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Prologue — My Reputation
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Time doesn’t always move forward.

Sometimes it folds.
Sometimes it flickers.
Sometimes it glitches like an old recording, skipping to a frame you thought was already erased.
Lately, I’ve been waking up in fragments.
Not days, not years — fragments. Versions of me that used to exist and never quite left.
There’s the version who talks too fast because silence feels like rejection.
The one who hides in books, believing equations will never lie.
The one who still checks if laughter nearby is about her.
And the smallest one — the one who still believes she can fix everything by being “better.”
They all live somewhere behind my ribs.
And lately, they’ve been loud.
I used to think growing up was a straight line — from child to teen to adult, from mistake to understanding, from chaos to control. But it’s not linear. It’s a looping song with skipped beats and sudden reprises.
Some mornings, I swear I wake up twelve again, holding my breath in a classroom that smells like dry-erase markers and disappointment.
Other days, I’m fifteen, staring at a glowing screen, wondering why a message that begins with “Hey, just wanted to say...” can still make my stomach twist.
And then I’m seventeen, pretending to be composed, pretending that rumors roll off me like water when really they cling like static.
Time has become elastic — bending, snapping, rewinding.

Maybe that’s what happens after you hit CTRL + ALT + Myself.
You reboot the system, yes.
But the fragments that were deleted?
They don’t really go away. They linger in the recycle bin of memory, whispering, “restore.”
I keep hearing the echoes. The past versions of me, tapping on the glass of now, asking to be seen again.
Sometimes they appear when I’m studying, their voices overlapping like static.
Other times, they sneak into dreams — flashes of corridors, cafeteria tables, and the feeling of being almost understood.
And when I open my eyes, I feel like I’ve time-traveled — not through space, but through identity.
It’s disorienting, this constant shifting.
To be a version before and after, all at once.
To be the rewrite and the original file.
I’ve started calling it the Backspace effect.
It’s what happens when your mind doesn’t just remember — it re-enters.
You don’t just recall what you felt; you become it again, in full color, in full ache.
Sometimes I wonder if I’m haunted by my younger selves, or if I’m the one haunting them — a ghost of the future, watching the same mistakes replay, powerless to intervene.
Maybe both.
But there’s something else, too.
Something quiet but insistent — a message hidden between the lines of this time travel.
It feels like a code waiting to be decrypted, like the notebooks I once filled with equations and anatomy sketches and half-finished journal entries.
It’s telling me to look closer.
Because maybe the past isn’t a prison — maybe it’s a map.
Every version of me — the confident, the scared, the broken, the hopeful — has been leaving breadcrumbs, tiny coordinates scattered across time.
Moments that, when connected, draw the outline of who I’ve become.
I remember the first time I felt seen — really seen — and how that moment vanished before I could name it.
I remember the laughter that felt safe. The silence that didn’t.
I remember the day I realized being “different” wasn’t a flaw — it was a frequency.
And maybe that’s what all this time-slipping means.
Maybe it’s my mind’s way of reminding me that identity isn’t lost, only fragmented — waiting to be retrieved, restored, recompiled.
So, here I am again.
Hands on the keyboard.
Cursor blinking like a heartbeat.
Trying to backspace gently through the code of my own story, not to erase, but to uncover what was buried beneath the edits.
Because maybe the real journey isn’t forward or backward.
Maybe it’s inward — through the labyrinth of versions, echoes, and selves I’ve outgrown but never truly left behind.
If CTRL + ALT + Myself was the reset, then Backspace is the remembering.
The archive.
The reconstruction of everything that still hums beneath the static.
And somewhere — just beyond the haze of memory — I can almost hear her:
The next version.
The one who’s waiting at the end of this time loop, whispering something I’m not ready to decode yet.
Not yet.
But soon.
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Chapter 1 — Dr. Danika’s News Hour
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The camera wasn’t real.
It was a plastic rectangle propped against a stack of pillows, leaning just enough to catch my best angle — or so I imagined.
The microphone was a hairbrush, pink and chipped.
And the audience?
A lineup of plush animals sitting in rows, their button eyes reflecting the morning light like tiny studio spotlights.
I took a deep breath and straightened my imaginary lab coat — a white cardigan tied at the waist with my mother’s scarf. My name tag was drawn in marker on a sticky note:
Dr. Danika, MD (Mostly Determined).
Sometimes, I signed off as Dr. P — for my surname, for possibility, for pretending.
I pressed record — or at least I mimed it — and began my daily broadcast.
“Good morning, everyone! I’m your host, Dr. Danika, reporting live from my bedroom newsroom.”
I spoke with the bright, deliberate cadence I’d heard grown-ups use on TV. Confident. Polished. Hopeful.
“Today’s top story: kindness is contagious — and we need it to spread faster than fear.”
Behind the performance, the world outside my window was quiet and strange. Streets empty. Masks everywhere. The air itself felt like it was holding its breath.
I was nine years old, and the world had stopped moving — except for me, twirling through my own script of bravery.
I gave health updates to no one and everyone.
“Wash your hands. Stay six feet apart. Don’t forget to smile with your eyes!”
And then, in a softer voice, like a secret between me and the camera:
“It’s okay to be scared.”
I sighed on the okay, letting it stretch, the way my teacher stretched the word “good” when she meant “try harder.”
But I didn’t mean “try harder.”
I meant “breathe.”
Because I needed to hear it too.
That day — May 18th — the morning light felt heavy, almost reluctant to enter the room.
Mum was quiet. The phone kept ringing.
I remember her voice breaking in half when she said it.
And suddenly, the broadcast went static.
Grandpa was gone.

He used to call me “Amma.”
It means mother.
He said I reminded him of his own — calm when others panicked, always trying to take care of everyone.
But that morning, I didn’t feel like anyone’s mother. I felt small, smaller than the plush toys watching from their seats.
I sat cross-legged on the floor, microphone in my lap, and let the silence expand.
Grief came in waves, not the kind that crash — the kind that hum softly, until you realize you’ve been holding your breath for too long.
I tried to finish the show.
I told the camera, “Today’s story is about missing people. About how missing means you loved them.”
But my voice cracked in the middle of loved, and the camera — imaginary as it was — saw everything.
So I hugged my plush audience one by one.
Sometimes I hid it. Sometimes I hugged it off. Sometimes I let it out.
And every time I did, I thought of him calling me “Amma” in that soft, teasing tone, like he knew I’d grow into someone who healed people.
Maybe that’s why I always wanted to be a doctor — not just for science, but for healing the kind of pain you can’t see under a microscope.
That week, I started The Kindness Therapy Campaign with my friends. We went by Dr A, Dr B, Dr G, Dr K, Dr P (myself), Dr R and Dr T.
We made videos. Wrote notes. Drew hearts with masks on them.
We told people that kindness was its own kind of medicine.
It was our way of feeling less powerless — a team of tiny healers fighting an invisible storm with glitter pens and optimism.
I signed every message the same way:
Dr. Danika (a.k.a. Dr. P) — spreading kindness faster than germs.
Looking back, it wasn’t just play.
It was rehearsal.
For empathy.
For leadership.
For grief.
For the quiet act of holding space for others while holding yourself together.
And maybe, for the first time, I realized something grown-ups often forget —
That sometimes, pretending to be strong is a kind of strength.
Because even though I was a little girl broadcasting hope to a world I didn’t fully understand,
I meant every word I said.
“It’s okay to be scared,” I whispered again that night, staring at the ceiling fan spinning like a slow clock.
It’s okay.
It’s okay.
It’s okay.
The words became a rhythm, a lullaby, a prayer.
And though I didn’t know it then, that sentence — that breath of honesty — would follow me through every version of myself that came after.
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