I stumbled through the warp-hole as it sputtered to a close. My world spun and twisted as my vision re-oriented and snapped into place. I pulled off my bracer and retched into the grass. Time travel was such nasty business. I glanced at the timekeeper on my wrist, trying to keep my objective in sight; I had jumped too far too fast, and now it was a struggle to keep my memories correct. I sighed wearily and sat with a heave. Spring was coming in, and the grass was wet with morning dew.
I took thirty expensive seconds to calm down and wipe the remnants of nausea from my lips. The world was coming to life around me, and I didn't want people to ask questions. I pushed myself to my feet and took breaths to calm myself.
"Well, no time like the present," I chuckled and dusted myself off. I walked briskly, letting my legs lead me.
As I walked, I couldn't help but wonder if the trouble was worth it. I was not the man I used to be when I was younger, and I was simply trading bits and pieces of my time for something I didn't have complete faith in. With each step I took, I could feel my stolen time catching up to me. My eyes felt heavier, and my arms shook slightly. I was gambling my entire future on the past.
Matilda always told me I could never let go of the past, "Maybe you should consider living there full time." I smiled at this memory of her. I had lost her to someone better, but those moments we shared together always made up for the pain.
My timekeeper displayed the date and time down to the very second: October 1st, 2026. I had jumped back thirty years. Today was an important one, both for me and the entire world. For the first time in centuries, they would find the first pages of the lost history. Pages that would shape the world. For me, this was just yesterday.
I tapped at the digital screen and swapped my attire to fit the target year. I switched my long overalls and headgear for loose sweatpants and a black shirt. I changed the color of my irises and settled for black instead of dark brown. Satisfied with the changes, I walked steadily toward my destination, practicing what I would say.
My timekeeper beeped with directions, but I ignored it; I already knew where I was going, and it filled me with bittersweet memories.
The coffee shop was brighter than I remembered, the warm brown paint on the walls made it seem like it was part of the earth rather than constructed on it. A bell rang as I pushed the door open, and a waiter greeted me with a warm and comforting smile. I returned her smile as I made my way to a seat in the corner, well away from the light, a seat I knew well. I sat down and ordered a cup while I observed my surroundings. Sunlight streamed in through the large, rectangular windows, and the smell of freshly ground coffee beans filled the air. The shop buzzed with the sounds of conversations and the clatter of cups; voices were loud, and laughs were louder. Students huddled over textbooks, corporate workers tapped away at their laptops, a warm cup of coffee by their sides, and genuine smiles on their faces. I knew all too well the peace this place brought; it was the same peace it brought me every morning. I hummed along to the music that played from the speakers as I waited.
I heard the doorbell ring again, and I turned my head to focus fully on the new person. It was me but not as I was now. It struck me how much younger I looked, even compared to those I was the same age with.
I looked timid and clutched a book close to my chest; the only smile I spared was for a waiter at the counter as I navigated the bustling crowd. I shook my head a bit, trying to clear the surreal feeling that settled over me. It was so disconcerting to see myself from thirty years before and even more to have to speak of my past in first-person pronouns.
My younger self appeared so different from how I remembered. I didn't think I would look so... scared. My shoulders looked like they held the weight of the world, and my eyes always scanned as if searching for danger. It was a stark contrast to the man that now sat at the table, it made me feel proud of my growth.
I smiled what I hoped was a welcoming smile as he sat down opposite me, he eyed me warily before dropping his books.
"You don't have to look so scared," I chuckled. "I don't bite."
"Sorry," he replied, "I'm just not used to sharing this table with anyone." I nodded, understanding his discomfort. I had once been the same shy and introverted teenager.
"I'm Jonathan," I lied. "How about you, young man?".
"Mark," he replied, not taking his head up from the textbooks now opened on the table.
My mind raced; how would I be able to convince myself to take a gamble I wouldn't have taken at sixteen? I scratched my head at the impossibility of the entire situation.
"What do you think money is?" I asked a good place to begin the conversation.
"I'm not obligated to answer that."
"Humor me a bit," I pressed gently, hoping he couldn't hear the desperation in my voice. "How would you describe it?"
He considered a bit before he answered. "I believe money made some of the worst men I know, but I have no idea if that happened because they got money or because they could finally be their true selves." It was an answer I was expecting, and I was proud of myself that he gave it.
"What would you do if you had enough money to do anything?" another safe question. I had to make sure to take things slowly. I couldn't afford to scare him off. Both our futures depended on it.
"I guess there's family to take care of," he started. He seemed to be counting the words as they left his lips, "My parents would finally be able to retire, and my siblings could at least have the luxury of chasing their dreams." His voice grew animated, the textbook that once gripped his attention now lay forgotten between us. "I could live how I want, not a life I was told I have to live."
Regret gnawed at my heart as I listened. It had been so long since I had the luxury to dream, free from the demands of life. I wished someone told me to follow my heart before the weight of the world crushed my dreams.
I carefully slipped out a piece of paper from my pocket and pushed it across the table, a silent lifeline, one I hoped I would take.
"There's going to be an auction a couple of streets away in the next five days," I explained, my voice low and urging. "One of the things going on sale would appreciate rather well in the next year."
On the pamphlet was one of the pages of the lost script, a fragment of something that he would not be able to recognize, but with time, if he followed the lead, it could become the key to a brighter financial future for both of us.
"Hold on..." he started, his voice filled with uncertainty.
"Wait and watch," I continued. "Wait for the right moment to sell it, don't let anyone or anything pressure you, not even your own fear."
"But..."
I raised my hand, cutting him off mid-sentence. "I'm doing you a favor, kid," I said with sincerity, "one I hope would afford you those dreams you want to chase."
Before he could give voice to his doubts, I pushed off from the table and watched as confusion clouded his face. His eyes raised to mine, searching for answers to his unspoken questions.
"I wish I could say more, but I hope you at least try, there's no harm in trying." With that, I was gone.
I stepped between people and hurried out the door before he could make the connection between my sentence and what my mother used to say. What our mother used to say.
I stepped into the daylight and rounded into an alley, turning my head to check if there was anyone behind me.
Satisfied that no one was watching, I tapped away at my timekeeper and opened a new door, back to the future, one I was now uncertain of.
I stepped through the door and said a silent prayer, hoping he would take my advice, hoping that beyond, there was a better life for me. where 
