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​Fixing Myself

Chapter 1
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I FOUND MYSELF INSIDE my bedroom, the monitor and the computer turned on. What should I do? I tried everything, and nothing worked. I needed a job and money. Lots of money. Enough not only to keep myself afloat, but also to do one very important thing.

To travel to the USA, and to live there for the rest of my life. I went there once. When I was still in college. A government program had sent me there, and I’d lived one of the best years of my life. I hadn’t had anything quite like it ever since.

I missed my time there, and most of all, I missed the places, the people, and being able to talk in Portuguese without everyone understanding my words.

I sat in front of my computer, thinking about what I should do next with my life when my phone rang. I answered the call, and none other than a dear old friend of mine, whose name was Rodri, said, “Daniel, I’ve got something you will want to hear.”

And hear him I did. I then went to his college. UENP. I will spare you what those letters mean. I got to his university, and it was nighttime by the time I was there, with the stars and the moons casting light on the campus.

It had some buildings, but it didn’t look remarkable. It was worse than the college I’d studied at before finding myself unemployed.

I walked around the campus, heading to his laboratory. He was a Physicist, and he had a fetish for time travel stuff. Nothing really out of the ordinary, but this time, he said he had something crucial to tell me. Or rather, to show me.

I opened the door and found him, immediately stopping in my tracks after stepping in. What I was seeing before me was nothing short of astounding.

It was a huge, complicated machine with so many parts and extensions I didn’t know where to focus my eyes on.

He found me and said, “Daniel, nice to see you here, my friend.”

Throwing his arms out, he hugged me and I hugged him back. But my eyes were still focused on the huge, impressive machine in his lab. How had he been managing to hide something like this from everyone else, the news outlets and the other people who came to this institution every day?

Once he ended the hug, I blurted, “Rodri, what in the world is happening here? What is this?”

“This is my life’s work, and I’m close to making it work.”

“What is it?”

“A time machine.”

“A... time machine?”

“Yup, and everyone is going to be awe-struck by it.”

I took a step back. “I’m sorry, but I don’t think this will ever work. You do know time travel isn’t possible, right?”

“It actually is,” he insisted, his eyes growing fierce, “and I’m going to show you that you are wrong.”

Having stated that, he marched away, heading to one of the consoles and pressing some buttons. I knew why he got pissed. He thought I was going to go along with this and tell him he was doing something good.

But that look in his eyes... It was from someone so focused on his work he couldn’t stop thinking about it for a second.

I cared about him. I once loved him. Not anymore. Not ever since I bought him a book and he didn’t tell me he lived in a new house, making me go to his old place multiple times in vain.

I didn’t hold a grudge, but there was no denying he should have said he was sorry. I still wondered what he did to that book. It was the only time I’d ever bought anything for anyone.

I never bought anything ever again for anyone since then. I was just far too disillusioned with friendships in general.

I walked over to him, and Rodri meekly said, “I’m sorry if I sounded aggressive.”

“It’s fine, I guess. I don’t think anything less of you.”

“No, I mean it.”

“And I mean it too.”

His eyes found mine, and his expression changed, his mind thinking about something else now. “Stand in there.”

“What? In that small sphere-like structure?”

“Yes. I’m going to prove to you that I’m not going crazy.”

“Rodri-”

“Shut up and just do this one thing for me.”

“You want me to be a lab rat for you,” I threw the words in the air, accusing him.

He bit his lower lip. “It’s nothing like that, my friend.”

“I’m not sure you mean that.”

“I do.”

I studied him for a second, and said, “Alright, I will be your Guinea pig.”

Sadness welled up his eyes. “Don’t remind me about that.”

I smirked. “It’s no reminding at all.”

I got inside the sphere-like structure, and he said, “You sure... you don’t want to bring anything with you?”

I grinned. “Nothing to worry about. This won’t work.”

His eyes grew angrier and he shrugged. I hadn’t wanted to make him feel like trash, but I was never going to lie to him. I wasn’t thinking this was going to work, and he knew that very well.

He pressed a button on his console, and the double doors slid close. I wondered why he was sending me into this machine and turning me into his Guinea pig. Maybe he’d already done his tests with some other animals. The result could have been either killing them or that nothing happened.

Either way, I didn’t have much of a reason to live right now. I had my parents, and they were great for me, but being poor and the lack of a defined direction in my life had been making me feel so fucking depressed.

Maybe this big, complicated machine was going to kill me. Maybe he was sending me to my death, but that was fine. Everything was okay right now. I was, indeed, looking for nothing more than an excuse to die.

I was just... such a coward I couldn’t do it myself.

A smile appeared on his face, and he pressed another button, surging a cloud of white smoke into the sphere I was in. Jesus, I wondered what was so complicated about making time travel work. I guessed I was soon going to find out.

The machine whirred loudly and made some curious noises, and yet, I didn’t worry about this actually working.

There was just no way.

“Hey, Rodri. Get me some coke when I get out of here. I’m thirsty.”

A joke. Nothing more than that. Just a thing to make him feel a little pissed of-

Wow there. I saw a huge, almost blinding flash of light, and then... the machine began to slow down, become less noisy by the second, and then the smoke was dispersing.

It spread some more until it cleared up, revealing to me a different room.

What.

The.

Fuck.
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​Chapter 2
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IT COULDN’T HAVE HAPPENED, right?

Nah, this had to be some kind of joke. I walked to the door of the machine and upon getting out, I found myself in a different room. There was no Rodri anymore, and I... didn’t know what to do.

If it did work, then I would soon find out. He would somehow contact me and take me back. He wouldn’t keep me in a different time – a point in time I didn’t even recognize right now. Was I all the way back in 1990? Before I was born in 1992? In the near future? The far one?

I had no idea. The machine was still here, though, and that was good. That was my way out in case I ended up finding myself stuck in here.

I went to where he was supposed to be and could almost feel his presence. Maybe he was still here, in a way. I looked behind me, noticing that the machine did, indeed, seem different. Newer, less complicated.

Maybe he made it work this time and took me all the way to its beginning. Well, there was no time to waste here anymore. There were so many things for me to find the answers for right now, after all.

Taking a deep breath, I walked out. UENP was still at night – that didn’t change, and it was good. But something about the campus told me that it seemed different. There were some things here and there that I hadn’t noticed before.

Oh shit, it couldn’t have worked. And if it had, I would have to eat my own words once I met Rodri again.

I took the bus back home and upon getting back, my heart sank. It did work. I was sent back. We didn’t have that brown gate for cars back in... 2014. I had been sent back. Maybe the machine read my mind and took me back in time to the best year of my life.

Right before I’d gone to the USA. This was the day before. It had to be. I couldn’t be certain about that right now, but I had this feeling that made me think I couldn’t be wrong.

I walked to the front gate made for people getting into the property that contained my house, and then walked in. My mom was in the kitchen, cooking. My dad hadn’t come back from work yet – and he still worked as a bus bill collector in 2014.

I got my phone and checked the time. So, I was sent back to the best time of my life and the time on my clock was still the same. I went to its configurations and changed it. If people here found out my time and clock were wrong, they would have some questions to ask me and also some jokes to tell their friends.

My former self wasn’t here. Strange, I thought before remembering why he wasn’t in our house.

This was the day before going to the USA, and so I had gone to the bank to get some more cash for the trip.

My mom noticed me in the living room and questioned, “So, have you gotten the money already? Is everything ready for the trip?”

Worry wrinkled her face. I remembered that she once said she couldn’t sleep without me. I felt so bad for her and tomorrow, I knew I would feel even worse.

“Yeah, I got everything,” I expressed, lying.

She looked at me for another second before returning to the kitchen. I heard her working in front of the stove before going to my bedroom. Ahhh, it looked so different from what it would be in the future.

I still had that cheap 24 inches TV/monitor hybrid, the red and poorly made table that supported it, and also my first ever laptop, which was back in 2020 broken and couldn’t work anymore.

I turned it on and was assaulted by the familiarity of the home screen. I remembered that background artwork, the icons on the screen, the university folder with things I’d hoped I would one day use, and also the things I would never make use of upon getting to the USA.

I kneaded the bed with my hands. It wouldn’t change much in the future. While I lived in the USA, my mom and dad bought a new mattress for it. It was nothing important or of significance to this very unique moment I was going through right now, so I didn’t spend more than a second recalling it.

I had the couch, and it wouldn’t change in the future as well. I had my Xbox 360. That one I would stop making use of upon coming back from the USA. I would buy a PS4 and have a new computer and everything.

So many things now in 2014 would be replaced after my arrival in 2015...

I wouldn’t spend much time in the USA. Only one very, very short year. I wished I could have lived there my whole life. I’d learned so much, and for the first time ever, I was an adult. I couldn’t be an adult with my mom doing the cooking every day and dad bringing money every start of each month anymore, I thought while remembering what my life was like back in 2020.

I sighed and sat down. What was I doing here? I couldn’t continue being in this room, reminiscing about my past. It was going to change. Everything was about to become so much better.

My former self was about to return and he couldn’t find me. There would be chaos if he did, and I just remembered one thing about this particular night – I never did encounter my future self.

That was something that just never took place.

Swiftly, I got out, but not before telling my mother, “Mom, I have something to do in the bank again.”

She expressed her concern, and I got back to the street in front of my house, soon hearing the loud sound of the bus as it neared. Shit, I need to hide quickly, I conjectured before going to the corner of the block and leaning behind the wall of a house.

I waited until the bus stopped and spied as the passengers got out of it. The bus driver ran his hand over his face, seeming ready to plop down on his bed. I remembered him. In about one year, he would retire and I wouldn’t see him ever again.

I didn’t know what had become of him, though I did wish him the best.

My heart then sank when I caught sight of him. My past self. He looked a bit different from the current me. Innocent, more joyful, walking with quick, wider steps, and his chin tipped up permanently.

Well, I had good reasons to be feeling that way now in 2014. This was the 12th of the August of that year. Tomorrow, I would take the plane and leave the country for the only time in my life.

I had no idea what the future was going to be like from now on for me, but since 2015, I’d never traveled anywhere. I once had plans to travel all around South America, visit Rio de Janeiro and also other places, but time had passed and my hunger to do that had long perished.

He – or I – opened the gate and strode into the house, shutting the door behind him. Phew, that was close. One more minute losing time in my bedroom and something terrible would have happened, like time itself freezing and me finding myself dead.

I didn’t want to play with time. I’d watched enough time travel movies to know that sort of thing wasn’t advisable.

I looked ahead and pondered some concerns. If Rodri had sent me here, then he had to have the means to bring me back, right? Maybe he had even already come here because I hadn’t returned by myself...

But I wasn’t going back to that year. It was horrible. I didn’t have money, a job and people that still loved me. 2014 was set to become the best time period of my life, and I didn’t want to waste this second opportunity that had just been presented to me.

Luckily, I still had my bank card and could access my bank account. The bus was just leaving when I got into it and sat down. I had a plan in mind. I was going to fly back to the USA. I was going to be back there, and it was all going to be great.

I was going to relive the best frigging year of my life.

Well, in a way. I wouldn’t be able to sleep and live in my former room in Alexander Hall. I would be able to attend the classes and talk to my old friends again, though. They could end up thinking I now looked somewhat different, but that should be okay.

One thing I was proud of was that I hadn’t changed much these last 6 years. I was basically still the same person. Well, a bit more buff and maybe with a skin not as smooth as before, but still the same person on the outside.

I had my documents and everything with me still. I just needed some money, and using everything I now knew, I could make use of something to get rich in no time.

Tomorrow was the day I was going to travel and I wanted to be on the same plane my past self was going to take. I would be there, hidden, but still not only watching myself travel, but also the others.

Once and whenever my former self was elsewhere, I would talk to my friends and do the things with them I wasn’t able to do back in this year.

✽✽✽

I got to the bank and found it funny how it looked different from its future self back in 2020. It didn’t have the fancy waiting area and the lower department for people who needed face-to-face service.

At night, there was nobody in the bank but me. I headed to one of the ATMs, inserted the card and waited for the confirmation message to appear on the screen. I knew my past self wouldn’t eventually find out I was getting the last bit of money he’d kept in here, and so I had nothing to be concerned about.

I never did care to access it again after landing in the USA, after all. In there, I would have a Wells Fargo bank account which I ended up never closing and still owed some money to.

Well, maybe this time I would pay it so that, after 2020, I could live the rest of my life in that beautiful country without anything getting in my way.

There was also the debt related to a bedroom thing back in North Carolina State University, but that was something for another time. Not a topic of my life worth worrying about right now.

I got the money. Only 200 reais. It wasn’t much, but it would do. I would leave the same amount here after making a lot of money from buying and selling in the stock market. I knew how to play that game now, and that was my plan to buy the ticket for the flight I... Fuck, I couldn’t remember the flight number anymore. I knew it was Delta that owned the airplane, but that was about it.

I would have to access my old Hotmail account and get that information. I wouldn’t have to look for it too hard, though. It should be in the second or third page.

I had my phone and could use the carrier’s signal – VIVO – to access the internet and create an account on the Clear website to buy some stocks for tomorrow. I knew one company’s stocks that were going to skyrocket early in the morning, and that was how I was going to guarantee my return to the USA.

Gosh, I just fucking loved that country so much.

I didn’t conjecture I would miss it this much, but thinking about it now, I had been having far too many dreams about my time there to know otherwise. I needed to get there, and there was nothing more important than doing so right now.

I sat down on the stairs in front of the bank and accessed my Hotmail account. I found the email with the number and other information for the airplane I would take tomorrow and noted them down on my list app on my phone.

Phew, that was one thing done.

Now, there was another.

I created an account on Clear’s website and bought the stocks. I was going to become fucking rich. I knew 200 reais wasn’t much, but that company was so undervalued right now that that money would become 50,000 reais, which was a lot.

Then, I would have to convert some of that money to dollars and bring it all with me to the USA. Not the most common way to bring money to another country, and I was sure it would bring unwanted attention to me from the Brazilian and American authorities, but I had my documents and it should be enough to convince them.

I bought the stocks and logged out, my eyes then examining the surrounding buildings. I would never see them again. I wasn’t planning on ever going back to my ‘normal’ time. I would live in the USA for the rest of my life, and then, in 2020 I would explain to my family part of what happened, keeping the time travel stuff away so that they wouldn’t think that I got crazy.

I wouldn’t age much in the next 6 years as well. I was that kind of person. It was difficult for me to look different from the person I’d become when I turned 18. I just liked my looks too much to change them, and shaved every few days to continue looking the same.

It’s all going to work.

I stood up and used some of the money to sleep in one of the cheap hotels in the city. I didn’t use all the money I got to buy the stocks, but that was fine. The company whose stocks I bought was going to have such a boom it would forever remain in Brazilian history.

And there was one thing I knew as well. I would keep buying more stocks upon getting to the USA. I would be fucking rich. I would be richer than Soros himself.

Hah. Definitely not that rich, but still rich enough not to give a fuck about money ever again.

My mom and dad in 2020 were set to find themselves shocked. They’d never thought I would make it in life by cheating like this.

I should thank Rodri one day. He helped me to begin fixing myself, after all.
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​Chapter 3
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I FOUND MYSELF IN THE room of the hotel, the orange-ish bulb casting its light and revealing the interior. It had nothing fancy in it. Just a normal hotel room in a small city it was. Was I going to miss Cambé, Paraná? Most likely not.

I’d lived here my whole life, except for this whole year I was going to spend in America. There were so many things to think about right now. I thought I would have broken down by now. I should be thankful that didn’t happen. I was strong-willed. Most people weren’t like me.

Well, that sort of thing wasn’t an issue to me right now, and so, I laid down on my bed and slept. I thought about tomorrow. I remembered when I was going to the airport, and I was planning on taking the same bus and following my past self’s footsteps to get there.

I would wear a cap and sunglasses so that no one could find me and my past self in the same place, of course. I needed to be careful. I didn’t remember ever meeting my future self, who was now me, in 2014, after all.

The clock woke me up, forcing me to take a shower and then turn it off. I then glanced at the time on my phone and found out it was a couple of minutes before 7 in the morning. Great. I have a lot of time to prepare myself for the trip.

Upon getting in the USA, I would need to create an account and buy some stocks from a couple of their markets as well. That was how I would get rich and not have to worry about money ever again in my life.

Stock market was so easy when one could cheat like me, I opined with a smirk on my face.

I got dressed and headed out. Using the internet, I accessed my Clear account a couple of hours later and sold all of my stocks, making just about the quantity I’d calculated before. Then, I paid for the plane tickets, hating that they were so expensive because I was buying them on the same day I would be flying.

But whatever. That was of no concern to me right now.

When the afternoon hit, I headed to the bus terminal. I waited until I saw the past me and my mom coming. I looked so fucking... perfect right now. On the outside, I meant.

On the inside... I knew very well the feelings that were blowing through my mind.

I was the kind of guy that was happy he found out he would be traveling to his dream country only then to act like a jerk to the people who had been teaching him so much. I was cold, and an ass. I wasn’t even talking to my mother about the fact I would be away for one fucking year.

I knew how much this was affecting her, and yet, I wasn’t comforting her. I was thinking about myself and hating myself that I couldn’t do the right thing.

And to think I was once a people person.

Not anymore, and the first thing I needed to fix about myself here was to give her the goodbye she wasn’t going to have today.

She never talked to me about that, and I imagined she would rather keep it a secret. Maybe the emotions that that particular act could have brought were too much for her, making it impossible to have been mentioned during our future phone and Skype talks.

Whatever was the case, I knew I should and could meet her once my former self wasn’t with her anymore. She would find it odd I wasn’t wearing the same clothes, but that was fine. I could come up with any shitty excuse, and she would believe it.

I sat far away from them in the terminal, the buses stopping and then going once they were full. People walked by, some going to sit down and others simply heading elsewhere. In the meantime, my eyes were trained on my past self.

It was clear nothing was going to change. The past was gone, and whatever I thought about changing wouldn’t actually be that. Everything I was going to do here happened before many times already. Time was a loop.

It couldn’t end.

A bus to Londrina pulled over and they got into it. I followed them, sitting down on one of the front seats. They were behind me – not right behind, though. I could see them in the reflection in one of the windows and spy on them that way.

The bus’s engine whirred to life and it began to drive to Londrina. I watched as my past self, once again, didn’t talk at all to our mom. Even if I were to tell her something, it would be related to me traveling to the USA, living there and how good it was going to be to find myself away from this God-forsaken country.

The bus stopped at the terminal in Londrina. This was the main one. Mom and former me then padded to one of the bus stops on the second floor and sat down, beginning their wait for the next bus.

We didn’t have money at the time to buy a car. We were so dependent on public transportation. Not something we could fix and so, I never really thought much about that one particular thing.

Well, with this much money and after buying and selling stocks in the USA, my mom and dad wouldn’t have to ever again worry about money. I was going to buy everything they wanted once 2020 rolled in for the second time for me.

I felt conflicted about this. I knew I had a mission here, but it was a tough one. There was nothing quite like finding myself in the same place and time, my past self committing mistakes that he could be avoiding.

I sighed and waited for the next bus to come. Mom and past me hopped inside it, and I sat on one of the back seats this time. I could watch them as we neared the airport. Once again, I found myself exasperated.

I wanted to go and tell mom how much I loved her so fucking badly.

But that was a thing I would be able to do only after my past self was in the area meant for people who were going to board their planes. That was when my mom and dad would be alone.

As for my father, he would come to the airport around an hour before I departed. Until then, I would have to wait. I didn’t have to follow myself everywhere, but I meant it when I said I had a lot of things about my life I wanted to feel better about.

The bus stopped, and mom and past me slipped out of it. They talked to one of the attendants about the plane. The guy behind the desk told them it would land in about an hour and a half.

The airport wasn’t big. It was the smallest airport I’d visited so far in my life and there weren’t many people in it. I could still keep myself hidden from mom and my past self, though. The clothes I wore and the sunglasses made me look so different from who I was in this year, after all.

When I was yawning, beginning to grow bored, mom and past me stood up. Ah, I knew where they were going. They were heading to the second floor of the airport, where they then found a scale model of it.

I remembered how much we’d talked about it – not much at all. The model was cool and all, but not the main thing that caught our attention. This was the first time ever I was going to take an airplane and so, my eyes were trained on the aircrafts as they landed and departed.

There weren’t many airplanes around, but still, at the time, that was of no importance to me. They mesmerized me nonetheless.

The first time I flew...

I still remembered how I’d felt. A conflicting chain of emotions that went from joy to sadness because I would then realize I didn’t give my mom a proper goodbye.

I heard them talking about the airplanes. Once they grew tired of watching them, they proceeded back down to the first floor, sitting back on their seats. I followed them. I was always close, but not close enough to make them suspicious of me.

Time passed. My father eventually stepped in and talked to us. With my father now sitting beside my mom, she had someone else to talk to.

They talked about home, chores and that sort of thing. The conversation was a rather boring one, but still, I couldn’t stop listening to it. Something strange permeated this moment. Nothing is quite like seeing the same event unfolding before your eyes.

The operator announced my plane was going to depart soon. I had my tickets and everything else needed to get into it. I didn’t think if I would be allowed into the room for the passengers or not, considering that would mean the system would log me in twice.

But If something like that happened, I could always find another way into the aforementioned room. Taking that into account, I didn’t have much to worry me right now.

And then, the moment I’d been waiting for started to ensue. My past self just walked to stand behind the line before entering the room. He didn’t tell my mom how much this moment meant to him, didn’t give her a proper goodbye, and merely... shook her hand as if all of this was nothing more than him going to another place here in Londrina.

I sighed, feeling some heaviness in my heart. My eyes watched until my past self crossed the entrance to that room, and then, when mom and dad were going to the second floor to watch the airplane fly off, I headed to them.

Their eyes shot wide. They knew I had just gone into the room and that I wore different clothes. Still, they were happy to see me again.

I took off my sunglasses and cap before saying, “Mom and dad, I love you very much.”

“Son, didn’t you just go in there? I don’t understand,” mom expressed with a concern-poisoned tone.

“Don’t worry about that. I’m here now and I want to make it up for not giving you my proper goodbye.”

Her eyes welled up with tears, drawing me to hug her. I hugged her so tight as I cried. The heaviness in my heart faded away. I should have done this back when I was my former self. I was so relieved I was having this opportunity to fix my mistake.

My dad looked his somewhat cold, serious self. He was the kind of man that kept his composure regardless of what was happening. That was one thing I wished I had. I kind of had, but I didn’t make use of it as well as he did.

I broke the hug with mom and then hugged him. This was the first time in my life I was hugging him. His eyes bulged. Dad didn’t think I would be doing this. But I felt like doing it anyway. I spent so much time thinking our relationship would never get better, but here I was, making everything right.

“Mom and dad, I’m so glad you’ve been with me all this time.”

“But Dani-” mom was saying before I walked into the boarding room, leaving them there. The meeting got me way too emotional. I didn’t think they would make me feel like this. Tears streamed down my face like two fucking infinite rivers.
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​Chapter 4
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I BOUNCED INTO THE poorly lit boarding room, where people were sitting down as they waited for their planes to take off. I had my cap and sunglasses with me in case my past self looked this way. Maybe I should have spent more time with mom and dad, but right now, I needed to be here.

It wouldn’t be long until the woman behind her desk announced the boarding for the TAM plane that would take me to São Paulo.

And I still couldn’t believe I was going to travel to Raleigh again and relive the best fucking year of my life. I needed this, and there was something I wanted to do there. Or rather, there was someone I was in dire need of meeting once more.

I found my past self. He was sitting on one of the seats in the middle, his arms clutching his office-style bag. I could still remember all the details of what I was feeling back when I was him.

I remembered how I’d thought I should have bid my farewell to mom and dad like the good son I had always been to them.

Differently from my sister, who got pregnant early on and whose boyfriend dumped her without taking responsibility for the child, I was the studious kind of kid. I liked studying and making sure their teachings were important to me, and that I was becoming more and more a good person because of them.

And there, it happened. I remembered looking down on the floor while I almost cried. I recalled how bad I’d felt for not telling mom and dad all the things they deserved to hear. I remembered how that made me feel – like the worst human being on the planet who didn’t deserve to be here.

I found myself wishing I could go right there and tell him the whole truth, that it would be alright and that he would make it up to them one day, but that just... never occurred. I shouldn’t approach him, and most importantly, I couldn’t risk messing up my own past.

And maybe, this wasn’t even changing the past, but rather nothing more than me living the rest of my life as it was destined to be. I thought about this. Maybe the theory that everything had been written from the very beginning was right.

Maybe we didn’t have the power of decision and that all the choices we made could never be undone.

The woman behind the desk announced, “Everyone, on board” and former me headed to the end of the line. I waited until I was the last one in the room before presenting the plane tickets and everything else the woman needed to approve my boarding.

I thought that this was it – the woman was going to tell me ‘Hey, but didn’t you already board?’ – but she kept her mouth shut and simply smiled before saying, “Have a good trip to the USA.”

I phewed internally. I didn’t think that doing what I was doing was going to be so intense.

Inside the airplane, the sound of the engine roaring outside reminded me that soon, we would be traveling and cutting through the sky. My past self was probably sitting not too far from the entrance, I recalled.

I then found my seat and sat down, soon discovering that my past self was actually sitting right in front of me. He was too busy looking out at the exterior of the airport to notice me, though.

That was splendid. I was going to have a privileged view of him and of what he was going to be doing here.

The plane took off, the engines roaring louder and reminding me, yet again, that this was all happening and that it was no dream. I felt the pull as it finally got off the ground, the trees and everything else becoming tinier by the second as I gazed out the window.

As the plane headed to Curitiba, which was the city it would go to first before reaching São Paulo, I watched my past self as he did nothing exciting. He just kept looking outside as if he had nothing going on in his mind.

But well, a lot was going on in my mind back then.

A conflicting series of thoughts and emotions about visiting a foreign country for the first time, leaving mom and dad behind without saying goodbye properly, and realizing I was going to Curitiba for the first time ever.

Well, not going to it for the first time, but landing there and thinking that, up until now, I had never gone down south in the state and explored one of the best cities it had.

When the plane landed, my past self fished the phone from his pocket and called the number of his former home.

“Mom?” He asked, but on the other side of the call, it was his grandmother who had just answered the call.

I remembered why I’d called home. I needed to talk to my mom one more time before taking the last airplane to Raleigh, North Carolina. I’d felt obligated to do that because, once again, I’d said no proper goodbye to her.

As he finished talking to her, the plane took off after letting more passengers board it and then, we were in São Paulo, which was the biggest city in Latin America. Population at the time was around 11 million people.

Americans who thought New York was overwhelming just had no idea it held no candle to this marvel.

When I got off the plane, the first thing my past self had thought was ‘How the heck do I go through the process to get to the next plane and make sure I’m going to the right one?’ The question was simple, and it made sense it was plaguing my mind. I had never traveled by plane before.

A man in front of me said after we talked a bit, “I will show you how to get there. Don’t worry.”

Phew. He’d helped me a lot back then, I remembered while said event was occurring right in front of me.

I am my own stalker, I contemplated while holding back a series of giggles.

I got into the airport, went through Processing and found myself in the next boarding room. It was large, cold and uninviting. I wished Guarulhos International Airport didn’t look like some fucking warehouse where planes happened to land and let people board them.

I watched as my former self finally arrived, his eyes betraying how lost he was feeling.

He looked lost for a very good reason. He had no idea if he was at the right place, and he was also searching for a place where he could buy a coxinha, which was a common Brazilian food that was good for moments like this where you have no time for a proper meal.

Outside, the sun had long set and stars shone brightly. Traveling in the dark was going to suck, I remembered thinking back then. I was wishing I could see the terrain from the airplane and find out what Brazil really was like from the clouds.

When I traveled from Londrina to São Paulo, I managed to see some new things – some I liked, some not so much – but going from São Paulo to Atlanta, USA was a whole different beast. I was going to cross the whole country, which was something I’d never thought I would do one day.

As a side note, Dilma fucking rocked when she came up with this program to fund students’ international studies.

There was no point following my former self right now, I decided. He would find the right path and the place where he would then board the bus. I needed to check in at the front desk so that I could get there before him, which I just did.

I got to the main boarding area and noticed some of my friends in there. I remembered they didn’t mention they had seen me before, and so, I remained hidden from them. What’s more, the boarding place was so crowded they couldn’t notice my presence anyway. I was safe here.

My past self came and then decided to remain standing there, looking like an idiot. I remembered I couldn’t find a single coxinha store back then and had to come back here empty-handed.

Lia, who was a friend of mine, waved then her hand above her head while she called my name – that was when I was meeting not only her, but also some of my new friends for the first time.

I called them friends right now mostly because I missed this experience so much and also them, but we’d never gotten close to each other. We went out a couple of times together – especially during the first few days in Raleigh – but I never spoke much with them and I was pretty much a ghost to most of the Brazilians at North Carolina State University.

That wasn’t my fault, though. I tried making friends. I just couldn’t spend a lot of time with people I had very little in common with.

Their thing was partying hard all the fucking time. Getting drunk too. I just couldn’t do any of those things. I had always been the kind of guy to enjoy being on my own and having few friends so that I didn’t have to feel pressured to spend a lot of time with them.

We conversed about our expectations among ourselves and then departed. Ahhh, this feeling of leaving my country for the second time was like no other.

Once again, I was far away from them while still being able to see them. I just needed to relive all the moments that composed the most striking trip of my life.

I wasn’t going to experience everything again with them, though. I planned on creating a life of my own in the USA. I couldn’t wait to get my green card and never have to worry about living in Brazil again.

And once my timeline realigned with the one in the future, I was going to reveal to my parents what had happened, and then, I was going to bring them to the USA too.

Mom’s dream had always been to see that gorgeous country, and I couldn’t wait to make it a reality.

✽✽✽

The trip was going to be a long one. More than 15 hours in the air, and then I would have to spend a lot of time getting acclimated to the American culture one more time. It was somewhat different from the one in Brazil.

Not too much, though. Both cultures shared a lot of similarities.

The best spectacle of the trip was indeed seeing my former self as he interacted with his new friends. Back then, I’d tried to talk to a friend of mine who was sitting beside me. She had a dyed-red hair and wore glasses.

She looked rather awkward near me, but I still tried to be nice. I made it pretty clear that, in this college adventure of mine, I was going to try being different. I was going to make plenty of new friends and all that.

Well, once again, I have to say that that didn’t work at all.

It was dark outside when the plane was flying. Such a shame I couldn’t see the beautiful Brazilian geography from the airplane, I thought while reclining on my chair and continuing to watch the scene right there develop.

At this point in the trip, I had given up talking to that red-haired girl whose name I couldn’t remember because it had been so long since then. I even deleted her profile from my Facebook account because she said she was going to vote for Haddad during the 2018 presidential elections.

I just couldn’t accept something like that. Now that I was thinking about it, did that even matter? Not at all was the answer. Haddad didn’t win, but Bolsonaro ended up being just as bad.

I was still hoping he was going to be impeached before I was sent here. Maybe I could be more proactive about the elections this time. I needed to warn people about Bolsonaro. They needed to know he was going to put his family above everyone and everything else.

We now reached a point on the airplane trip where we could now see the American soil. My former self was saying all kinds of idiotic things in the meantime.

I could be saying those same things again too, if we weren’t so close to each other.

I watched as the cool American houses came and went. They looked so lovely, even from up here. I was lucky this time I managed to get a seat by a window.

When I first came to the USA, I was put in one of the middle seats. Kind of a bummer, but because of that, I’d learned later to make it so I would always have a window seat available for me.

I’d learned so much from this specific trip, and there was so much more to learn too...

The airplane landed and I found myself in American soil again. I thought I was going to have to follow him everywhere, but the more this went on, the more I remembered when and which things I wished to fix about myself here.

I just needed to talk to some of the people I’d wronged when I was here in the USA and tell them I didn’t mean to be an ass to them.

They were going to realize I was telling the truth. There was no doubt about that.

And so, with that thought in mind, I walked around the Atlanta International Airport until I found the place where I would board the plane to Raleigh, North Carolina. It didn’t take long for my past self and my friends to come here as well.

And once again, I remained a safe distance from them all.

I remembered what it took to get here. We had very little idea how to walk around an Airport as huge as this one. And I was so thrilled I’d talked to an American when I got here too. He worked at the immigration department and asked me nothing more than a couple of questions, but still, that was the first time I’d ever talked in English with a native, and it was so cool.

Well, enough was enough waiting around. The airplane came and took us. Contemplating more of the American soil and cities and that sort of thing was dope, and seeing all those things again was even cooler.

The nostalgia hit me like a train, and I found myself wishing this moment could last forever. But I then reminded myself that I got lucky I ended up getting a chance to make this happen, and thus couldn’t waste it.

I really should thank Rodri one day that he sent me here, even if he didn’t mean that.

The plane landed and my friends and my past self went to meet the advisor of the GTI program at NC State. She took them to the campus, and I took an Uber ride to get there.

I wasn’t going to study there, though... or was I? I didn’t make a decision on that yet.

I thought I was going to relive everything, but then I remembered that so many of the classes were either boring or just plain bad.

I had other plans. I had some skills and I could make a lot of money here.

Now that I knew what stocks were going to grow in value and when that would happen, I could become one of the richest men in the world. No pointing studying like a maniac while waiting for a golden chance to appear.

That sort of thing seldom occurred, after all.

I had this one chance – the one that came with me voyaging to the past – and I wasn’t going to squander it.

I watched them from a distance and this was the moment I knew I wouldn’t be following them anymore. I needed to carve my own path and make decisions pertaining to my current life.

And first, I needed to find a place to stay.

And I also needed to marry an American guy so that I could get the citizenship and not have to worry about that while living here. Most of all, I wanted to live as an American. Being an illegal was not how I envisioned my new stay here.

I went to the outside of the airport and took an Uber ride to ES King Village, which was a place I’d stayed during Spring Break back when I was a student here. The car overtook the bus which was taking me to the campus and would then drop my former self in Alexander Residence Hall.

I would love to be, right now, reliving that moment with him, but it wasn’t possible, unless I wished to create a huge contradiction in time.

Just imagine what everyone in here would think if they learned there were two Daniels in the same time period.

I got out of the car and checked the inside of the room, finding not at all surprising it looked just like the one I’d stayed in back when I was my past self.

Minutes later, I made sure the place was fine and had everything I would need here, like the stove, fridge, bathroom, and all that stuff, and then ambled out.

There was still a lot of daylight and I needed to find out what my Wells Fargo bank account password was. When I’d tried to access it before, I couldn’t get past the login screen. It kept saying the password was wrong when, in fact, it shouldn’t be.

Maybe something I wasn’t aware of had happened, but that was of no importance right now. Perhaps I could...

I wished I could have another bank account, and thinking about it now, what good would using the same account do to me? I wouldn’t be able to use it much without arousing some suspicion.

But in that case, would I be able to open another bank account here, maybe in another bank?

Possibly. Probably.

With a smug on my face, I continued down the sidewalk and took the bus to the nearest Bank of America branch. I doubted they would have access to the information pertaining to me in Well Fargo, which meant I should be able to open a new account there. Nice.

And here I was thinking I was fucked up because I wouldn’t be able to transfer money and do other things I needed.

I slipped out of the bus, taking in the familiarity of this place and how much like a small town it felt. Raleigh was one of the most populated cities in America, and it still looked like a small city in the middle of nowhere, depending on where one was, of course.
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