Ripples from Magic Water:

THE FINAL CHAPTER

Crawling up a vertical wall as two hungry velociraptors leapt up to snap their powerful jaws at his legs, Ricky Hubert was relieved to observe that these lizards did not seem to be able to jump high enough to get him.


Just don’t fall, he thought.  Just don’t fall.

“Dear me!” said the British accent of a talking velociraptor named Dilbert as he stroked the bottom of his snout with his claw.  “It appears that at least one of these humans has outsmarted us.”


A second raptor, named Rupert, let out a growl and then put forth his most valiant effort to bring this human being down.  As he leapt, he screamed, “Not today!”  But his leaping efforts were in vain.


Behind Rupert and Dilbert, a whole horde of prehistoric scavengers were feasting on the human residents of this underground or “primal” city, humans who had been hiding in this cave since dinosaurs were resurrected on what had come to be known as ‘Dino Day’.


Ricky climbed very carefully.  He reached out for rocks that he knew that he could grab safely and then placed his feet on a higher point on the vertical rock wall that separated the ‘Primal City’ from the surrounding raptor-infested desert.


The two raptors that had taken an interest in Ricky just stayed at the bottom of the wall, smacking their snouts with their long tongues and waiting for him to fall.


They were certainly surprised to see a flying vehicle lowering itself from above, shielding the raptors from the hot sun.


What in the world is that? Ricky thought.


When thick cables dropped out of this hovering pod and human police officers wearing bulletproof vests started scaling those cables, Ricky was puzzled, albeit relieved, to see human beings that were not presently being eaten by velociraptors.


The police officers were able to help Ricky into their hovering pod and the two hungry dinosaurs watched in astonishment as the hovering pod lifted back into the sky, only to disappear with an ear-piercing roar of the rear rockets.


“What in the name of the stegosaurus was that?” Rupert asked.


“I’ve never seen humans with vehicles like that,” Dilbert said.  “Not outside of the legends about what this planet was like before our master brought it to its knees millenniums ago.”


Ricky found himself strapped into a leather seat inside of this hover pod as the police officers pulled off their helmets, revealing their faces.


“Good to see that we got this guy out in one piece,” said a female police officer with long blonde hair as she placed her rifle on the seat next to her.  “Didn’t even have to shoot any of those monsters.”


“We’re going to get you home,” a second police officer said to Ricky.  He was a man who appeared to be of Latino descent.  “Just sit tight.”


“Who are you?” asked Ricky.


The Spanish cop smiled at Ricky as he strapped himself into his seat.  He reached up and pressed a few buttons that had been built into the roof.  A digital console read ‘September 2, 2555’.


There were two other cops up front driving this pod.


“We’re the Time Travel Police,” was the response that Ricky got.


It was just then that the ride aboard this hover pod got turbulent.  Ricky found his head getting light and his stomach getting nauseous as the pod rattled violently.


Looking out the window in the front of the pod, Ricky saw what looked like an electrical storm brewing outside the pod.  The lightning bolts were in many different colors and crackled constantly, like the rapid fire of an automatic machine gun.


With a loud blast and a sudden drop that made Ricky’s stomach do the same, Ricky could see that they were now hovering over a metropolitan city, a city with many similar flying pods zipping this way and that way.


“Manhattan,” remarked the male cop.


“Manhattan?” Ricky said before looking up at the digital screen.  “This is the year 2555?”


“Yup,” the female cop answered.  “Quite a long way from home, I know.”


“Whoa,” Ricky said.


“We have some people who want to talk to you,” Ricky was informed.  “About how you ended up in that dinosaur infested future world.”


“Future?” Ricky asked.


“Yeah,” the female cop replied.  “We don’t have all of the information yet, but apparently, somewhere between the twenty-sixth and the thirty-seventh century, a great cataclysm will befall the human race that will result in those of the prehistoric brood to be resurrected from their fossilized state and reek havoc on the planet that they once ruled.”


“I was being chased by dinosaurs.  I naturally assumed that I was in the past,” Ricky stated, nodding and rubbing his head.


“Understandable,” the lady cop replied.


“Dude, this is just like the surprise ending from that movie ‘Planet of the Apes’, the original one, starring Charlton Heston, the Clint Eastwood of science fiction,” Ricky added.  The two cops didn’t know how to reply to that, so they just looked at each other and shrugged.  They had never seen the original ‘Planet of the Apes’, only the crappy remake from the year 2001.  It was genius director Tim Burton’s worst film.


It was just then that Ricky noticed that both of these cops were wearing nametags.  The Spanish cop was named Willis Hernandez and the lady was named Heather Kent.


“How did I get there?” Ricky asked.  “The last thing that I remember, my boss was stuffing me into this machine that I was working with, that was supposed to dispose of toxic waste.”


“Bubba Kardosi?”


“How did you know?”


“Let’s just say that he’s a target of ours,” Willis remarked as the hover pod landed on the top of a tall building.  “That time portal that he is working with must be destroyed.”  The doors opened and Heather introduced Ricky to a scientist by the name of Ryan Turcotte.


Ryan Turcotte adjusted his glasses and nervously rubbed his sweaty hands on his white lab coat before welcoming Ricky to the headquarters of the ‘Time Travel Police’.


Ryan showed Ricky all of his equipment and tried to explain in the simplest terms how it worked.


He explained about ripples.  Ripples are changes in time.  When someone goes back in time and changes something, it causes a ripple.  Ripples are illegal according to the time travel laws of the year 2555, laws that the Time Travel Police are sworn to enforce.


“That was how we found you,” Ryan explained to Ricky.  “By tracking the ripple.  This same ripple should also allow us to track down the criminal activities of our old friend Bubba Kardosi.”


The Time Cop that had driven the pod, a redheaded male named Tony Wright, was hauling a few boxes out of this pod.  These were boxes that contained weapons that would soon be installed on the bottom of this pod for a future mission.


Tony’s heart nearly jumped into his chest when he heard a metallic clang.  He turned around and quickly shined a light towards that shadowy portion of the hover pod’s cargo area.


He saw nothing.


“Hey, Freddie,” Tony said to another time cop.  “You hear something?”


“Naw,” Freddie replied, taking the crate from Tony’s hand as Tony went back into the pod for another one.


Tony bent over to pick up a crate and suddenly felt like he was being watched.


Then he heard a low rumbling sound.


Tony turned over his shoulder and watched in astonishment as a velociraptor lifted its head up from behind one of the crates.  This raptor changed colors, allowing it to blend in with the metallic wall behind him.  These colors changed to colors that would be natural for a velociraptor, the green and the brown, as the lizard stepped onto that crate.


Leaning down and baring its fangs, the raptor let out a hissing noise as Tony looked around frantically for a weapon.  The raptor jumped down and wrapped its jaws around the head of the fleeing cop.


“Yo, Tony,” Freddie said, walking towards the pod that had just landed.  “Johnny’s gonna get lunch for you, me and Mike.  What kinda pizza youse guys want?”


Freddie was knocked flat on his rear when the velociraptor leapt out from the pod, landing on his feet and wiping some blood off of his snout before Freddie pulled out his gun and fired.  The raptor ducked the first few bullets before changing colors and melting into the surrounding area.


“Intruder alert!  Intruder alert!” Freddie screamed into a radio.  “There is a velociraptor in the building!”


Soon, every police officer in the facility was armed with machine guns, running around and looking for the reptilian stowaway.  They had been informed of the raptor’s ‘chameleon’ powers and it was for this reason that they remained heavily armed.


The raptor was seen escaping the facility, running across the parking lot, ducking behind the hover cars that were marked there.  Snipers opened fire, raining bullets down from their tower posts, but the ferocious prehistoric predator was able to escape, leaping over the eleven-foot tall, electrified fence from fifty feet away.


There was a ferocious talking dinosaur loose in New York City.  For this reason, all members of the Time Travel Police came to the same conclusion.


It was time to inform the NYPD.


“I find it quite amusing to watch some of the time travel movies that were made in the twentieth century.  Back then, they had no idea about the principles of thermodynamics that eventually made time travel possible.  If we actually tried some of the things that they did in these movies, the Earth itself would no longer exist.”


This was the conversation that Harry Clockman heard as he sat in a coffee shop that was about three blocks away from his home.  He had just come back from Ancient Greece, taking a rich couple on a time travel safari of one of their favorite time periods.


This was the business that Harry Clockman had chosen for himself.  It was a business in which he used his expertise in the field of time travel for entertainment purposes instead of putting his life on the line the way that the Time Police did.  It was a business that, for Harry, gave him enough money to live comfortably, but it also provided him with a flexible schedule that did not stress him out.  He had time to relax.  He had time to have fun.  He could do what he wanted to do.


He was Harry Clockman: Time Travel Safari Guide.


Harry was tired.  More tired than he usually was when he came back from a job.  He was so tired that he couldn’t even wait to get home to have a cup of coffee…and he only lived three blocks away.


“I saw one particular film in which two boneheads named Bill and Ted travel back in time to acquire historical figures for a high school history report that they had,” the conversation continued.  “It had to be the worst one.”


“Pardon me, sir,” someone else chimed in.  “But where do boneheads go to acquire a time machine?”


“Actually, it was given to them by a man from the future by the name of…Rufus.”


There was a television on inside this coffee shop, broadcasting the six o’clock news.  Harry joined the rest of the customers in this coffee shop by watching the report with keen interest.


The cyborg news reporter, holding a microphone in his robotic hand and gesturing with his human one, told the tale of an emergency meeting of the Science Council, a group of scientists who regulated the use of scientific knowledge for the benefit of all humans on their planet.  After a brief report about a horrible virus that had ravaged a small town in Maine, Science Council chairman Ryan Turcotte was interviewed outside of the Council’s headquarters in Queens.


“There is no reason for civilizations to be alarmed,” Ryan told the news camera just two minutes after a few other scientists had gone into gory detail about how quickly this particular virus turned human intestines into a pasty mush.  “This is just a precautionary measure.”


Ryan Turcotte was the first speaker at this Science Council meeting, showing his fellow scientists data pertaining to the disruption of radio signals about the same time that the virus started.  More data told the Science Council how quickly the infected area was spreading and that it would cover New England and reach New York City in a matter of days.


“We have to quarantine those people who have been infected,” Ryan told the Council.  “We have to send at least four containment teams in there and collect more data.  Whatever is causing this magnetic disturbance of our radio signals is also carrying this virus.  We have to figure out how this is being done, before too many people are killed by it!  This is the single greatest biological threat that our world has ever encountered!”


When Harry considered himself caffinated enough to drive home, Harry hopped into his 2553 Volkswagen Hover Beetle and headed down the road.  It was getting dark.  The sun had set and Harry was driving down a road that was covered in darkness.


The second that Harry decided to turn his lights on, something darted out in front of his car.  Harry could see enough of the creature to see that it looked to be a lizard.


He hit it.  The lizard put its claws up and let out a squeal as it slipped beneath the car after an earsplitting THUD.


“Geez,” Harry said, reaching behind him to grab a rifle off of his backseat.  He loaded it with elephant tranquilizers that he had acquired for a job where he was taking a rich businessman on a tour of dinosaur times.  “What the heck is that?”


Harry’s driver’s side door slid open and Harry stepped out.  He tiptoed around the front of the car and saw nothing in front of his car, nor underneath.  Harry looked around and was extremely puzzled.


“Where is that overgrown iguana?” he asked out loud before hopping back into his car and driving the rest of the way home.  “Weird, man.”


Harry got out of the car in front of his apartment building.  He was too tired to notice the velociraptor that had been clinging to the roof of his car, turned invisible.  He was too tired to notice the glassy silhouette of the prehistoric predator change colors and hop off the car, only to disappear into the nearest New York City alleyway.


He heard the sounds when the raptor knocked over garbage cans, but paid them no mind, for such noises were commonplace in this New York City neighborhood.  He just checked his mail as he punched in his security code.  The door to his building opened and Harry walked towards the elevator, yearning for the moment when his sleepy head would hit the pillow.

Time Travel Police Headquarters.

Because Ricky Hubert has had dealings with Bubba Kardosi, who was on the Time Travel Police ‘Most Wanted List’, Officer Willis Hernandez showed Ricky the files that they had on this dangerous time traveling criminal.


Ricky was sitting in Willis’ office, leaning back in his chair with the file folder on his lap, lifting through page after page of police reports and newspaper clippings.


“Time travel is incredibly micro-managed by the government in our time,” Willis explained.  “We have to get through all of this red tape first, forms, paperwork, stamps, the whole kit-and-caboodle before we can take you back home to 1999.”


“That’s okay,” Ricky said, standing up and looking out the window at the futuristic New York City skyline.  He admired the multi-colored tall buildings that beautifully reflected the light of the sun and the high level of traffic, consisting of many hovering cars that floated past those buildings.  “I’m just loving the scenery.”


“Those flying cars don’t burn gasoline like the cars in your time,” Willis said.  “We’ve developed cars that burn the same kind of material that McDonald’s hamburgers are made of in your time.”


“My goodness!” Ricky exclaimed.  “You drive automobiles that burn Styrofoam?”


“Yes,” Willis replied.  “We still have McDonald’s on every street corner, just like you do in 1999.  But in the future, they are vehicle refueling stations.”


“Wow!” Ricky exclaimed, scratching his chin.


He was intrigued.


Men wearing radiation suits stormed out of hovering pods that had landed on the outskirts of what scientists deemed to be “ground zero”, the infected area.


Dead people littered the ground in front of them as they trudged through what appeared to be a ghost town.  The silence was deafening.  There was nothing but death and decay as far as the eye could see.  The people who littered the ground were people whose bodies had melted to the point of appearing nearly skeletal.  Certain officials from the Science Council took readings from the magnetic waves in the air that Ryan believed was causing the plague while others collected some of the infected corpses to take back to the laboratory for analysis.


Ironically, when these seemingly dead bodies were taken out of the infected area and back to the lab, they started getting better.  Once they were away from the force that was causing the virus, they emerged from their horrible comas and started getting better slowly but surely.


But that did not change the fact that the Science Council had no idea how to stop that magnetic force that was slowly spreading over New England and would soon be getting closer and closer to the Big Apple.


Men wearing radiation suits busted into a ‘natural history museum’ and searched the area in a prompt and orderly fashion for any sick people, or any people whatsoever.


Analytical as these scientists were, they noticed what the average person probably would not.  When they were searching the one area of this museum that showcased prehistoric dinosaur skeletons, one scientist noticed translucent goo dripping from the spike bone of one stegosaurus.  One scientist poked the goo with one of his devices and asked the other, “You know what that reminds me of?  The way that slop moved when I touched it.”


“What?”


“Lizard skin.”


When the scientist heard a scream from the other room, the little study group was broken up as both scientists rushed to the aid of their colleague.


They stopped where he stood, looking up in the same direction that he was.  Their mouths dropped just like his as they stared up at a tyrannosaurus skeleton, the arm of which had completely grown back the skin, muscle and claw of the original prehistoric hunter.  Where the arm ended, translucent goo continued to drip, leaking off the elbow and splattering on the floor.


“Dude,” said one scientist to the other.  “That’s freaky.”


Ryan was looking over some data that he hoped would assist him in stopping the virus for good when his office phone rang.


“Hello?”


Ryan had a forty-five minute discussion, on speakerphone, with the leaders of both the Time Travel Police and the NYPD.


They discussed the reports that they had gotten about raptor attacks the night before.  Eight police officers, members of both squads had been either killed or dismembered by the horrible beast, a monster that promptly disappeared into the surrounding shadows.


“The darn thing stowed away on one of our time transports,” Ryan was told.  “Killed one of my men before it took off.”


“They’re saying that this raptor knows how to change color,” the NYPD Chief added.  “This is unlike anything that we’ve ever faced.”


“Like I said, guys,” Ryan stated.  “I have been really busy trying to figure out this virus business.  Plus, I don’t know what I can do to capture a prehistoric scavenger.  I’m a scientist, not a caveman.”


“No, but we were hoping that you could help us contact someone who can…” The Time Travel Chief told Ryan.  “Someone who travels through time without the constraints of all of our red tape…someone who knows the space-time continuum on an appreciative level, not just as an avenue in which to chase criminals.  Someone who has analyzed it and is knowledgeable enough to take this animal down.”


“You mean…” Ryan started to say.  Ryan could almost hear the Time Chief smirk.


“We want you to contact Harry Clockman.”


Harry Clockman was so tired that he slept through his phone ringing off the hook about seven times before getting up in the middle of the night and using the bathroom.  He noticed the red light flashing on his telephone and pressed his thumb up against the button.  The button fired a small laser into Harry’s thumb, scanning his thumbprint before giving him his messages.  It was a little precautionary measure so that Harry could make sure that he was the only one who could check his answering machine.


All of the messages were from Ryan Turcotte, telling him that the Time Travel Police had a very important job for him and that he should report to the ‘Science Council Headquarters’ as quickly as he could.


Harry turned on the television as he was getting dressed and watched a news report which explained that there had been “another attack from a giant lizard”.


Although groggy, this news woke Harry up, as he remembered the giant lizard that he had seen for a split second before it nearly disappeared into thin air.


The news reporter went on and on about how many people that this lizard had attacked and that he was “believed to have the same color-changing ability as a chameleon”.


Harry had already phoned Ryan Turcotte and told him that he would be there in fifteen minutes.  He could not watch the rest of this report, no matter how much he wanted to, because he was running late.  So, with a nod of astonishment, Harry shut off the TV.


“Damn.”


Harry drove to the Time Travel Police Headquarters and soon found himself walking down the halls alongside the Science Council chairman who worked with the Time Police most frequently, Dr. Turcotte.


Harry Clockman had met Ryan Turcotte at the Time Travel Academy, the school that was a prerequisite for joining the Time Police.  At the time, Ryan was a professor of time analysis technology and he explained to his many classes how ripples were formed, how the time computers detected them and how these changes in time could be repaired.


Harry was Ryan’s most promising student.  In fact, he was the most promising student that any of the professors at the Academy had, which was why he was named the valedictorian of his graduating class.


Quite a surprise then, that Harry Clockman did not accept the job that he was offered of a high-paying supervisor’s position with the Time Travel Police.  He shocked his entire graduating class when he announced during his speech that he was not going to join the force, but rather start his own time travel safari business.


However, in exchange for his help on extra difficult cases like this one, Harry Clockman has a time travel license that does not need to be renewed, saving him an extra three hundred bucks every year that he would have to pay otherwise.


“I’ve never heard of a raptor that can change color like that,” Harry told Ryan.  “Not that I’ve ever tried to get too close to one.  I’ve only been back to dinosaur times twice and we just stuck with the herbivores.”  Harry paused for a second.  “Then again, this is a raptor from the future.  Maybe something changed them…something to do with whatever resurrected them.”


Ryan lifted his head up from some notes that he had been gazing down at.  He could see his office off in the distance.  They still had quite a few feet to walk.


“Then again, you said that the cops rescued this kid from being hunted by this thing,” Harry continued.  “Let me see that map again…the one with all of the raptor attacks…”


Ryan fished around the papers that he had attached to his clipboard and pulled out a map of the Manhattan area that had red numbers showing where each successive attack had taken place.


“Well, here’s your pattern, Ryan,” Harry said to Dr. Turcotte, tapping the map.  “The first three attacks happened further away than some of the others, but then with attacks number 4 through 7, he was coming closer to this building, where the kid was being held.  Somebody must have driven him away with attack number 5, but attacks 6 through 12 are all skimming the perimeter within a mile or so from here.”


“Yeah,” Ryan said, adjusting his glasses.  “You’re right.”


“That’s the way animals hunt.  They get their senses locked onto a scent and they want to finish the job.  It shouldn’t be too hard for me to catch him.  I just need some weapons.”


“I know.  I know,” Ryan said, pushing open the door to his office.  “I’ll get you the good ones.”


“And some bait too…”


It was just then that Harry saw Ricky Hubert, as he was flipping through the channels of the flawless definition hologram TV that Ryan had brought into the office for him.


Always the friendly boy, Ricky smiled and waved at Harry.


“Hey,” he said.  “Nice trench.”


Ryan looked at Harry with a rising of his eyebrow.  The last thing that Harry had just said took a few seconds longer to register, because Ryan was pretty sleep-deprived.


“Bait?”


“I am anxious to get home,” Ricky told Harry as they watched TV together.  “But if it takes a little longer, I really don’t mind.  I mean, when am I going to get the opportunity to spend some time five hundred years in the future?  This is so cool!”


“Yeah,” Harry said.  “Would you like me to talk you on a tour of the city?  I mean, like you said, this is a golden opportunity.  I would hate for you to just waste it all watching TV.  You should get out and see the real world.”


“But this is FDH-TV,” Ricky replied, flipping through a few more channels and stopping on a monster movie.  “It has better pixel resolution than the real world.”


Ricky and Harry started watching a monster movie in which two monsters battled it out.  Both monsters were named after dishes of Chinese food.


Sort of.


The hero of this particular film was the Butterfly Shrimp, a pink naked hairless shrimp with beautifully colorful butterfly wings that allowed him to fly through the city of Tokyo.  His opponent was the Human Duck, a humanoid duck character with yellow feathers on his chest and head, a duck’s bill and (instead of wings) the muscular arms of a human being.


After watching the Human Duck grab the Butterfly Shrimp and slam him into the ground, causing the pavement beneath them to crack and explode, Ricky Hubert decided to take Harry up on his offer for a citywide tour and he shut off the TV using a remote control that he pressed to his forehead so that it could read his mind.


They took the monorail, a majestic and less smelly version of the New York City subway system, a train that zipped across magnetic tracks high above the beautiful city.  The scenery once again awed Ricky.


“Hey,” Harry said.  “You hungry?”


“Starved.”


“Let’s get off here.  I know a great place,” Harry said, gesturing towards the sliding doors in the front of the train.


Ricky and Harry walked through Central Park.  There was a group of people, standing in four rows of seven, who were singing for the passersby, along with a band that consisted of a few brass instruments, including two fat guys with cymbals.


Their voices were toned perfectly.  Some would say that they sounded like angels, whether they could make that comparison knowingly or not.


“My rectum…” sang this group of opera singers.  These two words were followed by the powerful clang of a cymbal from behind them.


It was just then that Harry’s satellite phone rang.  He pulled it out, flipped open the mouthpiece and said “Hello.”


“My colon…” sang the opera singers as their words were followed by a second flawlessly timed cymbal crash.


“Harry, where are you?” asked the seemingly concerned voice of Dr. Ryan Turcotte.


“Why?  What’s wrong?”


“There was another raptor attack,” Ryan said.  “Two actually.  Much further away from the building than the other ones.”


“My colon.”


CRASH!


“And rectum!”


“It looks like the raptor is moving closer to Central Park,” Ryan said.


“Really?”


“Yes,” Ryan said.  “Harry, look, I think you really should bring the kid…”


There was a beeping sound as Harry turned off his phone, sticking it back in his pocket.


“Wrong number, kid,” Harry said, nodding towards where the restaurant was.


As Harry and Ricky walked towards a wonderful Chinese restaurant called ‘Jun Tao’, the chorus of opera singers finished their performance in the park with a high note that resulted in tumultuous standing applause from all onlookers.


“And Preparation H!!!”


Harry reached into his coat and pulled out a gun, looking around the park as Ricky kept asking him over and over again what was wrong.


As it would in the year 1999, seeing a man in the middle of Central Park brandishing a horribly large handgun caught the attention of the New York City policemen that were on patrol here in Central Park.


“Dude, you’re scaring me,” said Ricky, a split second before three cops, (two human, one robot) jumped Harry Clockman.  The gun was forced from his hand and he was forced to the ground.


Looking up, Harry saw a strange discoloration floating behind Ricky.  This ‘strange discoloration’ formed into a sharp claw that reached out to grab Ricky.  When a pointy three-toed foot hit the ground, the two human cops jumped off of Harry and let out a scream.


Harry knocked the robot cop off of him with one punch that shattered his glass eye sensors and grabbed his gun back.  The raptor lifted Ricky off of his feet with one jagged claw, using him as a shield while Harry waved his gun around, looking for a good shot.


“Oh, dear me,” said the raptor, rolling his eyes back in his head.  “This is a rather revolting predicament, isn’t it?”


“Let him go,” Harry said.  “You have nowhere to go!”


“Oh, on the contrary, my mammal friend,” the lizard replied as a giant shadow was cast across the park.  “I have a train to catch.”


Harry looked up into the air and watched a giant flying saucer extend itself over the park as the sight of this ship caused mass panic from those citizens of the year 2555 that had studied history in school and learned of the three extraterrestrial invasions that humans had to deal with back in the 2200’s.


Green lasers fired from this ship and hit random humans.  When the lasers hit them, their bodies immediately looked like the pictures that Ryan had shown Harry of the humans infected with the plague.  Their bodies shriveled up and they collapsed to the ground.


“I have spent my entire life hearing from my master Brimstone about how my reptilian forefathers overthrew this planet,” said the raptor, whose name was Dilbert.  “Now, I shall get a chance to meet them!”


One brave police officer snuck up behind Dilbert and decided to employ his tasers.  Two little pods, attached to wires, stuck to Dilbert’s back as the raptor turned around and growled angrily.  When the cop pressed the button, Dilbert dropped Ricky to the ground, allowing him to run away as the raptor’s body started to convulse wildly under the influence of all that electricity.


It only took a few seconds for Dilbert to swat all of the tasers off of his back.  His resistance to this form of weapon was far greater than that of any human criminal and so he was soon free.  A few seconds of being electrocuted had resulted in the demeanor of a cocky and confident dinosaur turning bitter.  His claws hung in front of him as he scowled, breathed heavy and curled those claws up into a fist.


But that was when Harry started shooting.  Dilbert’s razor sharp reflexes resulted in his dodging a few bullets before leaping a tremendous leap into a nearby alley.  Harry pursued him into that alley and soon saw that he had leapt to the other side of that alley, to the next street, more than one hundred and fifty feet away.


A lump of trash, a New York City tumbleweed, blew across Harry’s path for a few seconds under the influence of a stiff breeze before Harry started darting towards Dilbert with two guns blazing.  Dilbert started running towards those gunshots while, at the same time, running up the brick walls on either side of this alley to avoid being shot.  Dilbert pressed his foot claws up against the walls and bounced from one to the other as he got closer and closer to the human that was pursuing him.


Dilbert finally got close enough to extend his neck and snap the steel barrel right off of the gun in Harry’s left hand.  The gun in Harry’s right hand fired a bullet that went right through Dilbert’s left leg and he dropped to the ground with a shrill squeal.


“What is that spaceship?” Harry barked, pointing his gun at Dilbert’s head from what he hoped was a safe distance.  “Where are they from?”


“They are from the planet that those of the raptor variety escaped to,” Dilbert growled, cradling his leg with his claw.  “When it became clear that all of the other lizards on this planet were going to die, the herbivores that we hunted for food…the raptors constructed a spaceship and headed into space.”


“Then why are they here now?”


“To take…it…back…” Dilbert growled, straining to talk because of the pain that engulfed his leg.  “The radiation that has killed so many of your species…it will soon resurrect…recreate…the unique and god-like specimens that you so callously refer to as ‘fossils’.  The specimens that you showcase in museums and that you once burned for the fuel of your crude vehicles.  They will RISE!”


“My God!” said Harry before he pulled the trigger on his pistol that blew the scaly contents of Dilbert’s head all over the New York City sewer cover that he just happened to be laying next to.


By the time that Harry got Ricky safely back to Dr. Turcotte’s lab, it was time for Ricky to go back home to October 3, 1999.


An enormous time portal opened and, waving goodbye to the new friends that he had made, friends who would not be born for centuries after he died, Ricky Hubert stepped through it.


“That’s what the raptor told me,” Harry said to Ryan, continuing the conversation that they were having earlier.  “That the radiation was going to resurrect dinosaurs.  That explains what your men saw, the skin growing on the bones.”


“Yeah,” Ryan said, pulling an envelope out of his coat pocket and handing it to Harry.  “This is from the Time Police.  It’s your payment for finding the raptor.  Job well done.”


“Thanks,” Harry said, stuffing that envelope into the deep pockets of his trench coat.  “What are you going to do about that spaceship?  The Army has been trying to shoot it down for hours now and, according to the news, their missiles haven’t made a dent in that ship’s armor.”


“We’ll have to use something stronger,” Ryan said, gesturing for Harry to follow him into his laboratory.


Members of the Science Council had instructed the curators of museums around the globe to tear the skin that had been growing from the bones of those prehistoric skeletons, so that a full-grown dinosaur would never be a threat to them.  This job was being fulfilled quickly and efficiently as the Army continued to fire pointlessly futile missiles at the flying saucer.

October 3, 1999.

The Blueville Toxic Waste Disposal Facility.

Blueville, California.

Ricky Hubert found himself hanging from a dirty pipe and climbing out of the very same machine that his drunken seven hundred pound boss had stuffed him into at the beginning of his time travel adventure.  When his feet hit the floor, he noticed that Bubba Kardosi was passed out on the floor beneath him, with a spilled bottle of vodka soiling his hair and the area around him.


This is nasty, Ricky thought.  I can’t believe that I used to work here.

Ricky tried to tiptoe past Bubba and the big mess that Bubba had made, but his escape plans met a snag when Ricky felt something wrap around his neck and squeeze, causing the young man to gag.


Bubba’s fingers were enormous and when the drunken loon started to stand up, he hoisted Ricky off of his feet.  There was a crazed gleam in his eye as he started to laugh at the predicament that Ricky was in.


Ricky’s feet were dangling above the ground and Ricky used one of those feet to kick Bubba directly into one of his many chins.  Ricky was astonished, you see, when Bubba’s head fell right off of his shoulders and rolled on the floor behind him.


The fingers loosened and Ricky dropped back to his feet as the headless Bubba Kardosi staggered backwards.  His arms fell off next and Ricky watched in astonishment when he realized that Bubba Kardosi was not a man, but rather that his body was a transport for something else entirely.  Bubba’s torso started to slide open and inside of that torso, Ricky saw yet another velociraptor.  This raptor had his claws wrapped around little levers that controlled Bubba.  When the raptor realized that his secret had been discovered, he angrily leapt out of this giant alcohol-fueled egg pod and landed on his feet.


“Fool!” sneered a raptor named Rupert as he wiped green drool off of his snout.  “Young…fool…”


Ricky turned his tail and started running.  He made his way to an area of the facility in which catwalks overlooked steaming vats of toxic goo.  Rupert made one enormous leap and stepped out onto those catwalks with his claws bared.


Suddenly, all of the skylights that existed over these vats started shattering and police officers scaling wires dropped from the rooftop.  Bullets pierced the ferocious raptor from all sides as fifteen police officers opened fire.


Ricky thought that it was the time cops again, but was pleasantly surprised when one of the cops pulled off his helmet, revealing himself to be Ricky’s father, Lieutenant for the Blueville Police Department, Harry Hubert.


Harry, a man who had insisted that his son get a job at this toxic waste disposal facility because he thought that it would build character, welcomed his son with arms wide open.


“I’m sorry, son,” he said.  “I’m sorry.  You were right.  Fourteen is too young to be forced to get a job.  I mean, if you were thirty-five and you wouldn’t get off your butt, that would be a different story, but…I would have never made you work in this place if I knew…”

Meanwhile…

Back in 2555.

The space raptors that were hovering over New York in their spaceship were quite amused to see puny humans continue to try to penetrate their ship with their puny weapons.


In fact, the space raptors thought that the humans had given up.  They had not attacked for a few hours now, so when the space raptors saw a new battalion of fighter jets coming their way, they just thought it was hilarious.


When the humans fired their missiles, the raptors burst into insane laughter.


But these missiles were special…


For you see, Dr. Ryan Turcotte had found a way to generate the same kind of radioactivity that the space raptors were using to infect humans with a horrible plague.  When the old missiles hit the hull of the space raptors’ spaceship, they exploded and did not leave a scratch, but the new missiles only started working after they had exploded.


After the ball of fire was gone, the virus started eating away at the seemingly imperishable metal that this ship was made from.  Sparks that were the size of skyscrapers flew from this ship as holes were burned into the sides.  The ships started to descend.


Since these spaceships formed a symbiote circle, since these spaceships were connected in every way possible, once the virus infected the computers systems on this first ship, the other fifty raptor ships that were hovering over the Earth in other places started to crash as well.


The raptor ships that rained down from the sky destroyed an astronomical amount of buildings and killed far more people than the plague had up to that point.  But when they crashed, the magnetic force field covering the New England area and causing a horrible alien plague was no more.  People who had only been recently infected were on their way to a slow, but thorough recovery.


The magnetic energy did not resurrect dinosaurs from museums, nor did the energy seep into the ground and resurrect the fossilized bones.


There will be no “Dino Day”.


No velociraptor will be sent back in time on a mission under the guise of Bubba Kardosi and as a result, Ricky Hubert will never be hurled into what he thought was a toxic waste disposal machine on October 3, 1999.


When Harry, Ricky Hubert’s father, decides that his fourteen-year-old son should get off of his butt and get a job, his inability to find a place that will hire a fourteen year old causes him to loosen up on his policy for about two more years, when a sixteen year old Ricky finds a job at the local Blueville McDonald’s.


Harry Clockman cashed his check from the ‘Time Travel Police Department’ and went home.


He turned on his television and watched the end of a monster movie that pitted mutant superhero Butterfly Shrimp against a maniacal half-human, half-bovine monster that went by the name of Cow-Boy.


Long before the villain was defeated, Harry Clockman fell asleep.  He fell asleep thinking about his business.  He thought about the business cards that he had ordered and that should be coming back from the printers within the next few days.  He thought about where he could go to advertise his unique services as a time travel safari guide.


But then he fell asleep.  He fell fast asleep and when the computerized television ‘heard’ his snoring, it shut off automatically as a power conservation measure, engulfing Harry Clockman’s apartment in an ocean of peaceful silence.
