
As I gazed at the ancient artifact on my cluttered work

desk, I couldn't help but feel a shiver run down my

spine. It had been discovered in some long-forgotten

privilege of examining it. The artifact was a small, ornate

tablet covered in strange symbols and markings. The

back of it was particularly intriguing, as it held a series

of ancient inscriptions that no one had been able to

decipher yet.

I leaned closer, squinting my eyes at the peculiar words
etched into the stone. The text was unlike any language I had
encountered in my years of research, and that's saying
something. My heart quickened, and I felt a growing sense of
unease. It was as if the artifact itself held a mysterious power
over me, urging me to uncover its secrets.

accumulated over centuries. My fingers traced the lines

of the inscriptions, my mind racing to make sense of the

cryptic message. As I worked, the tension in the air grew

palpable, and I couldn't shake the feeling that

something extraordinary was about to happen.

Hours passed, and the afternoon sun began to dip

below the horizon, casting long shadows across my

cluttered office. Frustration mounted as I struggled to

decipher the ancient text. Just as I was about to admit

defeat and call it a day, something inexplicable

occurred.



I turned away from the artifact, ready to pack up my things 
and head home, when a soft, otherworldly glow emanated 
from the mysterious tablet. My heart pounded in my chest as 
I watched in awe, unable to tear my eyes away from the 
ethereal radiance.I reached out,my fingers trembling, and 
without thinking, I made a wish.

"I wish I could go back and set things straight with my
younger self," I murmured, my voice barely audible over
the hum of the artifact's glow.

In that instant, the world around me seemed to blur and
long-forgotten scene.I stood in the living room of my
childhood home, surrounded by the same furniture and
decorations from my teenage years.

I couldn't believe my eyes. I had somehow traveled back
in time.

With my heart pounding, I looked around, trying to make

sense of my surroundings.I spotted a teenage girl,her

younger self. I must have appeared as a stranger to her,

a woman in her late thirties with a disheveled

appearance.

For a moment, I was frozen, unsure of how to proceed.
How could I explain my sudden appearance without
revealing the truth? Then, a wild idea took hold of me. I
decided to pose as my brother's girlfriend,someone

Clearing my throat nervously, I approached my younger
self,who was engrossed in a book. "Hey there," I said,
girlfriend. He's out running errands, and he told me I might
find you here."



My younger self looked up from her book, her eyes widening 
with surprise. "Jake's girlfriend? I didn't know he had a 
girlfriend."

now. He mentioned thatyou're into finance and stuff,
right?"

Her curiosity piqued, my younger self nodded. "Yeah, I'm
really interested in finance and investments. Why?"

"Well," I began, choosing my words carefully, "I work in
finance, and I've come across some information that could
really change your life. But it's kind of a secret, you know?
I can't tell anyone else."

She leaned in closer, her eyes gleaming with intrigue.
"Tell me more."

Over the next few weeks, I spent my days in the past,

sharing my knowledge of financial trends and

investments with my younger self. I had to be careful not

to reveal too much or raise any suspicion about my true

identity. We dove into the intricacies of the stock

market, real estate, and even cryptocurrency.

increasingly successful in her financial endeavors,

making strategic investments and avoiding costly

mistakes. It was satisfying to see her grow and thrive,

knowing that I was altering the course of her life for the

better.

However, there was one major challenge I hadn't 
anticipated.I found myself growing attached to my younger 
self and her life in the past. I watched as she made friends, 



pursued her dreams, and fell in love for the first time. It was a
bittersweet experience,knowing that I would eventually have 
to return to my own time and leave it all behind.

One evening, as we sat on the porch,sipping lemonade

and discussing our latest financial strategies, my

younger self turned to me with a thoughtful expression.

"You know," she said, "I can't thank you enough for all

you've done for me. I feel like you've changed my life in

so many ways."

I smiled, my heart heavy with the knowledge that our time
together was running out. "It's been my pleasure. I just
wanted to help you make the most of your future."

She hesitated for a moment before speaking again.

"There's something l've been wanting to ask you. You've

been so secretive about your own life. What's your

story? How did you become so knowledgeable about

finance?"

I hesitated, struggling to come up with a convincing story that 
wouldn't give away my true identity. "Well,"I began, "I had 
some family members who were really successful in finance, 
and I learned a lot from them. But I've had my fair share of 
challenges too, you know?"

She nodded, seemingly satisfied with my answer, but I 
could tell that she still had questions. I hoped she wouldn't
press any further.

As the days passed, I couldn't shake the feeling that my
time in the past was drawing to a close. The artifact's glow
had faded, and I knew I had to find a way to return to my
own time before I became entangled in the past in a way



that would be impossible to unravel.

One evening, I sat down with my younger self one last
time. "I have to go," I said, my voice filled with regret.

Her face fell. "But you can't leave now! You've changed
everything for me. I owe you so much."

I tookher hands in mine, my eyes brimming with tears.
know it. You have everything you need to succeed now.
Promise me you'll use this knowledge wisely and make the
most of your future."

She nodded tears alistenina in her eves. "Lpromise ".

With a heavy heart, I stood up and turned away,walking
toward the spot where I had first arrived in the past. I closed
my eyes, whispered a silent farewell, and made one final
wish.

The world around me blurred and twisted once more,

and I found myself back in my cluttered office in the

present day. The artifact lay before me, its glow

extinguished. I had done it. I had changed my own past

and hopefully created a better future for myself.

As I sat there reflecting on my incredible journey, I couldn't 
help but wonder if there were others like me who had 
discovered the power of the ancient artifact. What other 
secrets did it hold, and what other lives could it change? The
possibilities were endless, and I couldn't wait to uncover 
more mysteries in the world of archaeology and time travel.

And so, my life continued, filled with new adventures

and discoveries, both in the present and the past.I had

learned that sometimes, the most extraordinary changes



could come from the smallest,seemingly insignificant

moments. As I looked at the artifact one last time,I

couldn't help but smile, knowing that it had given me the

opportunity to rewrite my own history and share the gift

of knowledge with my younger self.


