A Man in the Know

It felt strange watching him move. The way he carried each box, staggered under the weight and then hurry into the warehouse. He had answered quite rudely that his oga was not around when I told him I had come to talk business. He had not even bothered to offer me a seat. I had told him I would wait, taken the nearest empty chair. I watched him for some minutes as I tried to come up with how I would speak to him. I knew he was alone. I knew he was angry that he had been left alone to watch shop and that a shipment arrived a day earlier than expected and he had to offload the goods alone.
I had stalked him for a while and this was the best chance I had until my window expired. I folded my sleeves and went to work. He was surprised as he came out of the warehouse after dropping a load to see me lifting from the delivery truck. I understood it; how many times did a waiting customer help a warehouse hand? 
“Sir, you don’t have to help me. I can do it by myself,” he effected a protest. 
But I knew that he was pleased. “Don’t worry yourself. I’m using the opportunity to get some exercise. There’s still about a hundred cartons?”
This seemed to satisfy him. “Yes,” he said, nodding at the truck. The truck driver had gone out to eat. 
At first we worked in silence. We picked the cartons of biscuits, walked the ten paces to the warehouse and stacked them. Occasionally he said well-done sir, or careful sir when I seemed to lose my footing. I was still trying to figure out what to say to him. What was most important from the thirty years of his future that I had lived? I very surreptitiously checked the dial I had been given before I got into the time capsule. I had about two hours left before the time continuum automatically repaired itself of the breach that was made when I was sent into my past. I would disappear from the future, die in a certain sense, but my present self who I was watching now would live and go on to replace me in that future. 
“Have you worked here for long?” I started. We had worked fast. There were only a few boxes left. 
“I started last month,” he said reluctantly.
I wasn’t discouraged. I understood how he was about talking with people. “Wow, you look very young. It’s good to see young men who are willing to work. Have you finished school?” 
“I finished secondary school last year. I’m applying for admission into the university.” 
“Wow, which course?” We were on our last boxes now. 
“Engineering.”
We finished packing. I was sweating and wiped my face with my sleeve. He went inside and returned with two sachets of water. 
He handed me one. “I’m sorry we only have water.”
I knew there was malt and coke in the fridge, but being new and junior, he was not at liberty to give them out. I smiled at him. It still felt strange that I was speaking to my younger self. “Thank you,” I accepted the water. 
We sat down on chairs in the open space just outside the warehouse and let the breeze cool us. 
“Do they pay you well?” I asked.
The suspicion became obvious on his face. “They try.”
 “I just like it when young people try to make something of themselves. You know, start the hustle from a young age. But it’s not always about working hard, there’s also working smart.” I could see that I was losing him. I knew how indifferent I had been about hustle and finances at that age. My father had forced me to take the job because he couldn’t stand my idling around at home in the year I had not been given admission. Most of my salary went to a savings account for when I was eventually admitted to school. 
I told him I had also applied to study engineering in my day but was admitted to study Chemistry. I reminisced on some of my school experiences. I was glad to see that some of them made him laugh. 

One of the guidelines I had been given before I was launched in the time capsule was that I was not to reveal any direct information about the future, their systems, their technologies, or things that were going to occur. In the words of the director, “if you know it’s going to rain in the next minute, don’t say.” But most importantly, I had been warned to under no circumstance reveal my identity to anyone. This could cause some devastating consequences for the continuum. In fact, there was a fail-safe in my dial to send me disappearing as soon as I attempted to break any of the guidelines. 
Hence my dilemma of how to warn him of the mistakes he was susceptible to without revealing too much. All the best advice I could give him were principally financial. I had lived his life and I was sure that other areas would find a way to sort themselves out, or would be easier to sort out, if he had his finances right. But he could not have known this then. There had been no one to educate him. I couldn’t be too forward in my attempt to educate or advise him, that would make him lose interest as was the case when his elders tried too enthusiastically. 
But I so did not want him to experience the troubles I had experienced, or to have to live with the regrets I had; the regret of knowing that you had watched a ship sail past your eyes but you had missed it out of nonchalance, or because you were focused on things that would not later turn out as important as you had placed them. 
“My son started doing what he calls crypto. I don’t understand it. He gets money from it occasionally but I’m worried he’s into fraud,” I said, baiting him. I knew how vital cryptocurrency would be in the finances of the future. One of my biggest regrets was having not invested in it. 
He laughed at what must have seemed to him an old’s man suspicion. “Crypto is very legal.”
“So, you do it too?”
“No.”
“Why not?”
“I’m just not interested.”
“Even though it can earn you money?”
“I can do other things for money.”
“Remember what I said about working smart? If it’s something that’s easily accessible, doesn’t take all your time, and something that you can get information about easily, I think you should do it.”
He raised his brows. “I thought you didn’t know about crypto.”
“Yes, but I’m an old man, I know change when I see it coming. I think the future is going to be very different from what we have today. I know the prospect can be scary. But if you’re prepared for it, you’ll be fine. In fact, you’ll enjoy it. And the surest insurance against change and the future is when you have a solid financial base.”
He nodded along. I could see that I had his interest. I continued talking. “When I was younger, I had friends who used to invest in stocks and currencies. But because it was so different from the established way of making money that I knew, I didn’t join them and in the end I regretted it. What I’m trying to say is that the world is always changing. And in your time the changes are numerous and they come fast. Some of the innovations you see will be the established systems and norms of tomorrow. If you can develop an interest and invest in them now, I think you should do it. Some opportunities don’t come twice. And trust me, you don’t want a life where people have benefited from opportunities that you’ve missed out of your own fault.”
His attention was profound. As I didn’t want to scare him, I rounded up with a light hearted joke about a future where gold rained from the moon. His laugh came more easily. 

The truck driver returned and after checking that the correct amount of cartons had been offloaded, he drove off. I knew my time was up. I turned to my younger self and told him I had to go and would return later to see his oga.
[bookmark: _GoBack] “Who should I say came to see him?”
“Tell him that it was someone from the future,” I winked. He didn’t laugh. “Don’t worry, when I come back I’ll see your oga.”
There was no way of knowing whether he would take my advice. But I was satisfied that I had done a good job. 

 
