New York City.

October 2, 2560.

Ryan Turcotte’s Time Travel Research Lab.

Dr. Ryan Turcotte, a scientist that studied time travel and its overall results, adjusted a series of knobs and dials that controlled a portal that opened in the middle of his laboratory.  This portal illuminated the room with a strange orange glow, swirling and sparkling as it did.


Harry Clockman, a time travel safari guide returning from a trip to the Cretaceous period, came through that portal lugging behind him the passed out body of the man that had hired him.  When both of them were safely in the lab, Ryan flipped a switch that closed the portal.  He could see then that both Harry and his client were covered with spots of tar.  He could see Harry kicking his client with the side of his boot.


“Get up!” ordered Harry.  “Get your fat tail up!”


Harry’s client was billionaire 
industrialist Roger Frito, who sought a greater excitement than Wall Street had to offer by traveling back in time on one of Harry’s special dinosaur watching trips.


“Welcome back, Harry,” Ryan said.  Roger was still out cold.  “How was your trip?”


“No turbulence in the time portal, if that’s what you mean.  It was nice and smooth,” Harry replied before pointing down at his overweight and wealthy client.  “I’m gonna have to charge this schmuck like fifty thousand in hazard pay!  He disobeyed every single rule that I went over with him before the trip.  He tried to shoot a brachiosaur without a prehistoric hunters license, which would have resulted in me getting my time travel license taken away…and the next thing I knew we were being chased by raptors and I had to haul his big fat butt out of a tar pit!  My back is killing me.”  Harry started walking out of the lab.  “I’m going to hit the showers.  Make sure he leaves my check.”


Two hours later, Harry was out of the shower, dressed in a different set of clothes and drying his hair with a fuzzy towel.


“Your check is on the table, next to my chemistry books,” Ryan Turcotte told him without lifting his head up from the book that he was reading.


“Good,” Harry said before going over to get it.


“Hey, Harry, you doing anything interesting tonight?” Ryan asked.


“I’m supposed to have dinner with my parents before heading back home to 1883,” Harry replied.  “Haven’t talked to my dad in years and my mom has been begging me to come by since I moved out.  Every Hanukkah and every time a birthday rolls around she would call.  They don’t even know that I’m married.  This should be interesting.”


“Something happen between you and your pop?” Ryan asked.


“We had this big fight when I wanted to move out and start my own business,” Harry told Ryan.  “My dad always dreamed that I would grow up and take over the family business.”


“Clockman Hardware.”


“That’s the one.  My dad seems to have this prehistoric idea in his head that hard work is what ‘makes the man’.  Me on the other hand, I like my free time.  I’m not adverse to hard work, but I would much rather work my butt off for a week or two and make enough money so that I don’t have to work for a while.  That’s why I’m trying to sell the blacksmith shop that I got back home.  I don’t think that work should be the whole center of one’s existence if it does not have to be and that is where my father and I differ.  The irony of the whole situation is that my father would have been better able to instill me with that kind of a worker mentality if he didn’t work so much.”


“I was just going to invite you to go to this club with me and Lacey,” Ryan said.


“That Goth club?” Harry chuckled.  “It’s funny.  I don’t picture you as the type of person to frequent a club like that.  Let alone dating a girl that you met there.  How long have you and Lacey been going out?”


“Four months,” Ryan said, nodding.  “Things are good.  We have to get together after work one of these days.”


“Sounds good,” Harry answered, finding another clump of tar in his ear.  “Maybe after I square the deal, selling the blacksmith shop, we could get together.  I think I got a buyer too, a rich farm owner who I think is an ancestor of mine.  He looks too much like my father not to be.”

CHAD DESCOTEAUX in…

HARRY CLOCKMAN’S NEW SET OF FANGS

The year 2560.

The World Trade Center Apartments.

Manhattan, NY

“I really want you guys to come back in time with me to meet her,” Harry said to his parents about halfway through their family dinner.  “We have to dress you up in period costumes and come up with a cover story as to who you are, but you can keep your names.”


“I can’t believe it!” Mrs. Harriet Clockman said, clasping her hands together as a tear surfaced in her eye.  “My baby’s married!”


“Congratulations, son!” said Mr. Gary Clockman with an undeniable tone of sincerity and emotion in his voice.  Gary grabbed his son’s shoulder and shook him a bit.  “This calls for a celebration!  Tell our robot butler to bring in the fancy Jewish wine!”


“Alfred!” Harriet called, running into the living room after the droid that did their laundry.  “Open the safe!”


Gary Clockman’s tone of voice sombered up just then.  “You’ve done pretty well for yourself, son,” he said, pulling up his sleeve enough so that Harry could see the wolf tattoo that his father had on his forearm.  It was the logo of the squadron that Gary Clockman belonged to when he had joined the Army.  Harry’s father had told him this many times.  “I’m sorry I gave you such a hard time about the hardware store.  I truly overreacted.  It was kind of stupid.  If you’re happy, who cares what you do for a living.  Stupid store’s starting to be a royal pain in the butt anyway.  I’m gonna turn it over to someone soon.”


“Really?”


“Yeah.”


“I want you and mom to come back in time with me to the Old West,” Harry told his father.  “Cindy has been bugging me to invite my parents over for dinner.”


“I would love to do that, son,” Gary Clockman said.  “Nothing would make me happier.”

October 1883.

The Outskirts of San Valley, California.

The police force from nearby Texaco City had joined the police force from the small town of San Valley to investigate a horrible murder.  The kind of murder that they did not see much around these parts.


The sheriff and his men did not want to get too close to the body.  It had been so thoroughly mauled, torn into, ripped apart and the stench was so great protruding from the juicy quivering intestines and maggots that inhabited the mangled corpse.


“Wait until the inspector gets here,” said the sheriff from Texaco City.  “The federal government is sending an inspector and the coroner is on his way too.  He should be here in two shakes of a lamb’s tail.”


With that, the deputies heard the galloping of a horse.  The horse was coming their way, its footsteps were getting louder and louder.  Suddenly, the inspector that the government had sent, complete with his long flowing cape, his large brim hat and the scratched, scarred and bent cross that he wore around his neck, came out from behind a leafless tree, the branches of which were like claws that protruded from the ground into the autumn sky.  The inspector stopped his horse and leapt off of the mighty steed.


“Samuel Thurbicus, at your service,” the man said to the deputies, respectfully bowing.


“You the inspector?” asked one sheriff.


“Aye!” Thurbicus replied.  He looked down at the mangled corpses and seemed unaffected by the nauseating, nose-piercing stink as he knelt down next to the half-eaten son of Texaco City’s womanizing Mayor.  He took a long sniff in the general direction of the corpse; he inhaled big and seemed concerned by what he smelled.  He stroked his chin with his gloved hand and his eyes moved back and forth in a thoughtful fashion.


It was just then that the coroner showed up, riding on the horses that pulled the wagon that the mangled corpse would soon inhabit.


“These men will take it from here,” Thurbicus told the sheriffs and deputies from the surrounding towns.  “I have completed my investigation.”


“What have you discovered, Mr. Thurbicus?” asked one of the deputies, a rookie on the force.  Thurbicus did not answer his question.  Rather he remounted his horse and galloped away as the coroner and his helpers collected the torso of the corpse, as well as the severed limbs and the various bloody chunks.


“He hasn’t discovered anything,” said another deputy.  “He’s a government paid lackie who comes here just to make sure the local government doesn’t know more than the feds.  That’s all he does.”


Thurbicus galloped into San Valley and stopped at the local saloon.


Once at the saloon, Thurbicus sat in the corner and stayed there, ordering one beer after the other for hours and hours.


Harry Clockman was there as well.  He only drank one beer.


Harry turned to the left and watched a young man who was sitting right next to him.  When this young man adjusted his coat, Harry could see the watch that he was wearing on his wrist.  Wristwatches won’t be the norm for some time after the year 1883.  The watch that this young man was wearing was gold, had a compass attached to it as well as a digital display.


“Are you a time traveler?” Harry asked this young man, who was a bit taken aback by the question.


“Yes,” he answered.  “Yes, I am.  My name is Chad Descoteaux.”


“You’re a writer, aren’t you?” Harry asked.


“Yeah, sort of,” Chad shrugged.


“I’m from the year 2560,” Harry said to Chad.  “I studied your work in high school.”


“You studied my work in high school?”


“Yeah,” Harry replied.  “I have to admit that originally, I took ‘Shakespeare and Descoteaux 101’ just because I needed the extra credit for college, but…”


“Excuse me?  You took a class in high school called Shakespeare and Descoteaux 101?”

“But ever since I started reading the first chapter of that text book ‘Ridiculously Overrated: But Why So Beloved’?  I was hooked and to this day, that class remains one of my most memorable educational experiences.”


“Well,” Chad shrugged.  “It’s nice to hear that I am going to make something out of this whole sci-fi story and poem writing thing.  I’m not really doing that well with it at this point in my life.”


“Dude, you write science fiction short stories and poems and you have the guts to put them in the same book!  Who wouldn’t find that compelling?  I cannot understand why your work wasn’t appreciated until one hundred years after you died as a pauper.”

“Crap!” screamed the writer, slamming his bottle of whiskey on the table.


Feeling that he should probably change the subject, Harry Clockman said, “So, what brings you to the year 1883?”


“Well, I desperately needed to take some time off from my job at UPX to escape the diabolical clutches of my supervisor, an evil and angry dwarf, but I couldn’t afford to.  I had joined one of those clubs where you get videotapes with two episodes of ‘The Muppet Show’ every month, ‘keep only the ones you want, cancel at anytime’.  I hadn’t been working at UPX long enough to take a paid vacation and I couldn’t afford to just not show up, cuz between the Muppet Show tapes and the Columbia House CD club, I had bills, so I took one weekend, time traveled back here for a week and according to my friend Erin’s calculations, and she’s very good with technical stuff, I should be able to get back before work on Monday.”


“What year are you from?”

“2001.”


“How were you even able to achieve time travel technology?” Harry asked.  “Dr. Buela was the first scientist to even theorize the possibility of time travel and he was born in the year 2255.”


“You would be amazed at the kinds of bootleg videos that you can get at the back of those hole-in-the-wall comic book shops in my time,” Chad stated.  “You can get copies of this incredibly low-budget ‘Fantastic Four’ movie that they never actually released.  You can get a copy of an hour-long pilot of a ‘Justice League of America’ TV series that never aired, a cheap tape with both ‘George Lucas in Love’ and ‘Thumb Wars’ on it, the ‘Star Wars Holiday Special’ from 1978.  I mean, even if you go to the back of a Newbury Comics store, you can get a copy of ‘The Anarchist Cookbook’.”


“I’ve read it,” Harry said.  “It gets adopted as the new Bible of the Mormon Church in the year 2365.”


“Yeah, well, I don’t know who wrote this time travel book that I got or where it came from, but it allowed my friend Erin to construct a machine for time travel.  Erin is the type of person who likes to try new things and meet new people, so I thought that a book that allowed her to build a time machine would be a great gift for her.  That way, she wouldn’t be constricted to meeting people who happen to be alive now.”

“I see,” Harry replied, nodding.  “Always liked the way that you broke down the third wall in your work.  Interacted with your characters instead of trying to play the God-figure all the time.  People can relate to people who are down to Earth.  Very cool.”

Meanwhile, at Harry’s San Valley blacksmith shop, young Arthur Phonze was working on a wagon wheel that had been damaged, banging on the heated metal with a small hammer and a chisel when the boss walked in.  Arthur looked up from his work and greeted his boss.


“Ayyyyy, Mr. C.”


“Hello, Arthur,” Harry Clockman replied.  “Has Mr. Winters arrived yet?”


“No, sir, Mr. Clockman.  Not yet,” Arthur replied.  “Do ya think he’s gonna buy the shop?”


“I’m pretty sure he is, Arthur,” Harry answered.  “And he promised that he wasn’t gonna close it down either.”


“Gee wilikers, Mr. Harry Clockman,” Arthur replied.  “Do ya think I could save up enough money for my little brother’s kidney operation?”


“Could be,” Harry answered.  “Could be.”


“I can’t wait for my little brother to feel big and strong again,” Arthur stated.  It was just then that Mr. Winters, Kent Winters, entered the blacksmith shop.


Kent Winters was a farm owner, a wealthy farm owner who had grown weary of his present businesses and sought new challenges in the business world.  His well-tailored suit and statesmanlike demeanor had become sort of a staple of the man himself, something that he was easily recognized by.


Spitting image of my father, Harry thought.  Amazing.


“Harry,” Kent Winters greeted his business colleague by extending his hand and his other hand fondled the lapel of his suit.  “So very nice to see you again.”


“Same here, Kent,” Harry replied.  “Please step into my office.”


The door closed behind both men.  Young Arthur got back to work.


“The only problem is that it is going to take a few days for my lawyers to complete the paperwork and courier the entire contract back to California,” Kent Winters concluded an explanation to Harry.  “Part of the reason that I came here today is to apologize for the inconvenience.  These are the kinds of mistakes I generally pride myself on avoiding in my dealings with others.”


“That’s why they invented erasers to put on pencils,” Harry responded, shrugging.  “Last Tuesday.”


“Yes,” Mr. Winters replied.  “Those will come in quite handy around the office,” Kent chuckled.  “I was wondering if you would be interested in staying at my estate for a few days, you and your wife.  I have guest quarters with servants and maids and the best gourmet cooks in the wild wild west.  You’re selling the shop anyway, I’m sure you could either close it for a few days or have your friend out there cover for you, since technically, it’s a business trip.  Nothing wrong with mixing a little…business with pleasure.”


“That sounds fantastic,” Harry said, affirmatively.  A slow smile spread across his face.  “My wife would love that.  I would too.  Sounds good to me.  We’ve been wanting to take a vacation.”


“Great,” Mr. Winters replied, smiling.  “Fantastic.”

October 1883.

A country hillside.


By the exact same time the next evening, Harry and Cindy Clockman were riding in a luxurious coach that had been sent by the wealthy Kent Winters.  Harry and Cindy enjoyed their scenic ride up the gorgeous countryside.  Kent’s enormous grey brick house was high on the hill, so the horses galloped past its rocky hillside, its leafless trees and the beauty of the setting sun.


“My parents are dying to meet you, honey,” Harry said, wrapping his arm around Cindy and giving her a peck on the cheek.


“Did you tell them about the baby?” Cindy asked.


“Last time I wrote them, you weren’t completely sure that the baby was coming,” Harry said.  “That surprise will have to wait until they get here.”


The Clockmans leaned back just then and enjoyed the rest of their ride to the luxurious hilltop estate of Kent Winters.  As Kent Winter’s hunchbacked butler was hauling all of their baggage out from the rear of the carriage, Mr. Winters came outside to greet them.  His pitch-black cape flowed behind him as he glided down the cement stairs in front of his home.


“Welcome,” Kent Winters said.  “Master Clockman.  The misses.”  Kent took Cindy’s hand into his own and softly kissed it.  “It is a pleasure meeting you, mademoiselle.”


“Um, thank you,” Cindy said.


It was right then and there that the happy couple was invited to join Mr. Winter for dinner in the banquet hall.


“Baxter, my chef, has prepared a scrumptious banquet that, if I am not mistaken, should be ready any minute in the banquet hall,” Kent told Harry.  “My hunchbacked butler Wingnut would be more than happy to take your bags up to your room, but perhaps you would like to get settled before dinner.”


“Sure,” Harry replied, nodding his head as the last ray of sunlight was retracted behind the rocky landscape.  “I would like nothing better.”


Harry and Cindy sat at a long table in Kent Winters’ dining room, feasting on the most succulent meat that either of them had ever tasted.


“This house is so big,” Harry commented.


“I would be happy to give you both a guided tour tomorrow,” Kent said.  “This house is hundreds of years old and dates back to the days before the first European settlers came here.  If I am not mistaken, this house was built on an Indian burial ground and, according to ancient legend, is believed to be hounded by the pets and the souls of a thousand and one vanquished warriors.”  Kent chuckled.  “If you believe in such nonsense.”


“What kind of meat is this anyway?” Cindy asked, twirling a smoking piece of meat on the end of her fork.  “It is delicious, but I can’t put my finger on exactly what kind of meat this is.”


“I’m not even quite sure myself,” Kent replied.  “But I know that Baxter is one of those chefs that loves sharing his recipes.  I could get it for you.”


They were having a late dinner, so immediately after the dinner was over, Harry and Cindy retired to their room, as did Kent.


“This is so beautiful,” Cindy said, peering out from behind a pair of mustard colored curtains at the full moon that illuminated the night sky.  “I never understood why some people think houses like this are creepy just because they’re dark and drafty and built on Indian burial grounds.  I think the gothic style of architecture is one of the most beautiful styles ever.  You never see houses with winged, fanged gargoyles lurching over the edges of their steeples anymore.  Why is that?”


Harry walked up behind his wife and wrapped his arms around her.


“I don’t want you to think that my selling the blacksmith shop makes me any less able to take care of you or the baby,” Harry told his wife, kissing her on the cheek.


“I never worry about you being able to take care of us,” Cindy said.  “You’ve never given me reason to.  As long as you still have some time to spend with the baby, you’re not going to hear me complain.  Time to me is far more valuable than money.  You can use time to make money, but very rarely can you do that the other way around.”


She kissed Harry on the lips.  Wind blew through the curtains as the sound of a wolf howling screamed in the distance.


Harry found it difficult to sleep that evening.  His wife was long since fast asleep as Harry tossed and turned in the enormous bed that they were sleeping in.


Just as he was about to fall asleep, Harry heard a noise and felt the bed move slightly.  It felt like his wife had woken up and was climbing out of bed.  Harry turned onto his other side.  He let out a scream and sat up in bed when his eyes focused on what was standing in the moonlight on the other side of the bed, holding his still-sleeping wife over its shoulder.


It was a strong hairy creature that Harry could only see the back of.  This beast leapt up to the window in a single bound and Harry could see the creature’s small pointy ears before it dropped out of sight, holding Cindy with his sharp-clawed paws.


“CINDY!!!”

Running down the winding staircase from the second floor to the first brandishing a rifle in his pajamas and slippers, Harry could not shun the image that had been burned into his skull by the events of that evening, the monstrous physique of the beast that had taken his wife dropping to the ground and then running into the woodland that surrounded the home of Kent Winters.


Harry leapt over a brush and headed right into the pitch-black forest.  He ran for a few minutes, looking at the ground for any large, odd-looking footprints in the moist mud that he found himself running through.


The night was silent.  The moonlight illuminated the only things that Harry could see with a misty haze, the tree stumps, the claw-like branches and twigs, the wet clumps of mud that Harry flattened as he ran.


Without warning, a wolf creature with green fur dropped out of a tree and before Harry could lift his rifle, the beast darted forward and wrapped his jaws around the bottom of that barrel’s rifle, snapping it within the next second.  Gunpowder rained down on Harry’s slippers.  Harry dropped the part of the gun that had the handle and the trigger and embraced the steel barrel.  Harry was able to leap backwards so that the wolf only knicked him with his claw, on the same hand that now held the blunt object.


The wolf’s eyes glowed yellow, illuminating the razor sharp incisors that he exposed when snarling.  The wolf charged forward with his bare claws, slashing and grabbing at Harry as he ducked and spun and dove out of the way.  Harry took a swing at the wolf’s head and the wolf very easily caught that steel pipe in his mouth, snapping it into two pieces that flew in either direction, sinking in the mud.  Harry quickly started running in the other direction, backpedaling first, but then hauling buns away from his hairy and ferocious attacker.


Harry took three steps before someone dropped out of a tree, right in front of him.  Because this shadowy figure appeared to be human, because it was not another wolf, Harry heeded the warning when this man whipped out a long thin sword said, “Drop!”


The man leapt over Harry’s head, his long cloak trailing behind him.  Harry pulled his face out of the mud and looked behind him just in time to see a long trail of blood in mid-air that extended from the enormous gash in the neck of the wolf to the tip of that long thin sword.  A major blood vessel exploded soon thereafter, covering the coat, hat and cross of federal inspector/werewolf hunter Samuel Thurbicus with the blood of this green haired werewolf, who fell into the mud face first.


“How did you do that?” Thurbicus asked Harry as he was climbing out of the mud that now covered his pajamas and squirmed around in his slippers.


“How did I do what?” Harry asked, realizing that he would rather be covered in mud than some werewolf’s blood.


“He completely missed you,” Thurbicus said.  “I’ve never seen anyone move that fast!”


Harry held up the hand that the green wolf had knicked with one of his claws.


“I’ve still never seen anyone move that fast.” Thurbicus continued.  “Anyone else, the werewolf would have torn their head off before they could even scream.  You move nearly as fast as he does.”


“Where’s my wife?”


“Is she the woman that the other wolf was carrying on his shoulder?” Thurbicus asked.


“Yes,” Harry replied.  “The bigger one with the blue fur.”


“I don’t know where he has taken her, but I can help you find her,” Thurbicus told Harry.  “I am a werewolf hunter who has come here because of the numerous grisly murders that the unholy spawns have perpetrated in your town.”


“Those were committed by werewolves?”


“Yes,” Thurbicus said.  “The numerous reports of bear attacks that you have read about in your newspapers were simply a fabrication of the media, most of which do not believe me, nor do they have faith in my ability to deal justice.  For centuries, the altered beast known as the werewolf have hunted at night, living as normal men by day, preying on the innocent for their food, but in recent years, the virus that affects werewolves, resulting in their unique nocturnal condition has been getting stronger and more destructive.  This gene results in severe damage to various bodily systems.  For most werewolves, the first system to go is usually the reproductive system.  To keep the werewolf race going, they have resorted to kidnapping innocent young women to use as their…love slaves…lab rats is probably the more appropriate term, whatever you would like to call it.”


“You mean to tell me that that hairball kidnapped my wife so that he could…” Harry paused.  “She’s pregnant already.  It won’t work.  He’s going to kill her, isn’t he?”


“We have until the moon goes down to find the monster’s cave,” Thurbicus explained.  “A werewolf can only mate with a human female when he himself is in human form.”


“Of course not.” Harry rolled his eyes.  “That would be weird.”

“We can cover more ground if we had a mode of transportation,” Thurbicus said.  “Do you know where we can acquire a horse?”


“The man who lives in that house on the hill has a stable full of them,” Harry told Thurbicus.  “He’ll help us.  Follow me.”


Harry knocked on the door to Kent Winter’s bedroom loud enough to wake the dead twice.  When there was no answer, Thurbicus opened the door and found that the room was empty.  The candles that once illuminated the room had been long since blown out.  The bed was made, as if no one had slept in it that night.


“I’ll look for him down the hall,” Harry told Thurbicus before running out of the bedroom.  Thurbicus walked over to Kent’s dresser and opened a thick book that was sitting right on top of it, right in the middle of both the dresser and a prissy lacey doily.


The first of the book’s ancient and tattered pages had a painting of a tall and gothic looking church that stood back in the Dark Ages, complete with its multi-colored stain glass windows and enormous church bells.


The second page showed a seal that had a large cross directly in the center of it that broke off various sections of the seal.  One upper section had a picture of a dove, representing peace.  The second section had a picture of a Catholic saint, a thin man with a long white beard who wore a halo as he clutched a Bible in his scrawny arms.  The other two sections had nothing but a blank blue area.


Yet another page portrayed a satirical drawing in which a red, horned, winged devil was wearing this seal as a tattoo on his arm, the patch of a Catholic organization that had gained much political power during medieval times.


Tears welled up in the eyes of Thurbicus as he flipped through a series of paintings that portrayed the destruction of a 16th century laboratory by an angry mob wielding torches and pitchforks.  Crudely drawn posters on the wall that portrayed DNA, a discovery that was WAY ahead of its time in the Dark Ages, were being burned by the protestors, all of which were being portrayed in these paintings as blind and ignorant with blank, soulless eyes and small horns protruding from their heads as they brandished maniacal grins.  A terrified scientist ran for his life.


Thurbicus flipped through the entire book before he found a folded up piece of paper in between the last page and the back cover of this book.  Just as Thurbicus started to slowly open the piece of paper, Harry ran back into the room.


“I can’t find him anywhere,” Harry said.


“Because he is with your wife,” Thurbicus just blurted out.  “This book tells the tale of the first werewolf,” Thurbicus tapped the cover of the book.  “It is a tale that has been passed from generation to generation in the society of the wolf-men.  Few other than the werewolves themselves even know of it.”


“And how do you know of it?” asked Harry.


“Because I was there,” Thurbicus said.  He found himself looking at a map that he could not read.  He showed Harry the map.  “Do you recognize this?”


“It says Dirty Gulch.  That’s that small town between Texaco City and Saddle Ravine.  It’s on the other side of those woods, a few miles west of this house.”


“I think we now know where to start our search,” Thurbicus said.


“Indeed we do,” Harry replied.  “I know where I can get myself a sword too.  I just saw two of them mounted above Kent’s fireplace.  You go break into the stables and get the horses, I’ll go get myself a weapon.”


“You know how to use a sword?”


Harry did not hear the question, because by then he was running down the hallways of Kent Winters’ estate, intent on acquiring this sharp weapon.


Samuel Thurbicus and Harry Clockman galloped into the dark forest on horses whose speed was top notch.  They searched the dirt roads that branched out from various points in this forest and then lit torches so that they could search the thicker growth of the forest.  They searched old abandoned barns and found nothing but moss and hay.  They searched caves and found nothing but bats, bats and more bats.


“Legend has it that this scientist was the first to discover the very building blocks of what human beings are made of and when the headhunters raided his castle, his work was destroyed and his discoveries have remained lost to human science, even now, even this long after the Renaissance,” Thurbicus explained to Harry as they were wading knee deep in guano (bat crap), trudging through a deep and hollow cave.


“This was the first man who turned himself into a werewolf?” Harry asked.


“He found some way to tailor the serum that he had made from the wolf’s blood to the very biological clock of a human,” Thurbicus said.  “This is why werewolves transform at midnight and change back at sunrise, for three days every month, ending with the night of the full moon.  Tonight.  Our objective is to murder this first werewolf, when that objective is accomplished, all of the other werewolves will cease to transform.”


Once Harry and Thurbicus had climbed out of the cave, they extinguished their torches and got back onto their steeds.


“We must continue our search to the East,” Thurbicus said, looking up at the moon and then down at the map.


The galloping of both adventurers stopped rather abruptly when Thurbicus yanked on the reigns of his horse.  Harry stopped his horse too, turning it around and asking Thurbicus, “What’s the matter?”


Thurbicus wrinkled his nose up, sniffing the air around him.  “They’re around here somewhere, a whole nest of them.  We are getting close.  Be mindful.”  When Thurbicus laid eyes on a cave that poked its head over a leafy brush…that became the next subject of their relentless search for the den of the vicious wolf-men.


With his sword tightly clamped in his left hand and a torch in his right, Harry Clockman had followed Thurbicus’ example as they made their way deeper and deeper into the dark cave.


These caves had definitely been inhabited by an intelligence, recently at least.  The walls of this cave were not filled with leafy moss and the corrosion of time, like the rest.  There were freshly painted symbols all over these walls.  There were drawings of wolves that were at a party, reveling and dancing and partaking of the meat of their indulgences.  There were human heads on sharpened pikes and human skulls on the ground.  The wind whistled through the cave, howling like the wolves themselves.


“The sun will be coming up in less than fifteen minutes,” Thurbicus said to Harry.  No more than a second after Thurbicus said that did both Harry and Thurbicus hear a tremendous rumbling sound.  Harry watched Thurbicus drop into the hole in that now existed under his feet.  Harry dropped his torch and reached down to grab the falling werewolf hunter, only to slip on a wet piece of slab and fall face first into the hole himself.


They both hit the ground hard.  Harry landed on top of Thurbicus with a sickening thud as their swords clanged against the ground, bouncing around for a few seconds before lying flat.

The Dark Ages.

Somewhere in England.

The 1500’s.

Samuel Thurbicus remembers polishing his shield, particularly the golden cross that existed in the middle of it as the rest of his team spoke amongst themselves.


They were standing outside of an enormous castle that existed high on the top of a hill, not dissimilar to the one that Kent Winters’ inhabits in the year 1883.


“When we vanquish this vile foe,” said one robed holy man, pointing up at the castle after stroking his long beard.  “We will have vanquished witchcraft practicers, the children of Satan, from our Kingdom of God!”


The door to this castle was bashed in with a battering ram and the torch-wielding mob ran inside, setting curtains on fire and screaming bloody murder as they searched for the one they had accused of witchcraft.


Blonde-haired scientist Clancy Whitman sat in his favorite room in the entire world, his laboratory.  He slouched in his favorite chair, gazing at the various vials and tubes that contained chemicals of every variety.  On his walls, charts displayed theories that he had come up with and proven, scientific discoveries that, after being destroyed, would not be rediscovered for hundreds of years after the Renaissance.  He had a partially filled ‘periodic table of elements’ and a diagram of human DNA.  His laboratory, with the exception of the grey bricks that the walls consisted of, looked sort of like a late twentieth/early twenty-first century high school biology class.


Clancy heard the angry mob, the screaming and the destruction downstairs.  He lifted a bubbling and hissing glass vial of a magenta serum to his lips and started to greedily drink it.  Some of the liquid dripped to his chin and soiled his clothes.  He finished it within seconds and he tossed the glass vial into a wall, where it smashed, the slivers raining and twinkling to the ground below.


When Samuel Thurbicus broke down the door to Dr. Whitman’s laboratory, he found it empty with the exception of all of the Dr. Whitman’s equipment.  The man was gone.


“Witchcraft!” screamed the three violent men that had assisted Thurbicus in knocking down the door.  They immediately started smashing the vials and the chemicals inside caught fire as they splashed all over the place.  The posters on the walls and the tables and chairs that they tipped over were the next to burn and the men ran out from the laboratory in order to escape the solemn wall of sweltering flame that now consumed the laboratory.


One of the angry, violent protesters stood just a few feet in front of the door and started laughing.  “Find him!” he shouted, getting the other members of his team just as riled up as he was.  “Yeeeeeeeeeeeeah!”


Samuel Thurbicus turned his head back slightly and watched a six and a half foot tall figure emerge from the glare of the flames.  It was only when Thurbicus’ eyes adjusted that he watched this hairy figure swat at the screaming demonstrator, taking his head completely off of his shoulders and sending the headless corpse crashing to the ground in a trail of blood.  The blue hair of this beast bristled on its back as it leaned forward and opened its gaping jaws, its enormous drooling snout and let out a roar that was loud enough to pop the eardrums of the average man.


The other protestors ran away screaming and were swiftly hunted by the werewolf who took at least one bite out of each and every one of them, tearing off limbs, tossing their bodies here and there with a swift motion of his neck and impairing their ability to escape the castle of this genetically altered beast.  Samuel Thurbicus found himself ducking into a room of some kind, not sure whether or not he was the only one left, in a desperate attempt to escape the predator.  He had closed the door behind him before he realized what kind of a room this was.


Samuel was standing on a stone bridge that overlooked a drop of hundreds of feet on either side.  Underneath the bridge were entire vats of chemicals, bubbling as they released steam into the air around them.  Above the bridge there were magnificent candle lamps that illuminated the entire area.


“What is all this?” Samuel mumbled to himself as he headed across that bridge to the door that he could see on the other side.


Samuel heard a blast when the door that he had entered through shattered into a million splinters and there stood the wolf, with a rifle strapped across his shoulder.  Samuel pulled out his sword and stood at the ready.  The wolf started running across the bridge with his rifle still strapped to his back, grunting and grumbling.  Samuel held the sword up and let out a scream that echoed throughout the entire castle.


“DIE, YOU VICIOUS SPAWN OF SATAN!!!” he screamed before running into a collision course with the wolf.  The wolf ducked the first skillful swipe of the sword and, with one powerful thrust of his claw, the furry marauder knocked Thurbicus right off of the bridge and fell into the largest of three vats that were there.  After the initial splash, Thurbicus disappeared into the gooey substance, never to resurface.


The wolf aimed his rifle at the chandeliers that existed above the vats of chemicals and fired shots that severed ropes, causing these flaming lamps to come crashing down into the vats.  An explosion resulted that reduced the bridge to smithereens and sprayed fire through the windows, illuminating the surrounding dark and gothic woodland, but by the time that happened, the wolf had run away and was heading towards his planned escape.  He pulled a lever that caused all of these vats to empty, through a drainage pipeline, into a nearby swamp.  These chemicals blended together, so that the formulas that Clancy Whitman had come up with would be forever lost.  It was only when Clancy the wolf had been running through the woods for a few minutes that the sunrise began, resulting in the wolf-man returning to his original human form.


When the chemicals were expelled from the drainpipes, the limp body of Samuel Thurbicus started to emerge from the slippery ooze.  His clothes had been entirely burned off by the corrosive slime, with the exception of the now-chemically-disfigured cross that he wore around his neck, but Samuel himself was not the least bit scarred.  Samuel managed to get onto dry land; naked as the day he was born and smoking like a chimney.  Samuel picked his sword, which had been incredibly corroded by the onslaught of chemicals, out of the river of ooze.  Steam came from his now nuclear touch, burning the handle of the sword further and snapping it in two.  Thurbicus’ footsteps burned deep smoking holes in the dirt beneath his feet as he walked.  He took a split second to turn around and watch the wolf’s castle burn.


It wasn’t until Thurbicus had washed all of the chemicals off of himself that he no longer burned things uncontrollably.  He could once again wear clothes.  The chemicals resulted in this man’s increased speed as well as his immortality.  The career of an expert werewolf hunter began with the beginning of his obsession, his lust for the blood of the unholy and his quest for revenge.


Thurbicus rummaged the remains of Clancy Whitman’s castle, looking for something that he could use in his pursuit of the wolf-man.  He found nothing about the wolf serum, only a solitary page from a book of Whitman’s discoveries that outlined a plan for building an amazing weapon.  Like most of Dr. Whitman’s work, this weapon was both amazing and centuries ahead of its time.

A cave underneath Dirty Gulch, California.

1883.

When Harry woke up on the floor of the cave, the first thing that he saw was the only thing in this cave that was illuminated by torches.  It was his wife, tied to a pair of pillars by rope.  After letting out a groan, Thurbicus started to move as well.  Harry climbed off of him and started feeling his way through the darkness, towards his captive wife.


“Harry!” Cindy screamed.  With that, torches started to illuminate all over the circular cave, revealing that werewolves surrounded both Harry and Thurbicus on the upper level of this cave, on a platform.  Each werewolf had fur that was a different color, from red to brown to green.  The cave was filled with the sound of growling as these vicious, drooling, large fanged werewolves dropped down from these platforms as Harry pulled out his sword.  By then, Thurbicus had gotten up and drew his weapon as well.


A wolf with blue fur stayed above, next to the captive wife of Harry Clockman as the other wolves made their way towards both Harry and Thurbicus.  He gestured with his paws as the wolves obeyed whatever commands they were receiving from their undisputed and immortal master.


Harry took to the air and wrapped his legs around the neck of one wolf, leaning over the wolf’s shoulder and driving his sword downward through the wolf’s back.  The tip of the sword poked through the wolf’s gut, spilling blood onto the rocky cave floor before Harry pulled the sword out and dropped back to his feet, not realizing that his own ears were now larger and pointy.


Harry spun around and used the wounded body of one werewolf to block the ferocious thrusts of a second.  Fur was flying.  The wounded wolf’s body was reduced to mangled bloody shreds within seconds and the first wolf did not have time to hit the ground before Harry leapt forward and drove his sword through the chest of this second wolf.


Hair protruded from the top of Harry Clockman’s hands within the second that it took him to tighten his grip on the handle of that sword, hurling the soon-dead werewolf at the third werewolf that attacked, a werewolf with green fur.  That werewolf used his razor sharp claws to tear right through the bone and muscle tissue of that wolf within seconds and just kept coming.  All pieces of that wolf hit the ground before the green wolf was pummeled by seven small daggers that all stuck directly into his spine, perfectly in a straight line.  These daggers made him look like he had spikes on his back, similar to that of a lizard and the wolf fell at Harry’s feet.  Harry looked at his sharp and pointy fingernails before scratching his now hairy neck.  Thurbicus had thrown those daggers, saving Harry’s life before pointing upward.


“Save your wife,” Thurbicus said as he continued to use his sword to maim and decapitate werewolves that attacked him one after the other.  Harry bent his knees slightly and leapt up to that upper level that the wolves had come from.  More hair protruded from his face and arms and back during that leap and Harry landed next to the wolf’s master as a full werewolf.


Harry could not speak, only growl, but he and the wolf leader started clawing at each other immediately.  Harry dropped onto his back and flipped the leader into a wall behind him.  When the leader painfully slumped to the ground, Harry was hit in the eye with a small but painful sliver of sunlight.  He covered his eyes and let out a very ‘canine’ yelp.


The daytime sun was emerging over the dark clouds of night.  Harry’s ears turned back to their normal shape.  Kent’s hairline retracted back into his skin.  This daylight turned both Harry Clockman and the master werewolf Kent Winters back into human form.  The werewolves on the lower level, including the two that were still alive, also turned human.  The living ones ran away from the avenging, werewolf-hunting hand of Samuel Thurbicus.


“Mr. Winters!” shouted Harry after he had chopped the ropes that bound his wife.  “It was you!”


Thurbicus reached into his pocket and pulled out something that was way too big to fit into his breast pocket the way that it did.  It was a bazooka, a nuclear bazooka that Thurbicus began to arm as he flipped a few of the switches.  Green vials of power fuel began to illuminate as the weapon was armed.


Kent Winters reached into his breast pocket, pulled out a pistol and cocked the hammer back, pointing it at Harry.  “I am taking her with me!”


Harry darted forward with his sword clasped tightly within his sweaty grasp just as Kent’s gun went off.  Harry’s arm went numb when he was shot, dropped his sword and hit the ground.


“Harry!” Cindy screamed.


Thurbicus aimed his enormous steel bazooka at Kent.  Easing the trigger back, Thurbicus was prepared to blow Kent Winters right through the big rock behind him.


Kent took two steps towards Cindy and then sniffed the air around him, diving out of the way of the first blast before it blew a hole in the rock.


“Surrender!” shouted Thurbicus, holding his two-ton weapon up to his eye and marveling to himself at the speed in which Kent Winters slithered through the hole that he had blown in the rock.  This hole allowed him to climb upwards through some dirt and branches, resurfacing on the ground outside of this cave.  Thurbicus blew a second hole in the rock before hopping up to the ground level with the quick reflexes of a jungle cat.  Kent was running away.  Thurbicus rested his weapon on his shoulder and pursued him through the dew-filled morning woodland.


By the time that Thurbicus caught up with the human form of the first werewolf, a pair of bat-like wings had burst out from the back of Kent Winters.  He was fluttering away.  Thurbicus aimed his nuclear bazooka and screamed, “DIE, YOU WINGED SPAWN OF SATAN!!!” before pulling the trigger three times.  Burning nuclear cannonballs screamed through the air and, when Kent Winters moved to the left and to the right, he was able to dodge them.  Thurbicus kept running after Kent, firing his nuclear bazooka upwards, into the air.  Kent pulled out a dagger, turned around and started to swoop down towards Thurbicus.  He spun to the left and to the right, dodging each and every shot that Thurbicus fired at him.


With the exception of one, the split second that Kent had buried his dagger into the arm of Thurbicus, one of the nuclear cannonballs blew one of the wolf-man’s wings right off.  He hit the ground rather promptly.  Throwing down the dagger that he had pulled out of his arm, Thurbicus turned a knob on his weapon that cranked up the juice.  Small meters on the weapon attempted to measure the incredible amount of power that this weapon put out…and failed miserably.


There was a green smoke protruding from the stubby little appendage where Kent’s wing once existed.  Thurbicus aimed his bazooka downwards at the fallen scientist; stepping on his neck with his boot, so that Kent could not speak, only gasp for air.


“I realize that we were wrong to raid your castle that fateful evening of the full moon, three hundred years ago!” Thurbicus told Kent.  “I also realize that I and those who acted with me are, in part, responsible for your rampage of destruction, anarchy and chaos.  We were caught up in a system that was responsible for the stopping of civilization’s forward progress for almost a thousand years.  Know that I have lived my life, from that evening on, trying to redeem myself in the eyes of the Lord for the sins that I committed in His holy name.  You were trying to forward science, but the blind and the ignorant accused you of witchcraft.  I pray that humanity will catch up with your discoveries in a time when they are ready for them, not abusing them the way that you have, understandable as your quest for revenge might seem to some or many.”


Thurbicus eased the trigger on his nuclear bazooka back very, very slowly.


The time was now.


By the time that Thurbicus had caught up with Kent, Harry and Cindy were being driven back to their house in a horse drawn buggy by Mr. Winters’ hunchbacked butler Wingnut.


“I don’t know what’s gonna happen,” Harry told Cindy, cradling his gunshot wound.  He showed her the scratch on his hand.  “The first wolf that I ever encountered scratched my hand during our scuffle.  I think that’s why I transformed during that battle the way that I did.  I don’t know if it will happen again.”


Just then, a sonic blast from close to a mile away rocked the carriage and turned the entire morning sky a neon green.  The nuclear weapon that Thurbicus had constructed from one page that he had found in the remains of Clancy Whitman’s castle created a crater in the middle of the woods on the outskirts of San Valley, California that would be studied by scientists for decades upon decades to come.  Trees were shredded like paper, their dust was scattered to the wind and a great cloud of smoke emerged from that crater when the neon green bubble vanished.


Cindy wrapped her arms around her husband, carefully because he was hurt, and gave him a kiss on the cheek.


“We’ll have to wait till the next full moon.”

Nine full moons later.

The doctor was about to leave.  He was packing his belongings into the black leather bag that he brought.  His work was complete.  Harry would have thanked the doctor if he had thought of it, but he was sort of preoccupied by Cindy and their new son, whom she had named Wolfgang.


No, just kidding.  They named him Stevie.


Stephen Bartholomew Clockman.


Cindy looked down adoringly at the plump cheeks and curious little eyes of their new son, wrapped in a blanket.  Harry reached over and pushed a small portion of the blanket away from his son’s ear as he brushed his cheek.


That was when both Harry and Cindy noticed something strange.  They gasped when they saw the pointy ear of their newborn baby son.  The child had very little hair, but this hair was thick and bristly, protruding from the side of his head.


“This is impossible!” Harry exclaimed, backing away from the bed that Cindy was sitting in and grabbing his head with both hands.  “You were pregnant before we knew anything about the werewolves.  What could they have possibly done to you?”  Harry looked down at the scratch he had gotten on his hand and started to panic, right there, in front of his wife, newborn son and family doctor.


“Harry, calm down,” Cindy said just as Harry turned around and, kicking open the door, he stormed outside.


Cindy looked down at little Stevie and kissed him on the forehead.


“Don’t worry,” she whispered.  “Your daddy still loves you.”


The baby laughed or maybe he just hiccupped, revealing something else that surprised the new mother.


The cutest little fangs you ever saw.


Harry galloped on a mighty steed, all the way back to the cave in which the werewolf battle had taken place.


The crater was still smoking.  Harry galloped over to it and peered down at the smoking skeleton that remained in the direct center of it.  Radiation had resulted in this skeleton glowing at least three neon colors all at once.


Harry wondered why there was only one smoking skeleton here, one of at least a thousand questions on his mind.


He galloped around the surrounding area, looking for Thurbicus, but the werewolf hunter was nowhere to be found.

The Dracula’s Cape Club.

October 31, 2560.  11:57:52pm.

As surprised as Harry was to meet up with Chad Descoteaux again in the year 2560, Harry sat across from him at the Goth club that Dr. Ryan Turcotte had invited him to go to earlier that month.  Ryan and Lacey were dancing in the middle of the floor and Harry was drinking with Chad.


Lacey was wearing a black tube top with fishnets covering her shoulders, her midriff and her bare legs.  She also wore black spandex shorts and black high heels.  The beret in her hair was in the shape of a big rubber bat whose wings flapped back and forth as she danced.


“I like going places by myself every so often,” Chad told Harry.  “People used to think I was weird because I would go to movies by myself.  I just like to clear my head.  I would imagine that if my wife had just given birth, I would want to do the same thing.”


“Yeah,” Harry replied, pouring the last bit of his beer into a glass.  “I hear ya, man!”


Suddenly, someone who had hastily pushed his way through the crowd of Goth partygoers ran up to Harry’s table and spoke to him, out of breath as he was.


It was hard to hear him over the blaring guitars and pounding bass that was coming from the fifty-foot speakers at the front of the club, but Thurbicus managed to make himself heard to Harry.


“You…are…in…great danger!” Thurbicus said, pulling off his hat.  “The werewolf…is after you!”


“What?” Harry responded.  “You killed the first werewolf.  You said the others would cease to transform if you killed the original.”


“Seven hundred…years…later, I had…to travel…back…and…stop myself…from murdering the unholy spawn,” Thurbicus explained.  “I should…have…never used…a time traveler…to defeat the immortal.  I should have…been…more careful.  I did not…see the paradox.  You no longer…existed when…”


Suddenly, a body hovered over the table that Harry and Chad were sitting at and tackled the werewolf hunter.  Lifting the werewolf hunter over his head once he found his footing, this person hurled Thurbicus up to a steel chandelier that had cobwebs dangling from it.  Some of the people who were dancing and drinking all around them stopped what they were doing and laid eyes on the scene, as Thurbicus hung from steel spikes by his coat.


Kent Winters/Clancy Whitman turned around and smiled at Harry.  He thrust his arms outwards and then dropped the coat that he was wearing, revealing a sleeveless shirt and a wolf tattoo that Harry recognized from the arm of his own father, Gary.


“Hello, son!” Gary said with a devilish smirk.  “Daddy’s back!”


“You and Kent Winters…you were the same person,” Harry said.


“Gee, how long did it take you to figure that out?”


“Well, I figured Kent Winters was a distant relative of mine,” Harry answered.  “That would explain why he looked like you.  That would explain why I would cease to exist when Thurbicus killed him and that would also explain why my newborn son has pointy ears and a lot of hair.”


“The werewolf gene usually skips a generation,” Gary said.  “I think when my servant scratched you, it reawakened yours, which is why you were transformed by the adrenaline during that battle.  I did not know then that you were my son, but as your mother and I raised you, the more you began to resemble the one that I had battled seven hundred years ago.  That was why I put so much pressure on you to take over the hardware store.  I wanted to keep you near me, so that I could teach you to use your powers so that we may take our proper place as humanity’s dominant superiors.”


“I was never very ambitious, dad,” Harry said.  “You know that.  I value my free time.  I don’t want to rule the world any more than I want to climb the corporate ladder.”


“I know, son.  I know,” Gary answered.  “I respect that.”


Thurbicus managed to squirm out of his coat and he dropped down from the chandelier.


“Excuse me,” Gary said to his son before turning around and kicking Thurbicus in the stomach before he even hit the ground.  He fell back on the nearest table and broke it just as the clock struck twelve.  Drinks and glass flew all over the place as people ran in all directions.  “Duty calls,” Gary remarked a split second before he transformed into a werewolf, right then and there, in front of Harry’s eyes.  The wolf attacked Thurbicus and a horrific battle initiated right in the middle of the Dracula’s Cape Club that resulted in the entire club clearing out, people running for their lives.


Harry turned to Chad just then, “You were telling me that you have writer’s block?  Well, I have a story for you.  It is a story that will grip you like a metallic clamp.  It’s about a man who was seeking financial simplicity, working a job as a time travel safari guide for the sole purpose of paying his bills.  It continues with talking space raptors in an alternate universe where prehistoric beasts have taken over, followed by a storybook wedding.  It concludes with a climax so enthralling that it makes the horrors that preceded it seem calm as a summer’s night.”


Dr. Ryan Turcotte was surprised to see that Chad was taking detailed notes, hanging on Harry Clockman’s every word and writing them down on a small pad of paper.


“Slow down,” said Chad.  “This is golden!”


“So, let me get this straight.  You’re destined to become one of the greatest writers in history and you’re getting story ideas from a guy that you met in a bar?” Ryan Turcotte could not help but comment, folding his arms and nodding.


Chad looked down at his paper and then shrugged.


“Dude, how do you think H.G. Wells got started?” was all that Chad Miles Descoteaux could think of to say.


“All I need is a title!  How about…
HARRY CLOCKMAN: time travel safari guide.

Not bad, how about…

HARRY CLOCKMAN: time traveling wolf-man.

Naw, that is WAY too 1950’s, Ed Wood, sci-fi…let’s try…

HARRY CLOCKMAN: time traveling werewolf hunter.

Or…
HARRY CLOCKMAN: from sa-faris to ‘so-furry’.

Now THAT one REALLY sucks.”

