongue at times, and it eventually broke Lynn and Kat’s friendship. I, however, stayed good friends with Lynn, which I never regretted for one second. Lynn and Kat eventually made up, though, although they never mended their broken friendship.


As soon as I heard her voice, though, I knew exactly when and where we were. We were in Wilmington, April 2006. Our 8th grade “team” had gone on an all-day field trip to the beach. This day changed my life, although I assumed that I had arrived before the life-changing part.


“Lynn! Fancy seeing you here!” Kat improvised, obviously not making the connection I had made.


“What are you talking about, Kat? You were just over there with Richard and Daniel,” Lynn replied, cocking her head.


“We decided to take a look around and make sure nobody had wandered off. We’re fine, Lynn,” I replied, nudging Kat. I almost heard the click in her brain.


“Well, it seems to me that you’re the ones wandering off. Come on, the buses are loading. We’re about to go to the battleship,” Lynn said, turning around and motioning for us to follow. 


Kat and I stood up and jogged after her. As we got closer, she seemed to realize that the Kat and Daniel she had just retrieved were not the Kat and Daniel who had went on the field trip.


“Did you two do something to your hair while you were gone?” she asked. I couldn’t tell if she was serious or not.


“Of course not!” Kat replied, “What could we have done?”


Lynn seemed to be fine with that explanation. She didn’t seem to realize that our clothes were different. 


Kat noticed me reaching for the picture, but she stopped me, saying that it had always been a dream of hers to relive this day, and that we might as well seize the chance. She also noted that reliving this day would give her a good chance to clear her head.


I noted back that first we would have to dispose of the Kat and Daniel who were supposed to be in this time. Kat suggested that we just knock them unconscious and leave them in a ditch. I gave her an A for creativity but I told her we could not do that mainly because that would risk killing ourselves, which would have been very bad.


She then suggested that we somehow make it so that the Kat and Daniel supposed to be here miss the bus and we make it on the bus. I agreed, but we were both at a loss for how to do it. Kat posited the idea of just kicking Past-Us in the ocean, but I countered with the possibility of hypothermia. I then had the idea of good, old-fashioned scare tactics. 


We would say that we were travelers from the future (not a lie) who needed to replace the actual us on this day or else dire consequences would be faced, et al. Kat liked that idea, and we told Lynn that we would run ahead so we could ask one of the teachers something. She obliged, but before we ran off, she told me something.


“Danny, did you get taller?” she asked, staring up at me.


“Honey, I get taller every second,” I replied quickly, winking at Lynn and grabbing Kat’s arm. We sprinted off, and we were met by a stroke of luck.


Just over the horizon were Past-Kat and Past-Daniel, all alone. I remembered this moment specifically, because we happened to be talking about Lynn. We hurried up, and we went through our hastily planned scare tactic script. They were skeptical, but we quickly pulled the “things only the actual us would know” card and then we had them in the palm of our hand. They quickly believed us and ran off somewhere to go wander around for eight or nine hours.


When we walked up to the buses, we were naturally greeted with looks of skepticism and confusion. Nobody could deny that Kat and I weren’t actually Kat and I, so the plan went off without a hitch, and we proceeded to relive one of the best and most life-changing days of both our lives.
Chapter Twenty-Six

As Kat and I boarded different buses, (Chip was my “bus buddy,” so we had to sit next to each other, and since Kat and I were in different homerooms, we rode different buses) I wondered how I would handle the same day all over again. Would I live things out the exact same way, or would I handle things in an entirely new way just to see how everyone else would react?


Chip, having sat next to Past-Me on the ride over, was quick to notice my irregularities, namely my longer hair, greater stature, and different clothes. I explained to him that someone pushed me into the ocean but I had luckily brought a change of clothes. Aside from that, I just told him it had always been like that. He was skeptical, but he accepted it.


The History of Daniel dictates that on that day, once we were at the beach, the first thing we were to do after a leg-stretching break was to visit an old WWII battleship and wander around for an hour or so. I got lost in the deep dark depths of the ship with Lynn (whom I still happened to be infatuated with, but she had a boyfriend at the time) and Kat. It turned out to be endless fun. I elected to repeat history in that respect.


We arrived at the battleship, and Kat and I instantly met up. We both talked about how we dodged the suspicions surrounding us successfully, and we both conferred on how to handle the first activity of the day. It turns out we had the same opinion on how to handle it, except for one change. Since Lynn had a boyfriend at the time, we decided to be ironic for irony’s sake and intentionally get lost without Lynn for a very short period of time, but do absolutely nothing together except make Lynn even more suspicious.


Before we boarded the battleship, we were forced to sit through a long and boring movie on the history of said battleship. After it was over, Kat and I made a beeline to the ship, and we met up with Lynn. Lynn led us to the first entrance she saw, and we entered the depths of the ship.


The corridors seemed even more narrow and short, but Kat whispered to me that it was only because I was taller. I had to crouch through some hallways, which Lynn and Kat had no trouble walking through.


We eventually found the kitchen, where a lot of people happened to be meeting up. Kat and I decided that this would be where we “lost” Lynn, so we ditched her as she was meeting up with her boyfriend. Kat and I managed to find the most remote corner of the ship, so we just decided to sit there and wait.


And wait.


And wait.


Turns out Lynn must not have cared much, because she never found us. Nobody did. I checked my watch, which was useless because it obviously had the wrong time. I checked my phone, which happened to have the right time thanks to the wonders of wireless Internet. We had ten minutes before the buses were to leave.


Kat and I shot up and instantly went back the way we came. However, we must have taken a wrong turn somewhere because we got nowhere fast. I heard footsteps, though, so I hoped someone had found us.


The person who happened upon us was not someone I instantly recognized. He looked familiar, but he was too old to be a student in our classes, and too young to be a parent. He looked strikingly similar to me.


He held out his hand, as if he wanted me to shake it, but there was something about him I didn’t trust. Be it the fact that I did not know him, or the fact that there was just something about the smile that was on his face. He retracted his hand before I had a chance to shake it, though, and he made an overly dramatic sad face. The fiendish grin instantly came back, though, and he said one word.


“End.”


With that, he snapped and walked off. Kat was shocked, and I was confused. 


“Who was that?” she asked me, expecting me to know.


“I…don’t know, Kat. I honestly do not know,” I said, barely capable of coherent thought. Just as my brain started clicking again, the sound of footsteps once again danced through my ear. This time, one of the teachers appeared, Mr. Lorsuli. 


“Yo, Daniel, Kat. We almost left you guys. Lynn said you wandered off, so we sent out a search party, and by search party, I mean me,” he said, almost condescendingly. I liked Mr. Lorsuli, but Kat didn’t. He seemed to like me, but there were numerous times where he probably hated me, most of these times involving maps.


“Sorry, Lorsy. Let’s hurry back, Kat,” I replied, jogging toward Mr. Lorsuli. Lorsy was my nickname for him, and I was the only one who used it. I felt a little part of both Mr. Lorsuli and I die each time I used it. It was fun.


As Mr. Lorsuli led us out, Kat and I whispered to each other. We decided that the getting lost thing was a bad idea, and we were still unable to come up with an identity for the mystery man who had appeared and disappeared.


Kat and I boarded our respective buses, and we took off for our next destination. We were about to eat lunch, but we still had a time to stop by the pier for a little break. This was the life-changing part of my day.

*
*
*
*
*


The ocean always meant a lot to me, ever since I was a little kid. We had a beach house in Atlantic Beach, North Carolina when I was around two or three, and I remember learning to swim in the Atlantic Ocean. I was raised around the ocean, and I was raised to love the ocean. My mother also loved the ocean, and that’s why the ocean was her final resting place.


My mother died tragically on June 8th, 2005. It was one of the types of things that shocks you but doesn’t surprise you. She was going downhill, fast. I hated to see it happen, but everybody has their time. The way she died is unclear, but it’s known that she fell off an overpass. She had parked her truck on one side because it had run out of gas and was walking across to get gas, and maybe a car swerved too close to her or something, spooked her, and she fell off. 


She told me she was going to get a BC Powder and a Diet Coke. Those were the last words she said to me. Three hours after she left, my dad came to tell me that she was “in an accident.” Naturally, I asked if she was okay, to which he simply replied, “She’s dead.” I felt my heart skip a beat. Molly’s paws clacking on the hardwood never seemed so loud. I felt so bad for her, because she loved my mom just as much as I did. I found the fact that I knew my dog longer than my own mother a bit weird.


The funeral came and passed, with my grandmother in hysterics and my father shedding tears, which was the first and last time I ever saw him do so. She was cremated, and my dad and I drove to Atlantic Beach shortly thereafter to spread the ashes we had received in the ocean. Other members of her family had received her other ashes.


We arrived at Atlantic Beach and stayed at the Windjammer, a hotel which my mother and I were partial to. In the early morning of the next day, we traveled to Pier 12, which my mother and I were also partial to. My father and I spread her ashes out in the ocean as I read her favorite Psalm (even though religion was never one of my strong suits) and my father threw his wedding band in. After that ritual, we ate breakfast at a diner and went home.


Even though the field trip was in Wilmington, I still took the trip to the pier seriously. It was as close to a grave as I had gotten. On the way over, I listened to three songs which I characterized my mother by. “Mother,” by Pink Floyd, which I personally considered to be her song, “Look What You’ve Done,” by Jet, which happened to be her favorite song, and “Behind Blue Eyes,” by The Who, which I considered to be my song. 


I naturally repeated this ritual, as Chip remained silent. I had suddenly become very maudlin. I couldn’t help but fall into the same pattern I had fallen into in 8th grade. 


The History of Daniel dictates that I walked halfway out to the pier, and broke down. I walked over to the side and stared down into the ocean. Lynn and Kat were both there for me, both by my side. They were there for me, and I never forgot that. It meant so much to me. I walked out to the very edge of the pier until it was time to leave, and then I walked back to the buses. 


However, just as I was about to board the bus, something cracked in me. I never found out what, but I turned around and bolted back to the pier. I flew past everyone, tears streaking down my cheeks. I flew past Mr. Lorsuli, who was bewildered and had absolutely no idea how to handle the situation. Everyone called for me to come back, but I did not hear them.


I made it to the edge of the pier, when I realized something. My friends were there for me, and I just ran off on a whim. I wiped the tears off my face and said one last goodbye to my mom. On the way back, Mr. Lorsuli asked if I was okay, and if I needed time. I denied his offer, but thanked him. When I made it back, Lynn, Kat, Richard, Zack, and Chip were all waiting for me. I received a great group hug, and my spirits were instantly lifted. I smiled and thanked all of my friends for being there for me.


How I would handle it the second time around was something totally different.

Chapter Twenty-Seven

As students slowly trickled out of the buses, Kat and I eventually found each other again. Her eyes told me that she knew what I was about to go through again. I hugged her and reassured her that she would get the chance to be there for me again. I then whispered in her ear that she was already there for me. She whispered back that she didn’t want to tear up in public. I laughed silently and made sure nobody was looking, and then I kissed her on the check and disengaged the hug.


I put my hands in my pockets and walked towards the pier. Kat went to go meet up with Lynn. It was a bit windier than I remembered it, so my hair flew freely in the breeze. People were conversing casually amongst themselves as I walked down the pier, and about halfway down, I turned and stood on the edge, looking down into the water.


I closed my eyes, and I felt tears streaking down my cheeks, again. Her death had a much greater impact on me then than it did in eighth grade, mainly because I had the power to see her whenever I wanted, but she was destined to never remember any of my visits. As a person, she was gone, but she was cursed to remain with me forever as a hollow shell who would never know any of the fun times I could spend with her, with me cursed to remember them, knowing she could not.


“Damn it!” I shouted, punching the wooden railing. I then remembered my actions in eighth grade and repeated one of them exactly. I started reciting the lyrics to “Mother” silently, “Hush now, baby, baby, don’t you cry. Mama’s gonna make all your nightmares come true. Mama’s gonna put all her fears into you. Mama’s gonna keep you right here, under her wing. She won’t let you fly, but she might let you sing. Mama’s gonna keep baby cozy and warm.” 

I took a deep breath and wiped the tears from my cheeks. As soon as I did so, I felt a hand on each of my shoulders. I knew whose they were.


“Daniel, are you alright?” Lynn asked innocently.


“I’m…fine. It’s just that this is the closest I’ll ever get to a grave for my mother. The impact is…it’s much more than I could have possibly imagined,” I said, attempting to come to terms with the situation. 


“Daniel, sweetie, your mother wouldn’t have wanted you in tears. She’d want you to have fun,” Kat said, rubbing my shoulder. 


I took another deep breath, following that up with, “Thanks, you two. Thank you for being there for me.”


“You’re always welcome, Daniel. Always,” Lynn said, Kat nodding in agreement. It was nice to see them both there for me again, as friends. 


I left the side of the pier and walked all the way down to the end, Kat and Lynn by my side. I sat down on one of the benches and laid back, closing my eyes. My head was still tilted back when I opened them.


“There’s not a cloud in the sky today,” I pointed out.


“It’s a beautiful day. Perfect for the trip,” Lynn said.


“Yeah, it is. I couldn’t have picked better weather,” Kat concurred.


Around that time, teachers were gathering kids up to leave for the aquarium, which was the second stop. Kat, Lynn, and I all got up and began to walk towards the buses. Kat nudged me with her shoulder, as if to imply that I was supposed to do my dramatic running stunt. I nudged her back, as if to imply that I didn’t want to.


But something compelled me. Some strange, unknown force of nature compelled me. As soon as we got back to the buses, I did it. I broke free from Kat and Lynn; I turned around and bolted past Lorsy, past everyone. Tears ran down my cheeks, with me unable to stop them. I made it to the end of the pier, just to find the mysterious man from the battleship leaning against the back of the pier (it was a fenced pier) smugly.


“Regina Smith. Died at the age of 50. Even so, she went before her time. It’s a damn shame, isn’t it?” he said.


“Who are you and how do you know my mother?” I shouted, unable to control my emotions. I heard footsteps coming from behind me.


“I’m closer than you think, but farther than you could ever reach,” he said cryptically, turning around and climbing onto the edge of the pier.


I could muster no words, but I heard Lorsy calling for me. He suddenly stopped, likely noticing the mystery man.


“Adieu, Daniel,” the man said, diving into the ocean. All I could do was stare, flabbergasted, as the man who was driving me insane disappeared again.


I felt Lorsy’s hand on my shoulder. He told me that it was time to go, but he did not mention the mystery man. He turned me around and I saw all of the students and teachers watching me. Kat was in the front, arms crossed. I ran to her and hugged her, still unable to control my emotions.


The students, realizing the show was over, dispersed and walked back to board the buses. Kat and I walked back together, until we were met by a group of people at the buses.


Lynn ran up to me and hugged me, tight. It was like she thought that if she let go, I would disappear from her life forever and take all her memories of me with me. When she finally did let go, Richard and Zack were standing there, side by side.


“Take it away, Zack,” Richard said. It looked like he was holding back a smile.


Zack cleared his throat, and then began to sing, “Oh, Danny boy, the pipes! The pipes are calling…” 


I couldn’t help but grin at this. My spirits were being raised, faster than they should have been. As soon as Zack was done making a scene, the teachers broke everything up and told us to board the buses. I thanked them all for being there for me, and I boarded my bus with Chip.


After lunch, we went to the aquarium. It wasn’t as interesting as the battleship or the pier. The History of Daniel dictates that all we did was learn stuff about fish and raid the gift shop. We stayed there for an hour or two, and then it was time for the last stop: the cruise ship.


The cruise ship, as dictated by The History of Daniel, was where I let go of my inhibitions and danced, made a fool of myself, and just had fun. I specifically remember having the revelation that my mother wouldn’t have wanted me sulking, and I proceeded to break it down, and break other things, namely my phone.


While I was dancing, I tripped over my own foot and landed on my side rather painfully. I ended up landing on my phone, breaking the screen but not rendering it completely useless. It was just a minor annoyance.


Since I enjoyed being a fool, and since I wanted to honor my past revelation and have fun, that’s exactly what I did. I had fun, I danced, I was a fool, and I couldn’t possibly have had a better time.


There was only one major difference, though. The DJ played slow songs every now and then. The History of Daniel dictates that I never danced with a girl on that cruise boat, but since I actually and technically had a girlfriend at the time, I danced with her.


Naturally, this evoked a lot of reactions in other people. Richard, who was currently in the middle of pretty much being in love with Kat (although the Kat he was in love with was currently some miles away, doing who-knows-what) was speechless, and Kat’s then-clique (who saw Zack, Richard, and I as “lovable but weird”) was also speechless.  As the cruise ended, I was confronted by Richard, just as Kat was confronted by her clique. 


“Daniel, what are you even thinking? Dancing with Kat like that all willy-nilly!” he scolded, as if he were some sort of irate grandmother.


“Oh, I’ll show you what I was thinking, Dick,” I said tauntingly, beckoning for Kat to come over. As soon as she came over, I whispered a plan into her ear. We would give everyone a stunning surprise, and then whisk ourselves back to the present. She loved it. “Ladies, gentlemen, and undecided. I have a non-verbal announcement to make!” I shouted.


As soon as I had everyone’s attention, I turned to Kat and started making out with her dramatically. Obviously, we were met with stunned gasps and shocked screams. Richard’s reaction was most notable.


“¡Pooooooor queeeeeeeeee!” he screamed, falling to his knees, cursing the sky, and passing out shortly thereafter. After Kat and I were done making our scene, we held hands and whisked ourselves back to the present.


I could almost feel Richard’s intense hate following me back to the present. However, it was just then that I realized something. When the mystery man jumped into the ocean…


I never heard a splash.
Chapter Twenty-Eight

Kat and I miraculously managed to avoid my dad suspecting anything. I elected it would be best to keep the sheets unwashed, although it would be rather nasty. He’d be more suspicious if I asked for them to be washed than if I just kept it quiet.


Before Kat and I parted ways, however, we discussed the mystery man and his identity. Kat said it could have been a future version of me, but I was skeptical, mainly because I wouldn’t have remembered it. I told Kat that I would ask Douglas about it. 


I forgot I had never explicitly explained who Douglas was to Kat, though. After summarizing that up, she seemed to understand and called it a good plan. After our discussion was complete, her parents pulled up in the cul-de-sac and she had to leave. I kissed her goodbye and promised that I’d find some way to figure it out.


As soon as she left, I declined an offer from my dad to go out and eat, saying that Kat and I had eaten already. I went downstairs and called for Douglas just softly enough so that my dad wouldn’t hear.


“Daniel, I hate to say it, but I’m just as in the dark as you are,” he said, sitting rather nonchalantly in my computer chair.


“But you’re a God! How do you not know?” I asked incredulously.


“Whenever I try to think about him, I’m blocked out by some unknown force. Whoever this is, he knows me, and he knows how to keep me out.”


“Who else could possibly know you? How many humans have you even made contact with?”


Douglas paused, deep in thought. He then spoke, “That’s a very good point, Daniel. Who else? That’s exactly the kind of thinking we need to be doing.”


“Ugh, I don’t know. I need a break from this stuff. School tomorrow will put my mind in the right place.”


“Good plan, Danny. Get some rest; get your brain back in gear. You’ve been through quite a lot in the past day or two.”


“Thanks, Douglas. Get back to me if you find out anything new.”


“Right-o, Danny. Catch you later,” Douglas said, and with that, he was gone and time started moving again.


The rest of the day, I did nothing much. I went to bed early, because I was rather exhausted, and I woke up sleepy. I was definitely not ready for school that day.


After my usual sluggish morning routine, I walked out to the bus stop and met up with Richard and Crowe. I made sure to tell Richard of my antics in the past, and he told me that he had felt a random pang of sudden, uncontrollable hate for me last night but had no idea why. I laughed, and that’s when the bus drove up. We boarded.


The bus ride was boring, and I slept most of the way. If the bus’s shocks weren’t so bad, I would have actually slept well, but sudden bumps every now and then interrupted my snoozing. I dreaded when it was finally time to get up and get off, because then I would have to walk, which, at the moment, was definitely not my strong suit.


After stumbling to the school, I made it to the commons, where I met up with my usual morning round-up of friends. It was practically the same as last year’s, with a few additions and subtractions. The most notable subtraction was Eddy, as he graduated, and the most notable addition was Rita, who was a sophomore who moved into the school district this year and shared Drama I class with Richard.


She was notable for a few reasons. She was a good person, and I liked her as a friend, but she liked Richard, as more than a friend. It was Richard’s first possible relationship since the whole Kat thing (in other words: ever) but since he was a nice guy and he wanted to be careful, he postponed a relationship for the time being, but everyone knew he liked her back.


After the morning bell rang, I went and boarded the bus to Weaver, which was good for me because it meant I got a half-hour nap. However, I noticed the mystery man walking onto the school’s campus just as the bus was about to pull off. I was about to put down the window and yell at him or something else equally stupid, but the Student Resource Officer (a police officer who keeps the kids in check) stopped him. I could hear their conversation.


“May I ask who you are, sir?” Officer Holder asked.


“An acquaintance of one of the students, officer. I don’t mean to cause any trouble,” the mystery man said curtly, smiling evilly.


“I’m sorry, but unless you can prove you’re a parent or legal guardian of one of our students, I’m afraid I’m going to have to ask you to leave the campus, sir.”


The mystery man paused, and then said, “Do you like the Middle Ages?”


“Excuse me?” Officer Holder replied, confused.


“Just answer my question and I’ll kindly leave,” the mystery man replied, not a hint of a lie in his voice.


“Uh, sure. I guess,” Officer Holder reluctantly answered.


“Lovely! Then you’ll enjoy spending the rest of your life there,” the mystery man said, grabbing the officer’s shoulder and causing him to vanish. Apparently, I was the only one who noticed this, and before I could say anything, the bus drove off. Nobody would have believed me anyway.


I couldn’t nap at all on the way to Weaver. I was immensely disturbed by the mystery man, whose identity was slowly being revealed. I refused to believe it, though. The implications of the officer being sent to the past were mind-boggling. He carried a gun with him. There was no telling how that ended up.


I went through my Weaver classes in a daze, anxious to get back to Southwest, anxious to see what had happened in my absence. The ride back was the slowest ride ever, and as soon as the doors opened at Southwest, I ran out. I hurried to the office and asked if any mysterious strangers had come in. They told me they had seen no one. I then asked them if they knew about the disappearance of Officer Holder. This left them speechless, and then the ball got rolling.

When he was unable to answer his cell phone or pager, and when no trace of him was found on the campus, all Hell broke loose. I was barred from going to my third period class, since I was the only one who knew anything about the officer’s disappearance. The police came to the school, and I told them exactly what I saw and heard, and, just as I suspected, nobody believed me.


It was all they had to go on, though, and they went on a minor manhunt for the mysterious stranger. As soon as they had all dispersed, I felt a hand on my shoulder.


“It’s you, isn’t it?” I asked.


“What do you mean, ‘it’s you?’ Is something the matter, Danny?” Richard asked.


“Rick! What are you doing here?” I asked, happy to finally find some familiarity.


“Nothing, really. I was delivering something to a classroom down the hall, and I was on my way back when I saw all the police and you. What happened?”


“Officer Holder disappeared, and they’re going on a manhunt for him and the person last seen with him.”


“That’s pretty intense.”


“Yeah, but they’re not going to find Officer Holder. He’s somewhere in the Middle Ages. The person last seen with him…that’s the mysterious stranger I was telling you about.”


“He means me, Richard,” came the ominous voice from behind me. I turned to face the mystery man, and that’s when I knew who it was. 


It was me, from the future.


“Please don’t tell me it took you that long to figure out who I was. I always knew I overthunk everything, but damn,” Future-Me said condescendingly.


“What are you doing here?” I asked, standing in front of Richard.


“I guess you could say I went insane or something and decided to wreak havoc on the past in a fit of rage. Something like that,” Future-Me said matter-of-factly.


“Insane?” Richard asked. 


“Oh, shut up, you. I never liked you anyway,” Future-Me snapped, pushing me out of the way and flinging Richard quite violently against the wall behind us without even touching him.


“Wh—what the Hell?” I shouted at the aggressor from the future.


“Oh, you won’t believe how easy it is to hurt your ‘friends’ when you’ve already killed them all once,” Future-Me said, not a hint of remorse in his tone.


“K…killed?” I asked, unable to believe a word that Future-Me was saying. He didn’t seem to be kidding, though.


“Yes. It all started a long time ago…oh Hell, why don’t I just show you myself?” he said, about to grab my shoulder. By now, people were taking notice, what with Richard injured and unconscious against the wall, and my bad habit of using a very loud voice when angry. However, they were soon all very confused, as Future-Me and I were gone, just like that.


We reappeared in an unfamiliar classroom, with one very familiar person.


“Daniel!?” Kat yelped, breaking the sudden silence in the classroom.


“You! I want you to come with us, just because I feel like it,” Future-Me beckoned, pointing at Kat. He lifted her up out of her desk by only lifting his finger, and he brought her over to where we were standing by curling his finger. He softly set her on the ground, and grabbed both her and my shoulders. She was obviously horrified, and for good reason. Everyone else was, too.


The next thing I knew, I was in a very familiar place. It was the overpass, and my mother’s black truck was parked at one end. We were standing next to it and halfway between us and the other end was one person.


My mother.

Penultimate


“Mom!” I shouted at my mother, hoping she would recognize me. I instantly forgot that Future-Me and Kat were also there. As I ran towards my mother, she turned to face me, and I did not see my mom in her eyes. Who I saw was someone emptier, which was not good.


Cars whizzed by, and I assumed that eventually someone would contact the authorities because we were endangering ourselves and everyone else. As I reached my mother, I glanced backwards. Kat was reluctant to move, and Future-Me was slowly walking towards my mother. 


“Who are you to say that you’re my son?” my mother slurred, obviously not all there. I knew reasoning with her wouldn’t be easy, especially considering all the cars whizzing past and Future-Me closing in slowly.


“I’m not the Daniel you know now, I’m…from the future. It’s hard to explain, trust me,” I attempted, to no avail. My mother turned and kept walking. I grabbed her shoulder, because I had to somehow prove to her that I was her son.


“I will let you know that my son is at home. There is no way he could be all the way out here, especially blabbering about being from the future,” she said, noticeably getting irritated.


“What’s something only Daniel would know? Ask me anything,” I said, folding my arms. I took another glance back. Future-Me was halfway between Kat and I, and Kat was still reluctant to move or anything.


She was surprised that I knew her son’s name, but still wary. “I don’t have time for this. I need to go get that BC Powder and--” she began, but I cut her off.


“And the Diet Coke,” I said confidently. She was more surprised at this than anything. A car whizzed by too close, and my foot almost got flattened. I scooted over a little farther away from the cars, and my mom followed suit.


“H—how do you know that?” she asked, seeming a bit fearful.


“Like I said, I’m your son, except from the future. I remember the last words you said to me before you left.”


“I’m not buying all this future garbage. If you are my son from the future, why did you come back to this moment? How is this significant? And who are those people behind you?”


“I’ll field that one!” said Future-Me, raising his finger and continuing, “I am your son from the even farther future, and behind me is your son from the near future’s girlfriend, Kathleen. The reason this day is so important is…well, you die today.”


How blunt. “I what!?” my mother screamed, incredulous.


“He’s right, Mom. You left to get that BC Powder and Diet Coke and never came back,” I admitted.


“I…I don’t believe this,” my mom said. I could tell that she was becoming herself again. The shock of the situation must have been sobering her. 


The reason she was so out of it was mainly because one night, when she was walking around the house, she tripped over the vacuum and bumped her head rather hard. It was bleeding and everything. After that little mishap, everything seemed fine until she started making some…irrational decisions.


The most irrational decision came when the police were called to our house, and she tried to escape from them, screaming and running in the street and even breaking into someone else’s house and stealing a blunt object. The police subdued her, however, and she was sent to an insane asylum, for lack of a better term, for a month. I visited her there once.


It was not a “rehabilitation center.” It was a goddamn insane asylum. The people there were screaming, people were being restrained as they walked, and my mom called it a living Hell. One of the stories she told me in private on my one visit was that someone had come into her room in the middle of the night and broken her toe. I don’t doubt it. In my opinion, that place was worse than any prison.


When she came back, she seemed better. For a few weeks, things were going rather smoothly. After a while though, she began to relapse. Her decisions started becoming more and more irrational, and they continued until the day she died. That is why her death was a shock to my system but not a total surprise.


This major reality check seemed to be keeping her in check, though. She began to walk back toward the truck, as if it wasn’t really out of fuel. She pushed past me and even Future-Me. When she reached Kat, however, she kindly asked her to step aside. Kat obliged, and my mother got in the truck and attempted to rev it up, to no avail.


Once more, again, to no avail. It turns out the truck really was out of gas. She had to get out and get gas anyway. If she thought the truck had fuel, though, why would she get out and walk to the gas station anyway? There was no reason, unless the gas station wasn’t her destination in the first place. 


Kat remained still, and Future-Me remained smug. I ran to meet up with my mom, who was slowly becoming frantic. 


“Mom, tell me the truth. Why did you come to this overpass?” I asked, staring deep into her eyes.


“If I told you, you would never think of me the same way, Daniel. Now let me through,” she replied, trying to pass me. I made myself as wide as possible, though, and she could not pass. I could hear Future-Me snickering. Apparently he knew what was coming.


“Mom, please tell me. When you left, you never looked back. I never got to say goodbye. If you love me as your only son, please tell me,” I begged, almost getting on my knees but then realizing that it was a bad idea.


“Are you sure you want me to tell you? It will change the way you look at me.”


“That’s good, because after you left, I never got the chance to look at you again!”


She sighed, defeated. She admitted, “I came here because…I was going to jump.”


“W-w-what!?” I said, unable to believe what she had just said. I always considered that a possibility for what happened, but I never thought she actually did it. There was no warning, it was too sudden. She would have left a note or something, or at least said goodbye.


“Damn it, Daniel,” my mom said, tearing up, “I knew it would change how you thought of me.”


“It’s not your fault! It’s hard to believe but it’s not your fault. You’ve been through a lot, and it’s understandable that you would think of it, but to actually follow through?”


“Even before you got here, Daniel, I realized it was a bad idea! I was going to stop anyway before you got here!” my mom said, devolving into hysterics. She was becoming less and less sober.


“Mom, it’s alright!” I attempted to console, hugging my mom. She pushed me off and tried to walk past me, towards the gas station. I tried to stop her by grabbing her hand, but she tried to rip it free. However, I did not let go.


This sent me crashing into her. As I bumped into her with all of my momentum, it knocked her backwards and her hand slipped free of my grasp. She hit the concrete barrier with enough force to flip her over it. The next few seconds felt like years.


I instinctively ran towards the barrier, attempting to grab her hand to pull her back up, but I missed. The look of horror on her face as she fell was burned into my mind forever. To avoid further scars, I looked away, but I could not avoid the sounds.


Blood-curdling screams and cars honking. Tires screeching and metal hitting metal. The sound of Kat’s scream. The sound of Future-Me’s voice.


“So how does it feel, you bastard? Now you know how your mom died! By your own hands,” he said, suddenly full of rage.


I looked at the hands he spoke of, full of disbelief. I felt like jumping after her, I felt so empty. Future-Me’s rage wasn’t helping, either. However, one person did try to help. I felt Kat’s arms wrap around me, which filled some of the emptiness but wasn’t close to filling it completely.


Obviously, someone had seen my mother fall off of the overpass because police cars and ambulances were speeding up and they soon surrounded the area. As they approached, Future-Me grabbed my shoulder and Kat’s and sent us to a different time, a different place.


We were in a large, open field now. There were absolutely no people around at all. However, a light from above broke the silence and the false peace. Coming down from the light was Douglas, who had obviously frozen time. As he reached the ground, he began to walk towards Future-Me and I.


“So, it is true,” Douglas said, staring Future-Me down. Future-Me couldn’t help but smile.


“Old man, I thought you were smarter than that,” he said, as if the man he was talking to was mortal.


“I am, you just kept blocking me out somehow,” Douglas replied, cautiously approaching Future-Me.


“Well, yeah. I killed you,” Future-Me said nonchalantly, reaching under his shirt for some reason.


Douglas was taken aback by this statement. Apparently, we were both unaware that a God could die.


“Oh, sorry. Did I use past tense there? I meant to use present tense,” Future-Me said, drawing a knife from under his shirt and charging at Douglas. Douglas instinctively held his arm out in front of him, as if to freeze him, but Future-Me was immune, and he drove the knife into Douglas’s chest. I could do nothing but watch.


“You’re going to have to try harder than that, son,” Douglas said, not even flinching. 


“I know. When I visited Valhalla, I made sure to stop by the library. Deus interimo, bitch.”


At this, Douglas gagged and coughed up blood. The wound the knife had made suddenly started to bleed, and a bright light emitted from the wound, from which Future-Me withdrew the knife.


Douglas disappeared. For good, I assumed. Kat was horrified, and I didn’t quite know what to feel. Apparently, my body knew, and I felt this really tingly sensation. I suddenly knew what I was capable of. 


“Kat, go somewhere safe. Things are about to get ugly,” I said to her. She smartly followed my advice and ran as far away as she could while keeping me in view.


“I just remembered, killing Douglas just now removed all the restrictions on all of your powers. This is going to be more fun than I thought,” Future-Me said smugly, cracking his knuckles.


As he said that, dozens of lights similar to the one Douglas had appeared from shone down from the sky. Apparently, it wasn’t going to be a one-on-one battle.


“Way more fun.”

Ultimatum


“Before we fight, let me get a few things clear,” I stated, bracing myself for just about anything as bodies started descending from the heavens, “For starters, where the hell are we?”


“We’re obviously in a large, open field. We’re in the same time, however, but I didn’t want to do any collateral damage, so I sent us to the most remote place. I honestly don’t know where we are exactly,” Future-Me said, also bracing himself.


“Right then. One more thing, you’re fully aware that I cannot die in this battle, right?”


“What do you mean? Are you saying that just because I’m alive in the future means that I fail in killing you?”


“Pretty much.”


He seemed surprised by this, and I was right. If he were to end up killing me in this battle, it would break the universe and he wouldn’t ever be alive to come back in the first place.


“The future isn’t written in stone, Daniel,” a voice from behind me said. It turned out to be Bliss, and I could see Kat in the background cautiously approaching. She continues, “Although your future self coming back is a sign of something, that something can easily be changed by sudden, split decisions. Time’s like a train, Daniel. Always chugging along in the same direction, on a set path, but the smallest thing can send it flying off track.”


“I see. So, in reality, this is anyone’s battle?” I asked, with Bliss nodding in response. 


“Perfect!” Future-Me exclaimed, swinging his arm in an arc towards us. I braced myself to be thrown back, but Bliss swept her arm in response and blocked the blast.


“Daniel, I forgot to tell you that I’m also the Goddess of War. Don’t ask,” Bliss said, drawing a scimitar from literally out of nowhere. A few other Gods appeared beside her, and Bliss somehow mentally transferred the information for each one to me.


The God of Music, the Goddess of Love, the God of Despair, the Goddess of the Arts, the God of Life, the God of Science, the God of the Cosmos, and that’s not even half. Each wielded a weapon suited to their profession, and each stood behind me, ready for battle. Future-Me noted the army that had formed behind me, Kat having secretly joined, and all he could do was simply smirk.


“I always loved a challenge,” he said, brandishing a few throwing knifes. He threw them all (about half a dozen) up in the air, and brought his arms down in a quick swinging motion, and all of the knives went flying toward us. Bliss blocked them all with her blade, and she charged toward Future-Me. He planted his feet and parried her swing somehow, exclaiming, “Too slow!” and sweeping her leg. Bliss lost her balance and fell, and a handful of Gods and Goddesses came to her aid.


There was something I wanted to try. I held my palms out in front of me and concentrated. All of a sudden, a blast of something emitted from them, almost hitting Future-Me, but his catlike reflexes allowed him to dodge. As he dodged, however, he tripped over one of the Gods, who almost delivered the finishing blow, but then everything froze all of a sudden. 


“Damn! All of these Gods getting in the way. And here I was, thinking this would be fun. I personally believe a one-on-one battle would be much better,” Future-Me said, closing his eyes. He held his hands in the air, and all of the stiffened Gods and Goddesses slowly hovered up into the sky. He then sent them all flying in one direction, unfreezing time shortly thereafter.


As some Gods and Goddesses hit the ground rolling, others managed to stay airborne and catch others who were unable to stay airborne, mainly Kat. The God of Science, who had caught her, noticed she was not a God and sat her down on the ground gently, telling her that the best thing she could do to help was stay out of the way and remain safe. Naturally, this ticked Kat off, but she couldn’t disobey a God.


As the holy army regained their footing and began charging towards Future-Me again, he finally seemed to crack, as if he hadn’t already.


“You know what! Screw this. I hate cheating, but Hell, you guys are like flies,” he said, sighing. He continued, “Finite deus chronos,” and with this, all of the Gods and Goddesses fell to the ground, screaming in pain. My Latin was a bit rusty, but the first time he had used one of those strange phrases, I knew he had said something to the effect of “to kill a God.”


This time, he had said something to the effect of “end God’s time.”

*
*
*
*
*


I wasn’t sure what had just happened, but I knew it wasn’t good. All of those Gods and Goddesses that had come down from the sky to help Daniel had suddenly fallen, and some of them were disappearing completely. The ones that remained looked dead, and they soon disappeared, too. There was one Goddess who looked like me, though, and she was the last to disappear.


As she disappeared, I could see her barely staying alive, looking into my eyes. It felt like looking into some sort of mirror that showed what you looked like in ten or twenty years. There was something in her eyes, though, that I could not place my finger on. When she disappeared, though, I heard something in my mind.


Daniel’s a real nice guy, at least now. You’re real lucky to have him. In more ways than one. Even though I met him only once before this fiasco, I accessed his memory banks mentally, and I saw the purity in his heart. Even though he’s been through so much, he goes out of his way to make his friend’s day. And I saw that you were the one he cared about most. He sees his mother in you. He loves you, Kat. This is why I have to keep you two alive, even in my death. I don’t know what direction the world will take after all the Gods have died. With this, though, hopefully it will go in the right one.


This was what I heard. As it finished, I felt some weird power awaken in me. I couldn’t describe what I felt, but it felt like I knew everything without knowing everything. Had she bestowed her powers upon me or something? Did this mean I had gotten her War powers too?


I tried it out by trying to draw a sword out of thin air. It worked.


Oh Hell yes.

*
*
*
*
*


As all of the Gods and Goddesses died and disappeared, I noticed one thing. Kat was standing completely still. All of a sudden, after the entire holy army had vanished, she shook. She then drew a sword out of thin air, as if she were Bliss.


I instantly ran over to her, asking her what had just happened.


“Apparently, I’ve been bestowed with the powers of the Goddess of Knowledge and War,” Kat said, looking as if she were in a dream. All of a sudden, I had the upper hand in this battle.


Future-Me noticed, though. “I see the Gods and Goddesses are cheating a little bit, bestowing their powers on mortals so I can’t kill them. Weird, they have that bit of genius after leaving the way to kill them all for me to see in the Valhalla Grand Library,” he said, preparing himself for another strike.


With Kat by my side, and the powers of the God of Space and Time flowing through me, I felt irrevocably empowered. “It’s time to end this!” I shouted at Future-Me.


“You’re telling me,” he said, smirking. He continued, “However, this open field aspect is boring. Let’s go somewhere more interesting!” 


With this, we suddenly found ourselves standing in the middle of a football field. So I didn’t have to be touching someone to take them through time with me. Go figure.


Apparently, there was a game going on, and we had interrupted it. I was about to send us somewhere safer until I was caught off-guard by the ground suddenly rising beneath Kat and I. Future-Me had taken control of a chunk of earth and was about to send it flying. The crowd’s collective gasp was almost deafening. As he sent the chunk flying, I grabbed Kat’s hand and somehow managed to suspend myself in mid-air. The crowd made another collective gasp as I struggled to hang on to Kat’s hand. There was never a time where I cursed my bad arm strength more.


I then tried to suspend Kat in mid-air with me, which turned out to be much easier. I sent us flying towards Future-Me, who had also flown up into the air, and he blocked us with some sort of invisible wall. I tried to fly out of it, but there was apparently an invisible ceiling and an invisible floor. I also had to focus to keep Kat airborne.


“What are you, a mime? This cheap trick can’t stop me!” I yelled, extending my arms out to each of my sides. I heard something shatter, and Kat and I were instantly free. Since I was then able to concentrate, I sent us to another time and another place.


We were now over the ocean, and there was ocean as far as the eye could see. This was a bad idea, though, as my critical thinking skills obviously became more developed in the future, and Future-Me harnessed the power of the water to try and knock me down. I deflected it with some sort of invisible shield I conjured up, but Future-Me had an endless supply of ammo, and he just kept on blasting. As the water sprayed everywhere off of the shield, Kat and I had a chance to collect ourselves, although it wasn’t exactly what we had wanted.


“How are you going to handle this, Danny?” Kat asked, dropping the sword. Apparently, she had learned to fly, because all of my focus was being poured into the shield. As I took the time to answer Kat’s question, however, the shield flickered and I got a face full of water.


“Pfft!” I spit, the taste of salt water not very good in my mouth. When I had gotten my mouth free of water, I responded, “I don’t know. I need to find somewhere where I can strike easily, but he can’t. Somewhere where he won’t have the upper hand. Somewhere…”


“I can go on forever, Danny boy!” Future-Me shouted. Suddenly, something evil clicked in my head, and I found a clever way to turn the tables. I told Kat to fly out of the way of the water on the count of three. As we reached it, we made it out of the way of the water barely, and I refocused and sent us to another location.


The scream that ensued when we appeared was familiar yet distant. The voice that ensued was much the same. “What the Hell!?” 


“Dirty tricks, Daniel, dirty tricks,” Future-Me said, wagging his finger, as we stood in the sort-of cramped confines of Rose’s room. 


“What in the world is going on?” Rose exclaimed, obviously surprised that Kat, Future-Me, and I had just spontaneously appeared in her room. Her parents must not have been home, though, because the neighbors could have heard us.


“Rose, I would explain, but you sort of stopped talking to me, which is understandable,” I said nonchalantly, bracing for another blow from Future-Me, which I was ready to dodge and then attack when he was open. However, he did not attack.


“Funny, I don’t remember me sending us back here. That must have been one of those split decisions that Goddess was talking about,” Future-Me said, not even making an attempt at attacking me. 


“Get the Hell out of my room, you creeps!” Rose shouted, pointing at the door. Future-Me apparently didn’t like her tone, however, as he grabbed her with his powers and was about ready to throw her out of the second-story window. She screamed, and I grabbed her with my powers to prevent her from being thrown.


“Put her down, Tyler,” I said, using my middle name so I wouldn’t get confused. This made Future-Me laugh, and since his focus was momentarily somewhere else, I took this opportunity to set a still shocked Rose down on the ground. However, he then snapped all of a sudden.


We were now standing on the side of a soccer field. I saw little kids running around, and now I knew we were in a different time. It was one of my YMCA soccer matches from when I was around five, and, sure enough, there I was running around on the field. I had no idea why he had brought us here, but Rose was still rather pissed.


“Take me home now,” she said, still not quite believing that any of this was happening. I remembered that I had told her I had powers, but I never got the chance to prove I had them to her. She obviously believed me now, although she was addressing Future-Me.


“Ah, ah, ah! Cannot do that, sorry,” he said, wagging his finger again.


“I don’t want to finish this fight in front of all of these little kids, Tyler,” I said, preparing to send us all somewhere else.


“Remember when I said I can’t send us back? I was serious, kid. I figured out how to turn all of our time-traveling powers off, because it was getting really annoying,” he said, smirking that evil smirk.


Sure enough, I tried, and I could not send us somewhere else. The kids and parents had taken notice of us, though, and they were watching us cautiously. We were apparently finishing this fight here. However, as Rose almost blew her top and as Kat drew another sword, I knew that I could never beat my future self in a battle. So I would have to do as Bliss said; do something unexpected.


“Kat, give me a sword,” I whispered to Kat, and she obliged, drawing another sword for herself. As soon as I held the blade, I flew up into the air, looking for Past-Me. As soon as I found him, I swept down and scooped him up, flying over to where I was standing before. I held the blade at his throat, and he instantly started crying. My parents were shocked, and they were about to charge at me when I spoke.


“Anyone moves, and the kid gets it,” I said in my most cliché voice possible.


“Daniel, what are you doing?” Kat asked as if I were insane, which I apparently was.


“Hahahahah!” Future-Me laughed, “Now this is a surprise! Are you that much of a coward, Danny boy?”


“Maybe I am, Tyler. If we continue this brawl, no good will come of it. If you kill me, this is what is going to happen anyway. If I kill you, I’m going to die young. It’s a lose-lose situation. And since I’m so selfish,” I said, grinning, “I’m going to make it so that everybody loses.”


Future-Me suddenly took me seriously, saying, “You’re not serious.”


“You’re not serious,” Rose said, also suddenly taking me seriously.


“You can’t be serious,” Kat said incredulously, about to pry the sword from my grip.


“You’re right! I can’t!” I said quickly, throwing the sword at Future-Me, as if it were a dagger. He was caught off guard, and it impaled him in the arm. I cursed my bad aim, as everyone else gasped.


“Ack! I’ll give you that one,” he said, removing the sword and clutching his wound. He was unable to use his powers, because one of his arms was limp, and the other was covering the wound. I took this opportunity to make my final attack.


I ran up, grabbed the sword, and I was about to deal the finishing blow until he stopped me, holding his limp hand out in front of his face while using his good hand to lift his limp arm. With his powers, he pried the sword from my grasp and now I was the cornered one. 


However, Kat charged up and clashed blades, yelling to me that now was my chance. I obliged, and I blasted Future-Me away, but he took the sword with him. Future-Me was lying on the ground, obviously in a lot of pain, and I walked up to him and picked up the sword. I held it so that the top was right in front of his eyes.


“What do you see? Do you see life, or do you see death? Do you see redemption, or do you see damnation? Do you see a light at the end of the tunnel, or is it dark like your soul has become? Tell me. What do you see?” I preached, about to deal the final blow, but I stupidly allowed him a chance to speak. Worst decision of my life.


“I see this battle not being over yet!” he quickly said, extending his arm and knocking the sword out of my grasp. The sword flew in the air, spinning end over end, until it finally stopped.


Squarely in Past-Me’s chest.


The last sound I heard was the echoing sound of Future-Me exclaiming, “Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck!”
Epilogue

The Universe had just folded in rather nicely and completely collapsed upon itself. Well, that’s what it felt like to me. I was the only survivor. I ended up in Limbo after the Universe and everyone and everything in it was destroyed.


I was never lonelier in my entire life. I walked around aimlessly, knowing I would find no one, knowing I would find nothing. But there was somehow still hope left in me, but for what I did not know.


What I did know is that I was the only thing left in existence. “Last man on Earth” was nothing; I was the last living thing in existence. I was wearing my clothes, thankfully, so I wasn’t too cold.


Then it hit me. “Cold” no longer existed. “Hot” no longer existed. There was no longer such a thing as weather. There was no sun, there were no stars, there was absolutely nothing left. That’s when I broke down in tears. 


When the drops of salty water fell from my face, they somehow hit the white ground I was standing on. That got me to thinking. Somehow, there was something left in the Universe. There was a Universe left. I just had to find what was left.


I started running for my life, I ran and I ran and I ran until fatigue finally stopped me. When I collapsed, it looked as if I were right where I started. Lovely.


As I panted, my lungs hungry for oxygen, I realized that there likely wasn’t even any oxygen left. Sure enough, however, I was breathing, and I was breathing rather nicely.


Had the rules of the Universe been rewritten after it was destroyed? Was Limbo the new Universe? Then, I had an idea. Limbo was most likely the place that was always destined to be the new Universe after the old one eventually ended. There was no longer a Universe to find. I had found it, and I was running around in it the whole time. 


It was a very boring Universe, though. White as far as the eye could see, in every direction. I sighed, wishing that there was at least some grass so that I could at least tell where the ground was.


That is when a very peculiar thing happened. Grass appeared below my feet, and it stretched out as far as the eye could see, reaching the now-existent horizon, which wasn’t there a while ago.


I tried wishing for a sky, and it appeared. It was rather black, though, so I made it blue and put some clouds and a sun up. It felt like home now. 


So it looked like Limbo wasn’t going to be as boring as I thought. Apparently, since I was present since the beginning of a new time, I became God. I played around with my supreme powers for a bit, soaring up into the Heavens, above the clouds, and then things became much like a game.


I made trees, I made bushes, I made animals, and I decided to, just for irony’s sake, make two full-grown humans. I dubbed them Evan and Eva. I ended up re-enacting the entire Adam & Eve story, as best as I remembered from all of the old TV shows that had parodied it, and I even went so far as to place the forbidden apple tree, which stood tall in the middle of the meadow.


The only thing I had no control over was free will, so Evan and Eva did as they pleased. I decided to at least give them clothes, making the now-existent weather nice and mild. They knew I was there, and I even came down to hang out with them a few times. Evan was a nice guy, and Eva was funny.


This naturally turned my entire opinion of religion on its ear. In the old Universe, there had been multiple Gods and Goddesses, each assigned to handle a specific category. So, all religions were wrong. Now, I was playing God, and a few religions from the past were now right, even though they didn’t exist anymore to enjoy their rightness.


I eventually got bored with The Life and Times of Evan and Eva and canceled it indefinitely, erasing everything I had done. It was sort of like starting a new game in a video game. Which reminded me, I was bored.


So I made a video game, except it was real. I was Link for a while until I somehow got bored with that, so I erased all of that and sat in the field, wondering what to do next.


A thought came to me. The reason I was so bored and so lonely was because all of my friends were gone forever. I sighed. Then it came to me.


I closed my eyes and concentrated really, really hard. I thought of Kat and everything about her. All the times we shared, good and bad, and all of the love I had for her. Then, I heard a familiar voice that rang like beautiful music in my ears.


“Daniel? What happened? Where are we?” Kat asked as I opened my eyes. Before I had time to process what she had said, I had processed the fact that she was there, and I hugged her tightly. When I finally let go, I explained to her everything that had happened.


“The Universe we once knew is now gone. Everything you know is wrong, and I am apparently God,” I said simply.


“Uh-huh. So we are in the new Universe?” Kat asked, so desensitized to the strange that she had no trouble believing my explanation.


“Yep. And I’m apparently supreme ruler!” I said, grinning with glee.


“Right. And you brought me back?”


“Yep. You remember everything you did right before everything died, right?”

“Yeah, I’m right where I left off,” Kat said, attempting to draw a sword and failing. She made a sad face, saying, “Okay, maybe not.”


I laughed, saying, “You loved those powers, didn’t you?”


“You think? Can I have those back now?” she asked, pouting.


I could never deny that face, so I had to oblige. As soon as she drew her sword, she was filled with glee, and it was contagious. Since we were sort of the supreme rulers of all being, and since we were bored, we decided to take on an interesting challenge.

*
*
*
*
*


We’re picking up right where we left off, sans all the whole Future-Me drama. We recreated the Universe, right where it was the day Future-Me came to school, except he’s not there. Nobody knows the true identities of Kat and I, but we rule all of creation rather nicely, balancing that hefty task with school and life in general. Stopping time comes in really nicely.


We look just like any other generic teen, but we do a good job blending in. 


Kat and I both agree.


Being supreme rulers of everything ever is pretty fun.
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