HARRY CLOCKMAN: Time Travel Safari Guide

part one:…a love story

***
New York City, October 3, 2558

Harry Clockman was awoken at eleven o’clock in the morning by the thunderous banging of Harry’s landlord, a sixty-year-old Jewish man who wore alot of silver rings that featured the Star of David, on his front door.


He screamed at the top of his lungs, calling Harry a “lousy bum” and telling him to get out of his apartment because he had not paid his rent in three months.  Harry slid out of bed and into a pair of dirty jeans.  He hopped up onto his windowsill and climbed down the fire escape.  He leapt down into an alley, his foot missing a large pile of mushy dog crap by mere inches, before running away.


At the end of the alley was a busy street that was busy with alot of hustle and bustle, both with people and cars.  Harry made his way through the crowd, in the general direction of a big neon sign that said ‘The Cocked Fight’.  This pub had just opened, but they already had seven customers sitting at the bar with a nice tall frosty mug of a chilly breakfast beer.


Harry walked over to the bar and ordered one of his own.


“What’s the matter, Harry?” asked the bartender as he poured the glass.  “I haven’t seen you in here since you gave up booze and started drinking coffee.”


“I miss the booze, man.” Harry said.  “Took a trip to the old west just recently and, well, let’s just say that the old west is the only place in the space-time continuum that doesn’t have a Starbucks yet.”


The bartender, his name was Larry, gave Harry the beer.


“They had coffee…but…” Harry shuddered his disapproval of the nasty coffee that he had been given in a musty old saloon in the year 1882.  “…it tasted like three day old moldy diarrhea.”


Harry took a sip of the beer and then looked up at the television that was on above him.  The television was tuned to a news program that told the story of three scientists who had conducted a very insightful experiment as they scanned a crashed spaceship with a heat sensitive camera.


It had been three years since a mysterious virus had ravaged the entire New England portion of the United States.  A team of space raptors who were hovering above the Earth had caused this virus.  They were attempting to kill off the entire race of humanity and resurrect the dinosaurs by growing skin and living tissue on the fossils that were in museums and buried beneath the surface of the planet Earth.


They were defeated when a human scientist by the name of Ryan Turcotte invented a way to turn their gut twisting energy against them.  Ryan was a good friend of Harry’s and it was seeing him on TV that made Harry pay attention to the news.


After the space raptors were defeated, their five probe ships crash landed at various points on the Earth, one landed right in the middle of New York City, destroying fewer buildings than previously expected, but still causing an astronomical amount of damage.


The toxicity level in and around the ship was way too high and it was all too prevalent in a green force field that surrounded the ship, so going in was far too risky.  The images that they had gotten back from the heat scan revealed the infared outline of quite a few corpses.  Corpses of cold-blooded reptilian creatures that had claws and tails and that had died during the crash.  Ryan paid less attention to the corpses and more attention to another aspect of the ship.


The heat scan had revealed an intricate series of tunnels that branched out from the bottom of the ship and into the ground.  It became obvious that the dead raptors that they could see did not represent the entire crew of the ship.  The three years that it took the Science Council to fill out all of the paperwork so that they could get permission from the government to could study this ship had resulted in some of the space raptors escaping into the New York City sewer system.


“It’s been three years,” said Dr. Kirkbrae, adjusting the equipment so that they could get a better look at these tunnels. “Why are we just finding out about this now?”


Ryan swallowed hard.  “I don’t think I want to find out.”


Ryan Turcotte’s special field of study was time travel.  He studied the effects that ripples in time have on the timeline, even after they have been repaired.


Ripples are changes in the past that affect the future, which are caused by criminals who do not obey basic time travel law.  Ryan Turcotte spends days at a time sitting in front of a computer that scans for ripples, so that he can report them to the Time Travel Police.  The Time Travel Police are a troop of law enforcement officials who travel back in time to arrest the individuals who caused the ripple and repair whatever damage they did.


Lately Ryan had been reading great fluctuations in the timeline, somewhere between the twenty-fifth and twenty-eighth centuries.  It denoted a state of uneasiness about the stability of the existence of everything on Earth within those three hundred years.


Now, these new revelations about the crashed spaceship and the apparent escaping of the extremely intelligent and obviously aggressive creatures inside made those fluctuations seem all to close to home.  They changed the unsure feeling that this scientist would normally have about the discovery of these tunnels into a feeling of sheer terror.


San Valley, California…May 27, 1882

Harry Clockman, time travel safari guide, was taking a nice long vacation in one of his favorite historical periods.  He had only planned to stay for three weeks, but now, three months had passed and new developments had resulted in his decision to stay here indefinitely.


The dust.  The horses.  The saloons.  The stench.


He was sleeping on a giant rag that was held up by a crude bed structure.  It was as good a form of bedding as anybody else had in this town.  The morning air filtered into his home and tickled his nose, waking him from a peaceful sleep.  The rooster’s boastful cry startled him and influenced his decision to get out of bed.  Donning his leather boots and a genuine cowboy hat, Harry started walking down a windy dirt road, towards the center of town.


Towards the saloon.


Harry strolled through the swinging doors and looked around.  There was a guy in the corner who was pissing into a big jar.  The bartender waved a greeting to Harry as he cleaned up the counter, going around one man who was passed out and whose head was pressed against the wooden counter.


“Hello, Harry.” said the bartender, a chubby Irishman named Seymour Butts as he tipped his hat.  “How are ye this mornin’?”


“Pretty darned good.” Harry said, sitting down on a barstool.  “Where’s Cindy?”


“I dunno.  She wasn’t feelin’ too good yesterday and I told her that, if she woke up sick this morning, not to bother coming to work.”


“Oh.” Harry looked worried.  He immediately decided to bring her some flowers.


Lying down on her bed with a cold cloth on her head, Cindy sat up in bed when she heard footsteps coming up the dirt walkway outside her house.  There she saw Harry.  He was all dolled up and he came bearing flowers.  She climbed out of bed and slowly made her way to the front door.  She watched Harry nervously fix his hat and the bandanna that he wore around his neck, looking at his reflection in the window.


Then he knocked.


“Who is it?” she asked.


Before he could answer, she opened the door, looking up at him and smiling adoringly.  He reached down and gave her a hug.  “Are you feeling okay?  You should be in bed.”


“I’m feeling better now.” she told him.  “I just got up to get myself something to drink.”


“Go lie down.” Harry said, giving her a peck on the cheek.  “I’ll get it.”


Cindy walked back to her bedroom and got back under the covers while Harry put the flowers in a vase, which he filled with water from a pail that was in the corner of the house.  This water had been pumped out of a well nearby.


He walked into Cindy’s bedroom and handed her the glass of water.  It was some of the cleanest water available in the state.  Very few things were visible floating around in it.


“It’s just a flu.” Cindy said.  “I’ve been getting this flu every year since I was eight years old.”


“Cindy, will you please cut the crap and lie down, you need your rest…” Harry told her.  Finishing the last bit of water from her glass, Cindy smiled a smile of contentment and put her head on the pillow.  “If there is anything that you need me to get you from the general store, just let me know.  My horse just came back from the animal hospital and he’s good as new.  I think he had hemorrhoids or something, but he’s fine now.”


Harry wrapped his fingers around the covers, which were rolled up at the foot of the bed and then pulled them up to cover Cindy.


“Actually…” she said, sniffling.  “Whenever I have a flu like this, they have this special kind of oatmeal at the general store…” Cindy reached onto her nightstand and got a tissue.  “I forget what the name of it is, but it’s made by these Irish guys that have a mill upstate somewhere and it has a picture of an injun scalping somebody on the label.  Expensive stuff, but it’s supposed to help you when you have a cold.”


Harry knew the oatmeal that she was talking about.  It was called ‘reservation mix’.


Cindy put her head on the pillow.  Her eyes were puffy.  Her cheeks were red.  She clamped the pillow with her arms as Harry kneeled next to the bed.


“I told you that everything would be okay if we moved here, didn’t I?” Harry said, putting his finger on her cheek.


He watched her eye well up with a tear.


“You…” she sniffled again.  “…risked everything…”


Harry brushed a small piece of hair away from her face.


“At least you’re still alive…” was all that he could say.


With one last kiss on the cheek, Harry headed out the door and towards the general store to purchase ‘reservation mix’.  Cindy fell fast asleep and did not wake up for a long time afterwards.


Harry Clockman was living in a western town that consisted of three parts, two small villages that existed on the outskirts of the business-filled hustle and bustle town that bordered the new railroad tracks.  The general store was in the bigger, more industrious part of San Valley, California.


But when Harry had first traveled here, the time portal caused him to land far away from here, in a larger, more condensed town, where a kindly old man taught him how to ride a horse after giving him shelter from the scalding heat of the nearby desert.


It was here in Texaco City that Harry met Cindy.  One lukewarm evening, while Harry was in the nearby saloon having a few drinks with his old friend, he noticed a scene that was about to start on the other side of the saloon.


He noticed Barton Tanner.  The Sheriff called him ‘Big Bad Bart’.  The long, scruffy, unshaven face, the thick moustache that curled at the ends and the black hat that he wore created the most notorious face this side of Breeze County and a popular face to be seen on ‘Wanted’ posters.


Now he was out on bail after robbing a stagecoach carrying box after box full of exotic whiskey.


Big Bad Bart frequented this saloon, but rarely drank whiskey or beer.  He came to see the girls.  The saloon was the center for legalized ‘escort services’ in most towns in the state of California and that was why Bart was there that night.


Most of the escorts that worked in this saloon were forced to adopt this lifestyle because of extreme circumstances like a sick relative or an extreme debt to the government or to someone who demanded payment at the point of a gun.  They adopted this lifestyle out of morbid fear.  It was an extremely desperate measure that these desperate times called for.  Most of them were so ugly that the saloon was more than happy to provide paper bags with pictures of pretty women on them to put over the girl’s heads.  Most of these women wore so much make-up to cover their faces that the layers would start to melt (or even burst into flames) if they stood too close to any of the candles that illuminated the saloon at night.  When the layers started to melt, the sight of them would get even worse.  Instead of looking like they had been beaten with an ugly stick, they would look like they had some horrible skin disease, causing their skin to bubble and slouch.


But there was one girl who was different.  Hardly wore any make-up, but always attracted the most male attention.  Not quite as dolled up as her workmates.  She did not wear the corsets or quite as much lace, but she always received many frequent visits.  Especially from Big Bad Bart.  Last time they had gone out together, Bart had misplaced his favorite pistol, a limited edition Colt peacemaker, which he jokingly renamed the Colt troublemaker, and he had come back to confront the person that he was certain had taken it from him.


After getting the attention of everybody in the room by screaming at Bart using her loudest voice, this young lady dodged a firm handed slap from Bart and almost stumbled over a rickety table.


“Look…” Cindy said, frightened beyond belief.  “…Bart, baby, you are very untrusting…how long have you and I known each other?  You know I would never steal anything from you.”


Another swing.  It was a firm slap that sent Cindy crashing down to the hard wooden floor and Harry off of his chair.  He pulled a gun out of his holster and whirled it on his finger as he headed across the saloon to the absolute shock of the kindly old man, who had never seen this side of Harry before.


Cindy got up, brushed the hair out of her face and looked Big Bad Bart right in the eye.  She was not going to let him know how intimidated she was.  Not today.


“If I did have your gun…” she said, nodding in disbelief and licking the blood off of her lip.


She looked to the side and saw Harry coming towards her.  At first she did not know who this was and she assumed that it was one of Bart’s boys, about to put a hurting on her as well.


Her heart stopped for a full three seconds when she saw that he had a gun.


Harry gently tossed it to her and she caught it just fine.  Counting her blessings and asking no questions until later, she pulled the hammer back and before Bart knew what had happened, he was staring down the barrel of a gun that was not unlike the one that he had in his holster.


Big Bad Barton Tanner, the fastest draw in the west, reached for his belt.  The belt that he had left behind in the back room.


“…I would do this.” Cindy said, pulling the trigger.  Harry lunged out of the way when he realized that Cindy had just pulled the trigger.  The hole in the back of Bart’s head was marked only by a trail of smoke that came out of some burned hair.  His hat fell off and rolled away on the brim as Bart himself hit the ground.


Cindy ran out of the saloon.  After she hit the door, Harry followed her.  By that time, she had already mounted a horse and was ready to ride off into the sunset.  Harry ran up to her and was surprised when she started threatening him with the gun.


“I don’t know who you are and I don’t want to sound ungrateful, but I got to get out of here, so…back off!”


“I just wanted my gun back…” Harry said, holding up his arms.  Cindy could see that his trench coat was badly stained.  “…let me come with you.  I have a good place where we can hide.  You can hold the gun if you want to…”


Cindy hesitated.


“Look at me.  Look at my coat!  Thirteen eyewitnesses saw me hand you the murder weapon.  You are not the only one who is in trouble here!  You owe me!”


Cindy pointed the gun towards the sky and told Harry to hop on.  Harry put one foot on the saddle and hoisted the other leg over.  He wrapped his arms around Cindy’s waist, clamping his hands together tight as she rode off, towards a nearby wooded area.


Harry had won an old abandoned cabin in a card game the first night that he had spent in 1882 and this was where he and Cindy were going to hide.  It was completely concealed by trees.  The wood that the cabin was made of gave off a wonderful smell in the morning.  The breeze that rattled the trees filled Harry with a peaceful feeling.


After galloping through the thick forest for four hours straight, the horse stopped right in front of the cabin.


“This is your place?” Cindy said.


“Yup.” Harry replied, holding out his hand until Cindy gave him back the gun.  “I won it in a card game.”


“You much of a gambler?”


“Occasionally.” Harry said.  “I’ve been working as a blacksmith for as long as I’ve been here, but I enjoy the expressions on people’s faces when they lose alot of money on one hand.  It’s such a stupid expression, like ‘oops, maybe I shouldn’t have bet so much’.”


Harry opened the door to the cabin and walked in.  The main room was totally unfurnished.


“I think the guy I won it from bought it from some Native Americans…”


Cindy snickered.  Harry was the first gentleman that she had ever heard refer to ‘wild injuns’ as Native Americans.


“So, I told you what I do for work and I’m pretty sure I figured out what you do a long time ago, but I’d like to know how you got into it.” Harry said.  “I’ve talked to a few of the girls at the saloon…they are girls, right?  I mean, anatomically.”


“You don’t know?” Cindy teased.


“Never bothered to find out.  Too ugly.  Heard they made onions cry.”


“Yeah, they’re all girls.”


“Ew!  Anyway, they all have a story…” Harry said.  “What’s your deal?”


“I don’t have much of a story really…” Cindy said.  She looked Harry up and down for a second and her lips forked into a smirk.  “I do it because I like men!”


“Get out of here!” Harry said.  “You started working in a saloon to get men?  You are a good looking woman, you don’t need to work in a saloon to get men.”


“If you have the opportunity to get paid for doing something that you love to do, you would be a fool not to take it.  Musicians, writers…all making money on something that they used to do for fun at night or on weekends.” said Cindy.  “Like you, is blacksmithing something that you would do even if it didn’t pay.”


“Oh, dear god, no.” Harry replied.  “I hate working with that stuff.  The shop is all hot and then you bang on the metal and then you have all these tiny little tools that you use to carve.  Drives me nuts sometimes.”


“What’s your dream job then?”


“Actually, I used to be a tour guide…safaris, actually.” Harry said.  “That was really riveting.”


“What happened?”


“Didn’t pay…” Harry said, shrugging.  “…which is why I agree with you totally that its great to have a job that you enjoy, but I mean, come on, don’t most saloon…working…girls find their work sort of demeaning.”


The cocky smirk that Cindy had on her face when she was talking about her job died right then and there.


“Sometimes.” she said.


But she wouldn’t let herself cry in front of Harry.


That was the rule.


No crying in front of the men.


Harry went to the general store, right next door to the saloon and bought a nice big bag of ‘reservation mix’.  Carrying the heavy bag of oats towards the cash register, Harry saw a tough looking cowboy who was standing there, talking to the storekeeper about one of the girls who worked at the saloon in Texaco City.


“Too bad this saloon don’t have that…” the cowboy said.  “I mean, they got some, but they don’t work inside the saloons, so you gotta spring for a hotel room.”


Harry analyzed this individual…from a distance, because he smelled fouler than he spoke.  His boots and the cuffs of his jeans were very dirty, like someone who had been riding for a long time.


Harry’s fingers dug into the bag that he was carrying when he noticed this man’s hat.  It was black, old, beat up, torn suede, identical to the one that Big Bad Bart had worn that fateful day.


Harry backed away from him and continued looking around at all of the items on the shelves.  Harry walked around the corner and started looking at this cowboy from the rear.  Low and behold, Harry saw a big ugly blood stain on the brim of the hat.  The cowboy was buying something out of the display case that the shopkeeper had built into the counter.  A Colt peacemaker.


“Yeah, that’s what I thought…Limited Edition Colt troublemaker.” the cowboy said as he closely examined the gun.  “Identical to the one I had bought for my brother until some whore in Texaco City stole it from him and blew his brains out.  Rumor has it that she was originally from around these parts.”


“The young lady that I bought it from ain’t no whore, sir…” the shopkeeper said.  “She was the daughter of a respectable gentleman.”


The cowboy could not help but laugh.  “Yeah, they all are until the lights go out.” he said, paying the shopkeeper twelve dollars for the gun.


“I hope you ain’t gonna go makin’ no trouble with that peacemaker, sir.” said the shopkeeper, putting the money in his cash register.  “Cuz this is a respectable establishment…I might have to tell the authorities everything I know if something happens with someone that matches your description…”


The cowboy smiled at the man, revealing some black crud that he had stuck in between his yellow teeth.  “Naw,” he replied, attaching the gun and its holster to his belt.  “…just gonna do me some huntin’.”


He walked out of the store.


Harry dropped the big bag of oats in the middle of the floor and ran outside as well.  Darting past the saloon, he ran into a man, literally.  Stopping for a brief second to apologize, he was stunned at the face that he saw beneath the brim of a purple hat and a handsome business suit that matched the hat.  If it was not Harry’s friend and time travel scientist Ryan Turcotte, than it was not only his ancestor, but his exact double.”


“Ryan?”


“Harry!” Ryan replied grabbing Harry’s arm.  “Thank god!  I thought it was going to take me alot longer to find you than this!”


“What are you doing here?”


“I need your help.” Ryan said, pulling Harry into a nearby alley, in between the store and the saloon.  “Big trouble.”


Ryan pulled out a small computer that he was able to fit in his breast pocket.  It opened up automatically by flipping upwards and Harry laid his eyes on a remarkable image that the screen displayed.  Ryan’s voice came out of the computer with laser disc sound quality and explained the heat sensitive image of the space raptor ship to Harry.


“The spaceship that crashed three years ago…heat scan analysis reveals that not all of the creatures are dead…they’ve been taking the time to build tunnels into our sewer system …nesting… perhaps even multiplying!”

“The Time Travel Police requires your assistance…” the real Ryan told him.  “We have your rifle back at the lab, let’s lock and load!”


Harry replied.  “I can’t…now.  When I get back to the twenty-sixth century, I’ll be happy to join you, but…”


“…by then it will be too late!” Ryan said.  “I tried to talk to your future self when you came back from here, but after you come home from this trip, you go on a drinking binge at the Cocked Fight.  It had something to do with your losing your apartment.  You were plastered out of your mind, in no position to help us, so I wanted to catch you back here and see if you knew what was going on.”


“I’ve been here for three months…” Harry said.  “I have no intention of coming back for keeps, only to get some of my stuff and move here.  Here I have the sense of purpose that I always dreamed of and that guiding some rich schmuck through the Cretaceous period to take pictures of the mighty stegosaurus never instilled in me.  I am totally at peace.”


“But you will…” Ryan told him.  “I’ve seen your future, you will come back!  And why would you go on a drinking binge if you have this feeling of contentment that you were telling me about.  Something is going to happen!  Can’t you see?  This is a very unstable era.  Few laws.  No restrictions on owning a gun.  And I haven’t told you yet about what I found out back at the lab…”


“Look, maybe coming back here and telling me about the drinking binge will stop me from going on it.  Only reason I started drinking again was because the coffee here tastes like three day old moldy diarrhea.”


“Yeah, I know, I had some…”


“Talk to me when I get back…” Harry said.  He was backing away from Ryan slowly.  “I have something that I need to do.”


“Harry!  We have no idea what these creatures are capable of.  They were able to engulf our planet with a virus causing substance that took on the properties of magnetism, obviously unlike anything we’ve ever seen before.  Actually, it was a blatant disregard for all of the rules of physics that humans are aware of.  I was able to use it against them, but only because I knew that it was destructive.  I didn’t understand it.  I took a great risk by even handling it the way that I did.  Who knows what these creatures have doing since we thought they were dead…the computers back at my lab have been detecting great fluctuations in the timeline.  It’s still holding together and no ripples have been formed, but something is definitely wrong, which could explain the discrepancy we discussed.  We need your help.  Don’t you believe in your calling anymore?”


“Some calling.” Harry said.  “Always worrying about whether or not your reality is the true one, striving to protect it.  There is no proof that being erased hurts or even that changes in the timeline through time travel are in anyway destructive.  People who didn’t actually time travel don’t even remember the changes.  Why not just go with the flow?  Anything that happens that is good for you is going to be bad for somebody else and vice versa, so why not just accept the life that you’ve been given, help people when you can and deal with it?  All these Time Travel Police and all other such nonsense, who are they to dictate the way that history goes?  They didn’t write history, they shouldn’t be able to rewrite it either.  That’s my belief.”


Ryan did not know what to say to that.  He folded up the small computer and put it back into his pocket.


“I’ve met someone…” Harry said.  “Someone who has given me a fresh perspective on what it’s like to be alive.  That’s why I’m staying.”


Harry walked away from Ryan, before Harry was able to turn the corner out of the alley and into the street, Ryan pressed a red button on his belt.  A portal opened underneath his feet and he dropped into it, vanishing into the sand below.


Night was beginning to fall.  Harry ran back to Cindy’s house.  She was still asleep when he got there.  Her snore sounded congested.  Harry sat next to her bed with his rifle cocked and at the ready and looked out at the moonlit sky.  It reminded him of when was on the run from the law with a young lady.  Sleeping in that unfurnished cabin on the rough often jagged wooden floor.


Harry on the east wall.


Cindy on the west wall.


Harry was awoken in the middle of the night by the neighing of the horse that she had hijacked in town.  It galloped away from the cabin with Cindy on its back before Harry could run outside.


Picking up his jacket so that he could roll it up in a ball and use it as a pillow, Harry noticed that his blood stained trench coat was alot lighter than he remembered.


“Aw, shoot!” he whispered to himself, burying his fist into his jacket.  “She took my gun!”


He immediately started walking in the direction that Cindy was riding, but not before starting a campfire and burning his trench coat.  It was a long walk and by the time Harry got to the nearest town, San Valley, it was already sunrise.


He walked right into the village square.  Only about five-thirty in the morning, but the village square was busier than Harry had expected.  There was a crowd of people waiting in front of the store.  Harry did not see that Cindy was right in the middle of the crowd, otherwise, he would not have just walked by.


Cindy pushed her way through the crowd of people when the storekeeper unlocked the door.  She made her way to the counter and put a knitted sack on it.


The shopkeeper was surprised to see her.  She had lived in this city her entire life before her mother fell sick.  “Cindy!  How are you?  I haven’t seen you in almost a year.”


“Hello, Fred.” she replied.  “I’ve been living in Texaco City.”


“Yes, I know.  That’s where the big money is, eh?  What a good girl.  Always caring for the family…”


“Um, Fred, I just wanted to show you…”


“…leaves the nest, her home, her family and her friends, tackles the big city so that she can earn money for her mother’s operation.  God bless you, child.”


“Fred!” she pulls out a Colt peacemaker from the knitted sack that she held.  “I wanna know how much you can give me for this.”


When Fred the shopkeeper saw the gun, he immediately turned red and gasped.  “Oh my goodness!  I haven’t ever seen one of those!”


“Limited Edition Colt peacemaker.” she said.  “Never been used.”


“Only two kinds of people carry Colts, bank robbers and prostitutes…” Fred replied.


Cindy turned a little red herself.


“Which one did you steal this off of?”


“Enough questions…do you want it or not?”


Fred agreed to buy it for seven dollars.  Coupled with the money that she had saved from her job in the big city, Cindy had enough money to pay for her mother’s operation.


“How long have you been in town?” Fred asked her.  “Have you seen your mother yet?”


“Nope.” she replied, stuffing the money into her cloth sack.  “…but she’s sure going to be happy to see this.  I just hope we can telephone the surgeon in time.  He’s all the way in Utah.”


Harry saw Cindy from a distance, exiting the Village Square and heading up a windy dirt road.  Harry began jogging past a sign that read ‘Dead Skunk Lane’ and, staying a safe distance behind her, he began trailing her.  There were alot of people and houses on this road and Cindy had alot on her mind, so she had no idea that Harry was following her.


Cindy’s front yard was full of people.


Wearing black.


Cindy watched the crowd of people split and a coffin was being carried through the hole in the crowd.


She was too late.


Cindy’s relatives saw her standing at the gate in the way of the coffin.  Her father stopped carrying the coffin and ran over to his daughter.  Tears saturated his face.  He tried to speak.  He tried to tell Cindy some of the things that her mother had said about her before she died and that they had tried to send her a telegram.  Cindy tried to start to tell her father about what had happened to her, but all that came out was blubbering.  Blubbering that spread throughout the entire crowd gathered on the lawn that fateful day.  Harry arrived at the gate a few seconds later.


When Cindy saw him, she ran up to him, wrapped her arms around him and kissed him on the cheek.  Harry marched in the funeral procession for this woman, the wife of the mayor’s secretary.  Nobody seemed to matter that he was underdressed, unshaven and had not showered in days.  They arrived at a banquet hall, where a meal and a eulogy were being given for the woman.  Cindy invited Harry to attend with them.


He was honored.


“She was dying of a form of cancer that doctors are just now discovering how to remove without severing nerves and blood vessels.  We made contact with this doctor over in Utah who had successfully performed the operation thrice.  But the fee that he required was astronomical, so I went to Texaco City, where even those most menial jobs pay much more than they do here.  I was determined to earn enough money for the operation.”


A lady came over and gave her the shot of bourbon that she had ordered.


“So, you were right…every escort has a story…” Cindy continued after the waitress was no longer within an earshot.


Cindy sucked down that shot quick.  Her eyes closed up and teared up.


“It was humiliating.” she said, wiping tears from her eyes and hugging Harry at the same time.  “Every time.  I’ll never do it again.”


Her father bought her a house of her own and got her a job working for the saloon in San Valley…as a waitress…and she and Harry started seeing each other every day.


The rest is history. 


Sitting along her bedside, Harry watched Cindy move around in her sleep.  He thought she was going to wake up, but never did.


He was wondering whether or not he should go back to the future.  Maybe he could take Cindy with him.  Maybe he could go and help Ryan and then come right back.  There was no time for that now.  He was certain that the comment that the man in the store had made meant that he was going to go hunting for Cindy.  It must have been Big Bad Bart’s brother.  That was his hat.  A call girl killed his brother.  It had to be.


Reaching into his back pocket, Harry pulled out a small time travel device that had a green screen on it.  With the push of a button, two small antennae protruded from the box and started flashing red.  This device started reaching through time and reported back to Harry whether or not it was safe to travel through time.


Harry saw the ripple that was being formed.  It was no longer a mere fluctuation.  A change was taking place in Harry’s home time.  A number on the bottom of the screen showed how much of a change that this ripple will be.


98.7%


99.3%


99.4%


…and climbing.


Harry pushed a few buttons and as the device started sparking and surrounding Harry with a force field, he saw what looked like Cindy waking up.  She sat up in bed, rubbed her eyes and let out a yawn just as Harry reached out to touch her.  The tips of his fingers touched her arm just as he disappeared, time traveling home.


Cindy felt Harry touch her arm, but when she moved her arm out of the way, she was kind of startled to see that there was nobody in her room but her.


She looked on the dresser next to her bed and there she saw a small wooden box that was opened to reveal a big, shiny rock, a diamond ring.  There was a note attached, a folded up piece of paper with a heart drawn on the top.  With tears in her eyes, she slowly opened up the piece of paper.


The note read: when you said you would never do it again…you meant for money right?  (

When Harry closed his eyes, he saw, as clear as day, a scene that bore an uncanny resemblance to the New York City skyline, but there was a big difference.  These skyscrapers were made out of an eerily grey kind of stone.


October 5, 2558…the New York City Sewer System

Ryan Turcotte led a troop of the best men that the United States Army had through the sewers.  Mixed within this crowd were a few members of the Science Council who were there to document the expedition and record whatever was found.  You could tell the difference between the army guys and the science guys was because one group was carrying small handheld computers and the other group was holding enormous guns that were, in reality, nuclear flame-throwers.


Ryan had both.


They had a map of the New York City Sewer System that would lead them directly underneath the buildings that had been destroyed when the ships crashed.  These underground tunnels were dark and dank.  Slime tripped off of the pipes that were positioned above them.


The expedition came to an abrupt halt when Ryan’s troop turned a corner and saw a light up ahead.  A bright light that seemed to illuminate this entire sector.


“All right.” said Ryan, swallowing hard and rolling up his copy of the map.  “This isn’t on the map, boys.”


Ryan could feel the anticipation mounting as his team readied their flame-throwers and their surveillance and record keeping equipment.  A corrosive acid had burned off the tunnel.  Ryan walked up to the edge of this tunnel, which was separated from the ground by a forty-foot drop and peered over, only to see thousands upon thousands of giant balls of goo.  These balls were dripping and causing the floor of the cave that been created to be covered by the same sticky translucent goo.  Ryan and his team deployed the grappling hooks and wires that they had brought to scale the forty-foot drop and end up at the bottom.


Ryan looked up and down this cavern at all of the balls of goo.  “This is amazing.” he said.  His own scientific curiosity built up in him and resulted in his walking closer to one of the sloppy masses.  His boots, part of the protective radiation suit that he was wearing, stuck to the ground with each long step.


He poked one of the slimy things with his weapon and watched a wad of slime fall off of it.


“Most curious.” was all that he could think of to say.  A few army men were standing near the entrance of the cavern with their nuclear flame-throwers at the ready, while all of the members of the Science Council were documenting and studying this bizarre and fascinating phenomenon.


Ryan could see that these slime balls appeared to be reflecting light and that was why the entire cavern was so bright, but they were in a cave that existed a few miles below the surface of New York.  Ryan could not fathom where the light was coming from, unless, of course, this slime was glowing.  For that to be the case, it would have to be radioactive.


Ryan pulled out a device that he could use to measure whether or not this slime was toxic.  He did and the test came out negative, which brought up the other question.  Where is this light coming from?

Ryan looked up at the roof of the cave and saw many holes in the ceiling.  This would make sense, because the heat scan readout had shown that there were tunnels coming from the ship and into the sewers, so maybe the light was coming from the crashed ship, which was so many miles above them.


Dr. Ralph Kirkbrae came running from behind a wall of slime.  He was out of breath.  “Dr. Turcotte.  There’s another room back there, with twice as many of these things, and I think I saw another room behind that.  Come with me.  There is something that I think you should see.”


They walked into the other room and Dr. Kirkbrae led Dr. Turcotte towards one particular glob of slime, right behind it was a light source that illuminated it more so that the other ones.  This made it transparent and allowed Ryan to se what was happening inside.


He saw small creatures, about two and a half feet in length, trapped in this slop.  These creatures were green, scaly and very wiry.  They had long tails and most of them slept with their mouths wide open, revealing their teeth, which were grossly oversized and razor sharp.


In one pile of slime, in which this entire cave held close to a million, there were fifty little miniature lizards.


Ryan peered around the transparent ooze to see the thing that was causing all this bright light.  It was coming from a hole in the rock.


It was a portal.  Bits and pieces of negative and positive energy swirling around, both sucking up and giving forth, creating a passage to a whole different time and place.


Ryan pointed his handheld computer at the portal and pressed a few buttons.  The device told Dr. Turcotte that this was a portal to some point in the far distant past.  Ryan deactivated the device before it could tell him exactly where.


“So…that’s what they’re going to do…” Ryan said.  “…they engulfed Earth with a destructive energy that not only killed off human beings, but started to resurrect buried dinosaurs.  When that didn’t work, they started this…hive…so that they could swarm Earth, most likely at some point in the past and conquer it.”


“The space creatures in that ship were somehow related to the dinosaurs from our pre-historic era, that is why they came.  They were trying to take this planet back.” Dr. Kirkbrae chimed in.


“Tell the army men to start toasting these things…” Ryan said.  “They aren’t getting me without a fight.”


Within seconds, the army men were using their nuclear flame-throwers to fry every bit of slime in the cave.  The goop burned up quickly and melted, leaving on the ground a puddle of wet slime and the charred corpses of all of these baby space raptors.


Hours went by and the army had only toasted close to half of them.  Looking up at the flames that tickled the ceiling from a series of melting, scorched raptor eggs, Ryan came to the realization that whatever had put this hive together would not stray away too far and that they would be back.


Ryan used his handheld computer to log onto the computer back at his lab to get an update on the status of the fluctuations that he had previously detected in the timeline.


He detected a ‘code 9’.


“Code nine is a safety precaution that was installed into the time travel detection mainframe by the Time Travel Police that allowed us to be warned if any time traveling activity was going to directly affect our home time.”


The entire screen turned red.  A noise from behind Dr. Kirkbrae distracted him from what Ryan was explaining to him.


“This is a big one.” Ryan told Dr. Kirkbrae as he ferociously pressed buttons on the small computer.  “The biggest I have ever seen.  It spans from the Renaissance era to sometime after the third intergalactic civil war, ten thousand years after the death of Mohandas Ghandi.”


The army men kept burning the “eggs”.  They did not see what Dr. Kirkbrae was seeing.  Ryan heard him gasp.


Out of the portal that existed behind the egg and illuminated it came a reptilian monster, a space raptor with claws and teeth.


Ryan only saw it after it had come out and looked around at all of the army men who were burning the slimed reptile fetuses, bobbing its head back and forth in a bird-like fashion.  The raptor’s lip curled up and he uttered a single word to the two humans who were gawking at him.


“Murderers…”

Ryan lifted his weapon and fired a long, powerful stream of blue flame at the raptor.  The dinosaur leapt out of the way with lightning speed and the flame went out when it hit the stone wall behind him.  The raptor ran up the wall and bounced off of it, landing on all fours.


Dr. Kirkbrae noticed that the portal was shrinking.  It had been shrinking slowly ever since the raptor had stepped out of it.  Now, instead of one portal, there were over twenty portals, one in place of each and every tunnel that came from the ship above.


“What in the world is going on?” Ryan asked out loud.


“Success!” cackled the talking raptor.  His long fingers and sharp claws curled with delight as he jerked his neck backwards, opened his powerful jaws up wide and laughed out loud.  “They went ahead with the plan and it found success!!!”


“What plan?”


All of a sudden, raptors started falling out of each and every one of the small portals in the tunnels above and landing on the floor of the cave.  Ryan and Dr. Kirkbrae were soon surrounded by raptors, each one of them wearing the traditional garb of a certain historical era.


And all of a sudden, Ryan’s hand was cut…badly, causing him to drop the nuclear flame-thrower that he once held.


“The total assimilation of Earth!!!  As we speak, the city that you live in has been the capitol of raptorhood for over a thousand generations!!!  With me as high priest, ruler of the pack!!!”

A raptor dressed like a Roman Centurion held his spear at the ready, snarling and snapping his jaws at the modern humans.  Another raptor wore the traditional garb of the 16th century Japanese samurai, complete with a razor sharp katana blade that he swung with the ultimate skill and precision.  There was a cowboy raptor, a Civil War raptor that cocked his rifle, a raptor that wielded a spear wearing African kabuki make-up and a cyborg raptor soldier from the year 4002 with artificial, cybernetic implants that included an arm that was really a bazooka.


“Being so close to a portal when the Earth was assimilated has protected you from the changes in the timeline…the energy has shielded you…but everything you have ever known is gone!”

The high priest of the velociraptor pack, his name was Brimstone, raised his arms and another portal opened above his head.  This one showed Ryan what had become of the New York City skyscrapers that he once knew.  They had all turned to stone.


One of the slime eggs that had not yet been burned started to hatch and a whole slew of baby space raptors started flooding out of it.  They caught one member of Ryan’s team by surprise, biting through his protective suit and eating him piece by piece in a gut wrenching display of blood and gore.  As if in imitation, other eggs started to hatch and more baby space raptors attacked the first human that they saw.  This cut Ryan’s team down to two members, himself and Dr. Kirkbrae, who were standing in the middle of the circle that consisted of all the raptors from different historical periods.


“Behold…the next generation…in true raptor tradition, more bloodthirsty than the one before it…”

Ryan looked up at the cut off sewer tunnel, across the cave and forty feet above.  There stood a familiar figure, holding a machine gun, his blood stained trench coat was flapping in the breeze.


It was years of being a time travel safari guide that gave Harry the edge in this case.  He pulled out a whistle from one of the deep pockets in his coat.  A whistle that, when blown, sounded like the shrill sound of the great plant-eater, the brachiosaur.  This would attract the most vicious raptors to run towards him with bloody fangs and open, slashing claws.  Brimstone and the historical raptors just turned and looked around in disbelief and confusion when the whistle was blown.  Years of living in a civilized society had whittled away at the primal, hunting instinct that all velociraptors are naturally born with.  But all of the baby raptors stopped feasting on the other members of the troop and blindly started running towards Harry.  Their mouths were wide open and salivating.  Their teeth were bare and they had a wild look in their mandarin red eyes.


Harry lifted his machine gun, pointing it down at the ground and then held back the trigger for a constant spray of bullets that ripped right through each and every one of the baby raptors that were running towards him.  The bullets would blow these raptors away as they attempted to leap up the forty-foot wall to get at Harry.  Despite what they saw, the sound of the brachiosaur had put them into blind lust for blood, so they just kept coming, only to be mowed down like blades of grass by a barrage of bullets.


Dr. Kirkbrae reached down slowly and picked up the nuclear flame-thrower that Ryan had dropped.  The Civil War raptor heard a click and turned around quickly with his musket, only to be fried by a steady stream of fire that left only a charred fossil behind.  The left leg bone snapped as the rest of the skeleton hit the ground.  Dr. Kirkbrae screamed “RUN!!!” and just kept pulling the trigger.  The weapon fried everything in its path, the Roman raptor, the cowboy raptor and the African raptor.  The grass skirt went up faster than anything else did.  Even the futuristic raptor fried.  His organic components went up in flames and his synthetic parts, the computer components and the weaponry that was attached to his shoulders, hit the ground with a sickening metallic clang.  When Ryan saw a hole in the circle, he ran through it, leaping over the scorched bones and running through an enormous sea of small, bullet ridden reptile corpses.  Harry let down a rope ladder that Ryan could grab onto.  The ropes dug into the cut on his hand and caused him excruciating pain as he climbed for safety.


Harry watched as the samurai raptor ran Dr. Kirkbrae through with his sword.  The flame-thrower hit the ground once again.  Brimstone looked up and watched Harry Clockman and Ryan Turcotte run into the wet, nasty sewer tunnel.


“Master Brimstone…” said the samurai, who was bowing as a sign of respect for the ruler of this ‘raptor world’.  “…two humans escaped…”


“I know…” Brimstone replied, picking the nuclear flame-thrower off of the ground and toasting the corpse of Dr. Kirkbrae as he lie on the ground with a sword through his gut.  “…but the entire world is ours!  They won’t get far.”


Running through the sewer system, Ryan explained the situation to Harry.  “They’re space raptors.  They’re from a planet in another galaxy, but they’re somehow related to the raptors that we had on Earth during the Jurassic period.  They are very intelligent and bent on conquest, the progression and power of their race.  That’s why they were trying to resurrect the dinosaurs with that magnetic force.  Ever since we defeated them three years ago, they have been living in the underground caverns, plotting their revenge and concocting a new plan.  Now, they have assimilated the entire Earth…and the entire history of the Earth.”


Ryan climbed a ladder that led them to the busy streets of New York City.


The world was then a very different place.


The creepy stone skyscrapers were a backdrop for a very vicious and busy society.  Walking, talking, clothed dinosaurs moved back and forth across the 100% dirt streets using “horse and buggy” style vehicles that were pulled by strong dinosaurs like stegos and trikes and teams of versatile dinosaurs like the mighty gallimimus.


Peering out from the sewer, Ryan could see a raptor, wearing a business suit and with a crack pipe in his mouth, reading a copy of the New Fang Times underneath a street light that illuminated the dark night.  A female raptor wearing a tight, short skirt walked by with a baby triceratops on the end of a long leash and received a long hard stare by the male raptor, who whistled at her and tried to give her long, voluptuous tail a nice firm squeeze.


There was no Time Travel Police and no humans on the entire planet.


“They’ve assimilated our entire history?” Harry asked with a long look on his face.


“Yes.” Ryan answered.


He reached into his pocket, pulled out his wallet and out of that wallet; he pulled out a picture of Cindy that he carried with him everywhere.  He shrieked with horror when he noticed that this picture no longer featured Cindy, but a horrible velociraptor with long brown hair, Cindy’s viciously carnivorous ‘old west raptor world’ counterpart.


“But there’s one thing that doesn’t make sense…” Ryan said.  “Follow me.”


Ryan guided Harry to another sewer cover.  He lifted it slightly so that Harry could see the sky, a dark shade of grey that swirled around in circles with a few shades of blue.


“There’s a big portal above the city…” Harry observed.


“Yes.  That’s Buela’s Law.  Dr. Buela was one of the first scientists who experimented with time travel and he came up with this idea that, if an entire planet’s history were to get changed all at once, than it would take approximately seventy-two hours for that reality to be cemented into the timeline.  Legend has it that the experiments that were conducted telling us the things we know about time travel actually changed our reality four times before we knew everything that we could use, given the technology that we had.  It needed to be simplified.”


If we weren’t so close to those stupid portals, we wouldn’t know the difference.  Harry thought.  We would be happy being big, talking raptors because that would be all that we would know.

Once again, Ryan pulled out his trusty computer and tapped into the databases at the computers in his lab.


“Just as I thought…” Ryan continued.  “The timeline is not solid in this world.  The computer still detects a whole bunch of fluctuations and ripples.”  Ryan pointed up into the sky.  “That portal leads to our world, when that portal closes…we’ll be stranded here.  We might even turn into raptors ourselves…but only if we’re lucky, I mean, if they find us, the raptors will eat us.  We could stay human and be trapped in the sewers like rats for the rest of our lives.  Our only hope is to get through that portal.”  He held up his computer, which displayed a clock.


72:00:00


“We have to figure out how and we have to do it fast.”


71:59:59…71:59:58…71:59:57…71:59:56…

“The clock is ticking.”

…TO BE CONTINUED

