HARRY CLOCKMAN: TIME TRAVEL SAFARI GUIDE

Part Two: when you can’t beat ‘em
The Holy Brimstone Public Library.

New Fang City (The Raptor World version of New York City)

October 6, 2558 A.D…human calendar.

While Harry Clockman loaded a pair of handguns, his friend Ryan Turcotte was looking through a series of history books that he had gathered from the library that they had broken into.


It was Ryan’s expertise in the field of electronics that allowed him to tamper with the library’s security alarm system and it was his fascination with history that allowed him to try his best to decipher the history and the state of the world that he presently found himself in.


He found pictures, pictures from many different time periods that all portrayed the same scene, a group of raptors circling around the mostly-unquestioned lord and master of this raptor world, Brimstone, with their teeth-filled snouts to the ground and their upper appendages stretched out, as they were doing obeisance to him.  There were pictures of this scene that were painted, from hundreds of years before cameras were invented.  There were photographs spanning from the twentieth to the present century that conveyed this same scene.  Ryan even found this scene painted on cave walls, by the most primitive talking raptors.


“Brimstone must have done so much time traveling that the raptors in this world believe him to be immortal,” Ryan told Harry later, showing him the information that he had found.  “It was only recently, when time travel was discovered by raptor world scientists that Brimstone’s godship has even come into question.”


Harry started scanning an article about this group, a rebel coalition who called themselves ‘The Renaissance’.


Harry started reading the article, pacing back and forth in this library as Ryan continued his frantic search for answers.  Ryan was startled and could not speak for at least five minutes after he found himself tapping the desk that he was sitting at with a sharp talon, exactly the same kind of talon that velociraptors have on their upper appendages.  His right hand had transformed almost instantly.  Ryan wiggled his still-human left hand, but noticed no such change there.


Harry read the article out loud to his friend.


“The raptor that was rumored to have started this radical group has recently disappeared and it is rumored that he has moved to another time in order to escape the justice of Brimstone’s Holy Armies.  This raptor, named Harry Clockman, was rumored to have used his time travel safari guide business as a front for illegal activities, including the smuggling of goods and weapons for this heathen group from other points in time.” Harry started laughing.  “Dude, is this supposed to be me?”


“Yes,” Ryan said, finally speaking, taking deep breaths.  “According to these books, particularly what the beings here consider to be scripture, Brimstone has taken some measures to transform human beings in ancient times into talking raptors, so logic would dictate that you and I both have a ‘Raptor World counterpart’.”


Harry started laughing.  “This is just too weird!”

Without realizing it, Harry leaned back and rested his weight on a long, whip-like tail that had just grown from his posterior and torn through the seat of his pants.  He continued reading this article about this alternate universe version of himself.


It was just then that windows on all sides of Harry and Ryan started breaking, shattering.  Velociraptors wielding semi-automatic rifles entered the library as Ryan hid under a table.  Lights switched on as a loud voice thundered in Harry’s ears.


“Come out with your claws up!”

It was only when Harry pushed his long trench coat backwards, attempting to pull out his guns, that he noticed the tail.


Harry opened fire on a few of the soldiers before turning around and jumping.  It was a long jump, the kind of jump that would normally be impossible for a human.  Harry leapt to the other side of the library and then, purely driven by instinct, bounced to the top of one of the many tall bookshelves that littered this library.


Harry gently slid one of the panels in the ceiling aside and quickly hopped into the ventilation system, which seemed like the best place to hide at that point.  He was careful to pull his newfound tail into the vents with him.


Raptor soldiers were quick to find Ryan, cowering under the desk, but what they did not expect, is to see a mostly-human version of Harry Clockman dropping out of the ceiling as a few panels shattered under the influence of gunfire.  Harry shot the three members of Brimstone’s Army that had tried to arrest his friend before lifting his friend onto his shoulder and running for the nearest exit.


This library was on the ground floor of a skyscraper, The Holy Brimstone Mall, seventy-three floors of shops and other business, from massage parlors to gyms to movie theatres and sporting goods stores.


Harry and Ryan got into an elevator car and headed for the top floor.  Harry was hoping that his newfound agility and leaping ability would enable him to leap from this building to the next as part of his escape.


Once they got to the top floor, they knew that Brimstone had planned for this.  They could see police hover pods, circling the building and searching each floor with bright spotlights that moved back and forth and that blinded anyone within a certain radius.  Harry and Ryan received more orders to surrender.


“…or you will be eaten on sight!”

They were in a sporting goods store.  Harry could see sports equipment of all kinds, along with jerseys, spread out as far as the eye could see in all directions.  He looked down at his own two hands and saw that it was now scaly talons that were wrapped around his pistols.


A gunshot was heard.  The head of a mannequin to Harry’s left shattered.  No one had been hit.  Harry did not have time to turn around before a raptor guard leapt from the shadows, around a corner and grabbed Ryan’s head with his massive jaws.  The minute this raptor’s feet touched the ground, he jerked his head around and hurled Ryan across the store with out massive snap.


Ryan was still alive.  As soon as his body had shattered the window, Ryan started screaming as he started to fall.


Harry opened fire and started killing one raptor after the other, backpedaling towards that window.  He grabbed a ‘rocket board’, a favorite piece of equipment for ‘extreme’ athletes all across both the human and raptor worlds in the year 2558, dove out through the shattered remains of that window and started plummeting after his friend.


Holding the board firmly with his left talon and pressing his feet against the bottom of the ‘rocket board’ with the bottom rockets facing up, Harry pressed a button that activated the rockets and allowed him to descend towards the pavement faster, in order to get underneath Ryan.  Once he did this, Harry flipped the board over, slipped his feet into the little straps and activated the rear rockets using the pedals.  This allowed Harry to swoop underneath Dr. Ryan Turcotte and catch him.  Harry was surprised when he realized exactly how useful that his tail was in keeping his balance on this speeding skateboard, flying many stories above the ground.


The hover pods containing Brimstone’s soldiers had also lowered their altitude and they opened fire, chasing after Harry as he zipped in between many stone buildings on what could be best described as a rocket-powered snowboard.


Harry peered behind him at the portal that covered the entire sky.  It was this portal that Ryan had theorized would take them back to their own human world, free from velociraptor control.


“Can I fly through that portal on this thing?” Harry asked.


“Not unless you want to run out of oxygen before you get there and fall to your death,” Ryan replied, reaching into the inner pocket on the jacket that he was wearing and pulling out a small machine.  “That thing’s out in space!”


The onslaught of bullets continued and after warning Ryan to “hold on”, Harry drove this ‘rocket board’ through one of the windows in one of the skyscrapers that he was flying past.


Normally a very peaceful place to work, the accounting department of a very prestigious cheese company was brought to chaos when two half-human, half-raptors flew through their picture window on a rocket sled.  Lady raptors were running left and right, screaming bloody murder as Harry guided this board through the hallways and down the stairs of this tall building.


Ryan popped open a panel on the rocket board and started connecting the machine that he was holding to the rocket sled’s main power source.


“Oh, this is too perfect!” Ryan said, a bit happier than anyone should be while being chased by talking carnivores with guns.


“What are you doing?”


“Turning this rocket sled into a time machine,” Ryan said.


“Oh.” Harry said.


Ryan punched a few buttons on the small machine that he was holding.  On the screen, Harry could see the words ‘Japan.  May 3, 1567.’


Feudal Japan?

Zipping down a hallway that appeared to be blocked off by a whole team of heavily armed raptors, Ryan pressed one button and he disappeared from sight in a brilliant flash of pink light, along with Harry and the ‘rocket board’.

Feudal Japan.

Harry and Ryan found themselves flying over a brilliant landscape, full of trees and more trees, and a beautiful mountain off in the distance.


“Better lower quickly, Harry,” Ryan cautioned.  “This is still the Raptor World.”


Harry lowered the sled into the trees and was quickly startled by a loud rustling that he heard behind him.


A samurai, a raptor in the traditional garb of the ancient samurai, complete with a sword in his holster was running after them, hopping from one tree to the other with amazing speed and dexterity.  His name was Fangtu.


This samurai drew his sword and stabbed it into the rocket board that Harry and Ryan were riding.  He pulled the sword out, taking with it some of the circuitry before dropping out of the tree.  Sparks flew.  The rockets that were making the sled hover just stopped and that board started to crash.


Harry and Ryan plummeted out of the sky and landed on the ground hard, rolling around in some thorn-filled bushes.  They were cut many times by whipping branches as well as thorns.  They were immediately surrounded by so many samurai raptors that Harry could not count them.  Harry looked up from his pained position and through his one cut eye, he saw swords.  He saw tails and fangs and eyes and more swords.


“Master Brimstone has a message for you, demons!” Fangtu informed them.  “He says that wherever you go…whatever you do…we’ll be right here waiting for you!”


“Wasn’t that a song?” Ryan asked, pulling his time travel device and the adjoining wires off of what remained of their rocket board.


It was just then that the ground that Ryan and Harry were lying started to move.  Beams of light started shooting up from the leaves and the thorns underneath them and the whole ground soon opened up, swallowing both Harry and Ryan and leaving all of the surrounding samurai raptors confused and bewildered.


Harry and Ryan found themselves lying in the middle of what looked like an old abandoned warehouse.


“Where are we?” Harry asked, looking around before he realized that his now-lizard-like feet and the adjoining claws had busted out of his shoes.


Ryan pressed a few buttons on his time travel device.  “According to this, we’re back in the year 2558,” Ryan said.  “Somewhere in the Rocky Mountains.”


“Harry Clockman!” shouted a voice from nowhere.  Harry turned around to see a raptor limping towards him using a cane.  He started chuckling when he got closer to Harry.  “Good lord, what has Brimstone done to you?”


“Well, he’s been trying to kill me, for starters,” Harry replied.


“Nothing new there,” the limp raptor replied, snickering.  “I mean, you’re…human now!  Or at least you have a human head.  And you, Doctor Turcotte…wow!  Nice to have you back, but man, do you look like guano!”

“Who are you?” Harry asked.


“I didn’t think you would remember me,” the limp raptor said.  “The portal in the sky…the merging of two realities or the theoretical creating of a new one…always creates some confusion before the whole thing is cemented.  My name is Alex.  I am the leader of a group that was started by a velociraptor by the name of Harry Clockman.  I took over his responsibilities when he…left.”


“Oh,” Harry said.  “Nice to meet you.”


“Likewise,” Alex said.  “Would you like to meet the other members of your team?  We didn’t want to startle you.  We didn’t know how human you were…didn’t want you to think anyone here was trying to eat you.”

“Um, okay,” Harry replied.  Alex waved his arm in the air, gesturing to raptors far away.


It was just then that Harry laid eyes on a whole team of raptors that emerged from the surrounding shadows.  They emerged from behind enormous crates.  They were all different ages, from powerful and focused raptors in their late teens to elderly raptors whose leadership and experience was respected by all.


“Brimstone has been trying to do away with you for quite some time,” Alex told Harry.  “Turning you into a human was sort of a last ditch effort.  Kind of pathetic, if you ask me.  Luckily we were monitoring the police broadcasts…otherwise we wouldn’t have even known you had come back to this time.”


“Where did I go?” Harry asked.


“You’ll remember soon,” Alex said, placing his left talon on Harry’s shoulder.  “When the portal closes, you will return to your true form, the both of you, complete with a lifetime’s worth of memories here…in the real world!”

The members of ‘The Renaissance’ all ate together that night.  It was a wonderful spread.  Fifty-four different kinds of meat.  By that time, Ryan’s normal human teeth, some of which were flat and used for grinding, had become ravenous fangs like that of a carnivorous dinosaur.  Harry’s teeth had transformed in a similar fashion.


The meat was delicious to the taste buds of these two humans.  The meat of a triceratops, the stegosaurus and the brontosaurus was only accented by the ankylosaurus meat, in which it was required to move a small portion of the shell in order to eat it.  It reminded Harry of eating lobster.


“Tonight, we celebrate the return…albeit in curious form…of our illustrious leader,” Alex said to the rest of the team, holding up a glass of wine.  “We celebrate his spirit of forgiveness in the presence here of Dr. Ryan Turcotte, the brilliant technician, the one our master has sorely pardoned and unquestionably forgiven…as do we!”

The rest of the team voiced their approval of Alex’s speech, clinking their wine glasses together as both Harry and Ryan sat there, wondering what Ryan had done that had required forgiving and what kind of ‘memories’ would they receive from their Raptor World counterparts once the transformation was complete.


They just looked at each other.


Neither had anything to say.


Just yet.


“Okay, here is what I’ve gathered so far,” Ryan said to Harry Clockman, once everybody in the entire warehouse was asleep.  “There are two Harry Clockmans in this timeline.”


“What makes you say that?” asked Harry, lying in the sleeping back a few feet away from Ryan’s.


“Alex said that the Raptor World Harry went to another time, but he wouldn’t say where, when or why,” Ryan said.  “Maybe the Raptor World Harry went back to the Raptor World Old West to marry some Raptor World version of Cindy just like you did before we invaded that raptor nest back home.  This is a parallel universe.  There’s got to be some parallels.  Either way, we have friends here now.  That should make it much easier to acquire a rocket pod to go through that portal.”


“That would only make sense if Brimstone found some way to transport us to the Raptor World,” Harry said.  “If he changed our entire timeline…I am the Raptor World Harry Clockman and I belong here.  There is another Harry Clockman in the human world that has been living my life all along.  He’s about to marry Cindy.  He’s the happiest that he has ever been in his entire life.  The last thing he needs is some scaly freak trying to take back his life in a world where he doesn’t belong.  Remember what Alex said about my lifetime’s worth of memories coming back to me.”


“We’ll have to see if there are two versions of us here,” Ryan said.  “That’s the only way to be sure.  The power cells in my time machine are busted…so are the ones I was using in the rocket pod, but if this group is planning an attack on a power station tomorrow…that should provide us with scores of alternative fuel options…and a way to get out of here and back to the human world, if necessary.”


“Yeah,” Harry replied, deciding, as Ryan did, that it was about time to curl up in his little sleeping bag and go to sleep.  “I might be able to fix the rocket board too,” he said, wrapping himself in that sleeping bag.  “Ryan, how does it feel to be transformed into someone else?  How does it feel to be transformed into someone who is you in name only…but for all relevant purpose is not you…someone completely different?”

Ryan paused for a minute and thought about it.  “I don’t know,” he said before closing his eyes and nodding off to sleep.


“You’ll find out soon enough.”


Both Ryan and Harry woke up the next morning with scaly faces and eyes like that of a raptor.  The only thing that remained to be changed for them to become ‘full’ raptors was the long snout and the way that raptors walked, hunched over and hanging their clawed arms in front of them.


Ryan and Harry sat in on a meeting of ‘The Renaissance’, in which they went over the plans that they had for an attack.  At this point, Harry had almost completely repaired the rocket board.  It needed a fuel source that Alex had promised to provide and only minor repairs other than that.  He stopped tinkering with it when the meeting began, placing it underneath his seat and paying attention to the words of Alex.


“There is a building in the middle of Talon City, approximately fifteen miles from this lair,” said Alex.  “An eighty-seven story building that is the base of operations for many different factions of the brutal dictatorship that Brimstone has set up over us since as long as we can remember.  The ventilation system in the ceiling of each and every floor is triggered with enough explosive material to level every floor above it.  There is one door in this building that can only be accessed via the computerized retinal scan of Brimstone himself and no other way.  This door is one that can only be accessed by an intricate series of sewer tunnels beneath the building.  This door, if the knob is turned without being properly opened via retinal scan, will trigger the bombs on the first five floors, leveling the entire building and killing everyone inside.  Even Brimstone himself does not enter this room without first using time travel to decipher whether or not he will be killed when he does so and takes the appropriate security measures so that will not happen.”


“Yeah…and every time we get close enough to that building to analyze the lines of code in the security system of that building,” stated a female raptor by the name of Karai.  “There are a million and one ways to trigger those explosives if we even attempt to shut the security system down.  The triggers are hidden in the code.  I’m surprised that building is still standing.  I’m surprised someone hasn’t blown it up accidentally, during a routine computer scan or something.”


“As I have taught you many times,” Alex said.  “The way to get around any problem is to attack the root of that problem…this is no different than plucking weeds in a garden.  That security system and those triggers are powered by electricity.  Electricity to that building comes from the Talon City Power Plant approximately seventeen miles away.  Once that power source is deactivated, the door will be disconnected from the explosives for a matter of fifteen minutes.  When Harry Clockman repairs that rocket board, he will be able to navigate the sewer tunnels in approximately one fourth of the time that it would take him to run that course.”


“And what exactly is inside this room?” Harry asked.


“A time machine,” Alex replied.  “The source of all of Brimstone’s power in this Raptor World civilization is the way that he has monopolized his ability to travel through time, giving futuristic technology to the ancients that they considered magic, making them fear him because they believed him to be some sort of a sorcerer.  We are attacking his army, not by force, but by the roots.  Once Harry Clockman has entered the room, he will navigate this time machine out of that room and return here.”


“So basically, the rest of us have to attack that power station and kill all of the power to that building,” Karai said.


“Yes,” Alex said before pulling out a series of scrolls and maps.  “I will explain how.”


It was very early the next morning that Harry Clockman found himself zipping through the sewers underneath the city of Talon with his feet strapped to the newly repaired and good-as-new rocket board.  The rockets from beneath the board splashed water up in any and all directions as Harry flew through the tunnels.


Harry had received the signal on a small radio device that he had clipped to his belt after the rest of ‘The Renaissance’ had attacked the power plant at the stroke of midnight, subduing all of the security guards and knocked out the power to the entire city of Talon and a few small villages that surrounded it.  The small screen on this small radio device clicked down from 15:00.


14:59…14:58…14:57…


Harry slowed the rocket board to a stop and hopped off, picking up the board and opening the door, cringing as he turned the knob with his talons.  When nothing happened, when he was still in one piece, he walked in.


He saw a vehicle.  It was vehicle with a clear bubble that the vehicle’s operator was to sit in.  This clear bubble was attached to all of the other parts that made this time machine work.


Harry found a way to get this bubble open and climbed in.  He closed the clear door and activated the machine by pressing a button clearly marked ‘power’.  Wrapping his claws around a pair of handles, similar to those of a bicycle, Harry turned them forward and suddenly saw that the dingy and slime-ridden sewer room that he found himself in was aging rapidly.  The cement that made up the room started to change colors and moss that covered these walls shifted and moved.  The clock on the wall blurred, as it was moving so quickly.  This clock appeared to have seven hands, all moving fast.


Suddenly, Harry saw fire all around the time machine.  Giant metallic beams fell all around him and when the fire finally cleared, there was nothing but death and destruction as far as he could see.  This building would be destroyed at some point in the future.  Harry now saw pile after pile of raptor bones stacked up all around him, in the midst of what remained of that once eighty-seven story building.  These bones smoked for quite some time before a series of robots came by, piloted by some strange looking extraterrestrials and cleaned up the mess, only to leave it barren for millennia.


Harry tapped some of the buttons on the console in front of him and decided to travel backwards through time.  He used a map of the world that existed on this screen to isolate where San Valley California would be and traveled back to what was now called ‘Dusty Cave’ on ‘May 27, 1882’.


He put on a series of bandages that covered his face entirely.  He wrapped his face in such a way that it looked like he had a snout.  This made him look like more like a regular velociraptor as he passed himself off as a burn victim.


He stayed in the Raptor World version of the Old West for two weeks and stayed close to the saloon where Cindy worked.  The nosy bartender wanted to know the ‘story’ of this bandaged stranger and Harry told him a story about him working in a gunpowder factory and how after the accident, he is receiving compensation from the ‘big fat cat’ who was responsible.


Harry spent a lot of time drinking in this bar and when Raptor World Cindy came in to work as a waitress after the few days she had taken off with the flu, she spoke with teary eyes of her beloved that had proposed to her and then mysteriously disappeared.


She even asked ‘burn victim’ Harry if he was some kind of a private investigator or bounty hunter that she could hire to find her beloved and slaughter the one who took him.


There was no ‘other’ Harry Clockman in this Raptor World.


He was the real deal.


The genuine article.


Harry returned to the lair of ‘The Renaissance’ at exactly the time that he had said he would.  The time machine touched down in the middle of this abandoned warehouse.  No sooner than this happened than the power source of this time machine was ripped out by a velociraptor who snuck up behind the time machine and tore it out with his teeth.


“Get him!” Harry heard someone shout.


Soon, the fanged and clawed soldiers of Brimstone surrounded the time machine, holding guns on him.  The cockpit was forced open and Harry was dragged out.


Harry used his curved, razor sharp claws on his hands to slice away at the bandages on his face.  When the bandages fell off, all the members of ‘The Renaissance’ could see that Harry had transformed completely into a raptor.


Harry’s newfound animalistic tendencies force him to fight back.  He snapped at Brimstone’s soldiers with his jaws and reached for the gun that he had in his inner trench coat pocket, only to be subdued even more by more of Brimstone’s soldiers, who jumped on top of him and zapped him with tasers.


Soon, Harry found himself bound with ropes and handcuffed.  The soldiers had backed away at this point and Brimstone was there, holding Harry down to the ground with the curved talons of his clawed foot.


“At laaaaaaaaaaast…” Brimstone hissed, leaning down and sniffing Harry with his long snout, really invading the raptor’s much-treasured ‘personal space’.


Harry looked around and saw that the other members of ‘The Renaissance’ were being cuffed and restrained as well.  There were a few soldiers who were not doing much.  They were standing there, with their weapons at the ready, prepared to shoot any members of this group that got out of line.


He saw Ryan Turcotte, standing next to these soldiers.  They were protecting him, surrounding him on a few different sides.


It was just then that Harry started to remember.  Years of memories from living in the Raptor World flooded back into his brain.  He opened his snout and let out a gasp.


“Yesssss,” Brimstone hissed again, chuckling a bit.  “Harry remembers!”

The soldiers that were surrounding Dr. Turcotte backed down.  Brimstone lifted his foot off of Harry and Harry sprung to his feet.


His body now hunched over with his sharp talons at the ready.  His tail stood out in a steady position as he took large steps towards Ryan.


“That was why I cast you out of this army to begin with…” Harry said, edging closer and closer to Dr. Turcotte.  “When we discovered your ties with Brimstone’s army…the ties that you had tried to conceal…we suspected you had sabotaged our attack on the 73rd Brimstone Mint.  You managed to convince Alex otherwise…otherwise I would have ripped your head off!”


Ryan turned his head from left to right.  He realized that the soldiers were no longer protecting him.


“What are you guys doing?” he asked them as Harry got closer and closer.  Ryan started backing away from Harry.  “You said you would protect me!  You said you would protect me if I led you to him!  Look at him!  He’s crazy!”

“Silence!” barked Harry leaping forward approximately twenty feet and snapping his massive rock-crushing jaws at the now-fully raptor version of Dr. Ryan Turcotte.  Ryan leapt out of the way and returned snapping at the raptor that was attacking him.


Harry crossed his arms, reached into his trench coat with both of his clawed talons and pulled out two guns.  He pulled the triggers over and over again.  Bullets pierced Ryan’s body, leaving smoking holes until Ryan fell backwards and hit the ground in a smoking lump of corpse.


“I remember!” Harry said.  “I remember why I came back to this time!  To kill the one who had betrayed me…the one who had sent me to rot in prison for seven years!”

“Do you remember why you left to begin with?” Brimstone asked.


“Because I was tired of fighting,” Harry said.  “I wanted to live in simpler times and marry the girl of my dreams.”


The raptor soldier that had torn out the power source for the time machine took steps to replace it.


“And…” Harry said.  “I realized that we weren’t truly attacking the roots of the problems in this world.  We had no way of knowing whether or not you had fifty of these time machines.  We had no way of knowing whether or not you were one step ahead of us the entire time, but thanks to our own arrogance…we were so sure that this was the big root!  It wasn’t until we realized that you had achieved your power through time travel that anyone even thought of revolution.  The funny thing is…you had never steered us wrong before.  All throughout history, when we believed you to be immortal…you never hurt anyone or treated any of your citizens in any way cruelly.  You always asked for feedback from the common raptor, but we were so bent on the idea that all authority is oppressive that we were willing to die to bring you down.  I left because I wanted a fresh start.  I left because I had seen the error of my ways.  There is no proof that being erased hurts or that changes in the timeline are in any way destructive.  Anything that happens that is good for you is going to be bad for somebody else and vice versa.  People who don’t actually time travel can’t even remember the changes, so why can’t we all just live our lives and deal with it?”

“Very good,” Brimstone said.  “We thought we had lost you when your friends hacked an illegal portal beneath you back in Feudal Japan.”


“I just want to go back home,” Harry said, dropping both his guns to the ground.


And he did.  One of Brimstone’s technicians rigged the time machine to explode a minute and a half after it had taken Raptor Harry Clockman home to the Old West.  Harry got away from it safely and on time as the bits and pieces of this time machine disintegrated as they flew through the air.


Harry returned to Cindy where he had last seen her…in her home as she was recovering from the flu.  She had just woken up and seen the wedding ring that Harry had left on her dresser.  As soon as Harry walked into the door, he saw his beautiful fiancée, a six-foot tall lizard with long thin feminine spikes protruding from her head, as she was standing in the middle of her dining room.  A tear came out of her eye and slowly trickled down her smooth, scaly face as she held up her long fingers and pulled in her retractable claws before running towards Harry.  She wrapped her arms around him and kissed him tenderly.


It was at that exact moment that the swirling portal above the Raptor World vanished in an instant, for all was set in this dimension, as it was in many other realities, all across the space-time continuum.


And it took much less than seventy-two hours.


Dr. Buela was wrong, man!


The Raptor World versions of Mr. and Mrs. Harry Clockman were married a few months later and one month after that, Cindy laid over a hundred eggs and started their family.  In true, primitive, ferocious raptor tradition, Cindy ate at least thirty of her fatter babies before they reached the age of three, but the rest of them went on to live happy, fulfilled and successful lives under the rule of Emperor Brimstone.


Meanwhile, in a different reality, a human Harry Clockman, one who was far less aggressive, not the member of a revolutionist army and who did not kill his friend Ryan Turcotte in cold blood was reunited with his beloved Cindy in a similar way.


She had found the ring and accepted Harry Clockman’s proposal of marriage.

