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PART ONE

The small planetoid hung in space, rotating endlessly around and around in its equally endless orbit around an insignificant planet that had no business in being where it was. But nobody bothered to tell it this.

  On this rather desolate planetoid was a small coffee shop. Why someone had built a coffee shop on the planetoid in the first place had yet to be ascertained by the inhabitants of the planet below, but it was there.

  In the ship-park (not a car-park) sat three spaceships. There was a sleek interstellar police-ship, a small rotund alpha-dart used in travelling through black holes, and one beautiful looking ship that had the word Elle emblazoned on the side. The Elle was a rather battered affair, with a small view window at front, three large rocket thrusters at back, and a radio aerial on top.

  There was something strange looking about the Elle, and upon closer inspection, one could see a small metal box protruding from above the view window. It was clean and neat, not battered like the rest of the ship.

  Inside the coffee shop, sitting in a corner, was a man and woman. Also in the shop was a policeman, and a nerdy businessman, and the waitress; but as she was blonde and had no intelligence, she didn't count.

  The man was called Jack Davidson. He was a travelling buccaneer with no intended path in life, and it was he who owned the Elle. Sitting next to him....... sorry, sitting on his lap, was his new wife, Edith Davidson. She was exceedingly beautiful, just like the Elle, but Jack would rather go to bed with a human woman, not a spaceship; that's why he married her.

  They were eating some pasta. In fact, they were eating spaghetti bolognese, and they were giggling like some small children who had found some dirty magazines in the back shed. Jack looked across at the policeman, who was staring back with envy.

  The cop's wife was an ugly bitch, who liked nothing better than to nag him on how his cheese and chilli pepper sandwiches weren't healthy, and how he should always run a mile every day to keep his fitness up.

  That same day, he smacked his wife across the head, sending her stumbling into the sink, where she caught her hair in the garbage disposal chute. As he was walking out, his wifes left ear shot like a bullet from the chute exit into the garbage bin outside the house. The rest of her body soon followed. The only trouble was, when he returned half an hour later, he had to repair the disposal unit because her thigh bones had blocked the tube. After three hundred galactic credits worth of servicing costs, he finally had his wifes thigh bones removed from the garbage disposal unit by a paid professional who promised not to tell anyone about it.

  Jack turned back to Edith who was staring at Jack as well, but not with envy. With love. Jack often though of Edith as the most sex-crazed woman alive. Then he thought about the prostitute who he had done a few years ago, and changed his mind.

  "Jack, I'm so glad we decided to get married. Now I can be with you all the time."

  "Great," Jack muttered. He had been conned into marrying her after their big adventure with Ernest and Harry when they had destroyed the evil Federation single handed. He had been on a high, and proposed to her and she had said yes. It was only a few days after the wedding night when Jack realized what he had let himself in for. 

  They had deposited Ernest and Harry back at the Arcade Centre where Ernest had worked before their big adventure, and he and Edith had zoomed off into the galaxy in the Elle. Jack often wondered about Ernest and Harry. A few days (earth time) ago, he had installed a Time Drive on the Elle, and had wanted to go through Time, but hadn't had the go ahead from Edith.

  "We must go and get Ernest and Harry," she had said. So they began their journey across the universe to get Ernest and Harry from the Arcade Centre. They had just stopped at the coffee shop to get a bite to eat and something to drink, before warp driving to Earth.

  A small television screen was mounted above the serving counter. 

  "Attention, all officers, attention," it blared suddenly, cutting off the re-runs of Star Trek in mid-programme. The cop looked at it. The businessman looked at it, and then so did Jack.

  Edith looked at Jack. The waitress looked up at the screen as well.

  A small balding man sat behind a desk looking at the camera. Jack knew exactly what this was. It was a news bulletin.

  "Now that I have your attention," the man said, I wish to alert you to be aware of the man known as Jack Davidson. He is very stupid and dangerous." Jack stood up, and Edith looked confounded.

  "What?" cried Jack, walking up to the counter.

  "Yes, that's right. You are stupid and dangerous. Jack is driving a spacecraft called Elle, for reasons only known unto himself. He is in the company of a woman who was formally the Queen of Techtos Seven. They are wanted by Interstellar Justice Incorporated for the offences of: Failing to behave in a public place, avoiding police upon pursuit for a speeding charge, using explosives in a public space-way, and numerous other minor offences. Jack must be captured at all cost. Here is the last known picture of him, and his accomplice, Edith." A picture came up of Jack and Edith. Edith gave a cry of dismay. So did Jack.

  "My hair!" cried Edith; for the picture of her showed her hair all mussed up. Jack muttered:"Let's get the hell out of here." The cop was looking at them again.

  Jack grabbed Ediths arm, and they made for the door. The cop was drawing his weapon. As he was pulling it from his holster, Jack and Edith made it out the door and were running towards the Elle. The cop chased after them, firing his weapon. The waitress chased after all of them, shouting:"Hey, you haven't paid for the drinks yet. Come back!"

  Jack and Edith made it to the Elle and soon the sleek craft was speeding into the sky.

  "Phew," said Jack, sitting behind the steering wheel of the Elle. Edith sat in the co-pilot's seat. They were about the Star Drive away from the coffee shop. Jack reached across and grabbed the levers. Edith turned up the power. A high pitched scream reverberated through the cabin.

  "No, no, too much power. Listen to the feedback from the amplifiers."

  "Amplifiers?"

  "Yes, you turned up the power on the audio system, stupid," reported Jack, twisting another dial.

  Then, with a dramatical flourish, he yanked on the Star Drive levers. The Elle shot away into space, leaving the cop flying blind in their proverbial dust.

***

  The small room behind the arcade room was full of smoke. The reason for this was not clearly visible until Harry stood up, and helped Ernest crawl from the computer system he was in.

  "But I thought that I fixed the bloody thing," Ernest muttered, staring down at the computer desk which operated all the games out in the other room. It had exploded, causing all the smoke and a small family of mice in the wall to hyperventilate and subsequently die of smoke inhalation.

  "You thought, did you? Well, if you thought any harder, you'd probably break a synapse or something, wouldn't you?"

  "But I have to get the desk working."

  "God, why I ever bothered coming here to live with you, I don't know. All I get these days is "busted recapacitators", "neutralised balance distributors", "mangled reconstitution diagonal doobewhatsit thingamajig", and now a "sagging electrofluxational retroinhibitor". What the hell's gonna be next?"

  "Well, I just extracted the Gyroservical Subtrionic alternator and have put a-"

  "Sorry I asked. God, I'd do anything to get the hell out of here."

  Ernest looked downcast.

  "I'm sorry if I'm such a bore."

  "That's alright. I don't suppose it was your fault you were born a self indulgent conceited arrogant big headed piece of-"

  "What?"

  "You heard. I want out, now!" yelled Harry, storming to the door, and walking through it.

  But he came back in when he realised that only ghosts can walk through doors, and as he wasn't a ghost (let alone dead), he felt rather embarrassed at stuffing up in front of Ernest. Ernest giggled, and dropped the circuit-board he was holding.

  It broke, and Ernest howled with anger. It was then Harrys turn to laugh.

  While all of this was going on, the Elle was landing in the docking bay. Jack emerged, holding Ediths hand. Edith was still attached to this hand, so in effect, Jack was holding Edith. They walked through the entry gates, and were told to get the bloody hell back and go through the exit gates, which they did, and they then walked out into the streets of the city. 

  Jack thought back to the time he had last spent here, when he first met Ernest. He had though Ernest a small little smart arse bastard, but when Ernest told him that he didn't have a father, and had passed in University, Jack rephrased that. now he called him a scummy piece of crap.

  Ernest was a good friend though, for all his misgivings. Some of his misgivings were things like: forgetting to screw the lid of the toothpaste back on, not flushing the loo after using it, trying to crack onto Edith without permission, using all the salt at the tea table, being crass in front of females, itching his testicles in front of females, belching in front of females, farting in front of females...............come to think of it, Ernest wasn't a very good friend at all, was he? But then, thought Jack and he walked along with Ediths hand (and the rest of her joined on to that) in his, that he was just jealous that Ernest could be more crass, belch better, fart better, and scratch his balls to more effect than what Jack himself could.

  Not that Jack would ever admit to anyone like Ernest being better than he was. But as he walked into the arcade, all these thoughts brushed from his mind, and he was confronting putrid smelling aliens all playing arcade games.

  Edith had never been to the Arcade Centre, and she squealed in fright at some of the gross looking aliens she saw.

  "God, does Ernest live with all of these?" she asked Jack.

  "No, he probably lives with them." Jack pushed rudely past a big alien with two heads. The big alien turned and grabbed Jack by the jacket he wore and turned him around.

  "Hey, moron," said the alien. Jack looked around, and then pointed to himself.

  "Me?"

  "Yeah. You like pushing people around?"

  "No, I am usually a nice person to be with, under any normal set of circumstances, but just today I found out I was on the "wanted" list and had to flee for my bloody life, which wasn't a terribly great experience, and just wanted to sit down with my wife and enjoy ourselves over a cup of coffee, and then I find myself talking to a poof like you, and you think I can be nice all the time? Why don't you go back to whatever planet spawned you and leave me alone, or I'll be forced to smash the crap out of you, Okay?"

  The alien stared at Jack, while Jack took some deep breaths. He had almost choked on his tongue while saying that, and he was not very pleased.

  "What was the coffee like?" piped up a small alien near Ediths foot.

  "Oh, it was great," replied Jack, pulling his sub-sonic particle disintegrator remoleculisor anti-pronio disintemberment nutroniser gun from his holster, and aiming at the big alien. The big alien took one look at the gun, went white, and got the hell out of there.

  Jack turned and led Edith up to the door leading to the small room. He was about to knock, when the door opened, and Harry bolted out. Jack dodged in time, but Edith fell to the floor, Harry on top of her.

  Harry gasped in disbelief, and smiled when he saw Ediths face. Edith also smiled, but she didn't gasp, because the last time she gasped, she had gasped too hard and had ruptured something. Harry wanted to stay on top of Edith because he loved her, but when Jack kicked him off, he got up.

  "Jack, er, hi!" The two men shook hands.

  "Did I hear "Jack" mentioned out here?" came a small voice, and Ernest came around the corner. There were greeting all around the place, and then all of them returned to the room.

  "So, what the hell are you doing here?" asked Harry.

  "Well," replied Jack, "I've just got a Time Drive put into the Elle, and I....sorry.....we were wondering if you would want to come for our first test drive with us."

  Harry looked at Ernest, and Ernest looked at Harry.

  "We'd love to," said Ernest.

  "Not you, idiot," muttered Jack. "I was talking to Harry."

  "Oh, Jack...." whined Ernest, looking downcast for the second time that day. Edith laughed.

  "Oh, Ernie, can't you see that babykins was just foolin' ya?"

  "No I wasn't," muttered Jack.

  "Babykins?" laughed Harry. Jack scowled, and Harry shut up. Edith had started calling Jack "babykins" after their last big adventure. And he hated it.

  "Okay, you can come with us, Ernie old chum, I was just kidding you, I was...." Jack trailed off, and led the way out of the room. Ernest looked around the  room with sadness. Once again he was to be galavanting off around the Universe with Jack in that beaten up old wreck called the Elle. It was once a great looking spaceship, but now, it was an old crate just managing to hold together by the small pot-rivet in the lower hold.

  They made their way out of the Arcade Centre, and they were soon walking down the streets of the planet towards the docking bay.

  Edith clung to Jack's arm as they walked past many ugly looking creatures, that all looked back at Edith with longing in their eyes and envy at Jack.

  They went through the terminal at the docking bay, and there before Ernests eyes was the Elle. He had thought that he would never ever see it again. But he raced up to the old rust-bucket and patted the battered hull. Jack came up, and opened the door. Ernest raced in, and headed straight for the control room.

  It was just as he remembered it. The chairs, the control panels winking at him (he winked back), and the small slot for Jacks electric toothbrush holder that he had busted upon his first adventure with Jack. He jumped into the co-pilots chair, running his hands over the control desk. But soon his hands got the stitch, and he took them off.

  "Well?" asked Jack, coming in, followed by Edith and Harry.

  "It's great....just as I remembered it."

  Ernest noticed  a new control on the panel, and pointed to it.

  "Is that the Time Drive?" he asked.

  "Yep," replied Jack, climbing into the pilot's seat and starting the engines. The power dials registered full.

  "What are you doing?" cried Edith. "You'll get us in trouble!"

  "Not as much as we already are in," came the reply, and Edith nodded wearily. Jack pulled up on the steering wheel, and then asked Ernest to activate the rockets.

  There were twenty three humans and four aliens walking past the back of the Elle right about then. They noticed a huge roar emanating from the rocket systems, and decided after much diplomacy, to get the hell out the way. But, before they could move, two hundred thousand million pounds of rocket energy pushed its way out of the rocket jets and into the atmosphere of the docking bay. The peace delegates that were walking past were burnt to a crisp milliseconds before the Elle moved across the tarmac.

  Technicians raced around, trying desperately to stop the Elle, for it had disobeyed orders to get out of the area before engaging full power. But the Elle was now racing across the tarmac, and soon blasted into the sky as Jack hit the Warp Drive just above the Docking Bay. People ran for cover, their eardrums bursting as the sonic blast almost turned their brains into a snivelling, quivering pulp.

  Several police-ships were sent out, but the Elle had escaped.

  Up in the cabin, there was a jubilated Harry, a rather forlorn Edith, a stupid Ernest and concentrating Jack. 

  "Well, shall we get on with the Time Drive?" asked Ernest, looking out the view window.

  "Yep, just let me go back and adjust the centrifugal conceptuers. It'll only take a minute." Jack got up and went out. Edith made to follow, but Jack shut the door in her face.

  "Well, of all the nerve-" she began, but stopped. Silence reigned, the only little sound being the whine of the engines in the distance and the occasional bleep from the control panel. Jack burst into the cabin, just as Ernest was about to hop into the pilot's seat. Jack pushed Ernest roughly out the way for old times sake, and gripped the Time Drive levers.

  "Okay, anywhere, anytime in particular?"

  "Yes, Earth, 0 BC. I wanna see Christ being born."

  "Going as a sheep, are we, Ernest?" asked Harry. Ernest scowled.

  Edith leaned across and typed in the request. 

  "Power build-up?" asked Jack.

  "99%," came the reply. Then Jack pulled the Time Drive levers.

  It was something of a coincidence, but as Jack pulled on the levers, Ernest was hurled against the controls by Harry, who had got jacked off with Ernest because Ernest had punched him in the groin. Harry was not the sort to take being punched in the groin lightly, and he picked Ernest up by the lapels and threw him against the control panel.

  Ernests butt hit Ediths, but his shoulder hit a power dial, adjusting it.

  The power level for the Time Drive dived to critical, and the hermetical retrospectrometers lost control of the Time Field. The whole engine exploded.

  Jack looked down at his hands, fixed firmly on the Time Drive, and then everything went white. The Elle exploded, a magnificent roaring ball of flame that spread for miles. The only thing was, they weren't in normal space. By the time the Elle had separated into tiny microbes hanging all lonely in space, they had already entered the Time Vortex, and thus the Elle exploded into this Vortex.

***

  Edith awoke in a dark alleyway, surrounded by rats. She screamed. Getting to her feet, she kicked out at these rats, and they scurried away.

  Edith looked around. The alley was situated between two houses, double story. The houses were all dilapidated. Suddenly, from one window, came an insipid solution of human excrement, whistling in the wind as it plummeted to the paved ground. Edith jumped for her life as it hit the bottom and splattered everywhere. It stunk.

  "Hey, watch it," she cried into the night. A head poked from the window, a rather fat lady with a bonnet on her head appeared. She yelled back:"Push off you psaltry tart!" and darted back inside, before the astonished Edith could say anything.

  Edith began to walk down the alleyway, dodging the pile of bile on the ground and making her way out onto a busy street, lit only by ancient lamps.

  "Where am I?" she muttered. The street was rather busy for the night-time 18th century England. Carts rattled by, peddlers called out their wares, prostitutes walked sexily by. Edith gaped in amazement. The ladies were wearing huge dresses that scraped in the dirts and mud, and their hair was long and plaited.

  "Hey, darling, wanna git the old granny-maker out for me?"

  "What?" replied Edith, turning to face the man who stood behind her.

  The man was dressed in downtrodden clothes, his face had a small beard and his head was covered by a small brown hat. His breath reeked of rum.

  "Wanna git the ol' granny-maker out for me?" the man asked again, his eyes rolling down the luscious form of Ediths body. His hand went to his groin.

  "Oh god," began Edith, and the man backed off.

  "A witch!" he exclaimed. Edith turned.

  "Where?" She turned back to he man, but he was gone. Edith breathed a sigh of relief. She was slightly disappointed at missing the opportunity to see a live witch, but that thought was dispelled from her mind when she saw a cart rumble towards her. She realised that she was standing out on the road, so she got off it.

  The lamps lit her way as she made a small journey across the street to a pub she could see. Upon entering, she finally realised that something was wrong.

***

  Harry looked up from where he lay. He was lying somewhere wet, and he was slowly sinking. Trees loomed around his sight-line, and he tried to move his head. This movement seemed to speed up that sinking feeling, so he lay very still. 

  Strange bird sounds could be heard in the distance, and occasionally, the roar of a huge animal as well.

  "Where the hell?" he muttered. The last thing he remembered was flinging Ernest across the control room of the Elle and causing him to hit the console. Then everything had gone white. Suddenly, a voice, rather rough and uncouth, cried out to him. He twisted his head, and saw a skimpily dressed man waving to him from the edge of the lake of....what the hell? He was lying in a bed of quicksand. Harry hated quicksand. He had been caught in a pit of the bloody stuff once and had almost died. But a small snail had pulled him to safety before his brain registered death, and he had, had a phobia for the stuff ever since.

  Harry panicked. His arms began to flail the air, and his legs sunk deeper and deeper into the murky sand.

  He screamed, something he normally didn't do. He felt like a hundred bullies were giving him a wedge, his pants sliding deep into his buttocks.

  The man on the bank dressed in a Tarzan outfit began to jump up and down with fear. he called out to Harry, but as Harry was in a state of shock and probably wouldn't be able to understand the man anyway, he stopped calling and decided to get Harry to safety. He turned and grabbed a small vine that was conveniently hanging from a nearby tree. He yanked on it, trying to pull it down. But the vine stayed where it was, and the man just jarred his arm.

  Harry was sinking fast. The man on the bank ripped the vine down with one last desperate pull and flung the end of it out the Harry. In his state of shock, Harry failed to see it until the thing had hit his face. Harry screamed again, and grabbed the offending snake thing and grabbed hold. Suddenly, through his terror, he felt himself being dragged along by the snake. Thinking (not very well, but who cares) that any place was better than here, he held on until he reached a nice grassy bank where he was assisted from the quicksand by the man in the Tarzan suit.

  Harry began to breathe again. He gasped for breath, and it was a full two minutes before he could feel his toes. Then he asked Tarzanman where he was. Tarzanman just blinked stupidly back at him. Harry reached for the laser blaster in the holster at his right hip, but it was gone. It must have fallen out in the quicksand.

  And Harry didn't want to go back into the quicksand to get it. Tarzanman began to walk off, grunting unintelligibly, and Harry decided the best thing to do was to follow.

  Then, without warning, Tarzanman leaped off the track they were walking along and into some dense bushes. Harry looked around in fright.

  "What's wrong?" he muttered, and then looked up. He saw a most hideous thing.

***

  Jack woke from his stupor lying in a futuristic taxicab. The robot driver was concentrating on the road.

  "Where the hell am I?" he asked, and the head of the driver spun around, two eyes stared at him. 

  "How did you get in here?" asked the driver in it's synthesized voice. Jack shook his head.

  "I have no idea. Where am I?"

  "In my taxicab, idiot. Get out."

  "What?" asked Jack, still confused.

  "Get the hell out of my taxicab, scum," yelled the robot. Jack looked out the window.

  "What? While we're still moving? You gotta be kidding!"

  "Get the bloody hell out, you useless mongrel, before I blow your head off." A small gun appeared in the hand of the robot. Jack gulped, and opened the door of the taxi, and jumped out, just as a laserbolt slammed into the back seat of the taxi: right next to all the other laserbolts that haunted the back seat of the taxicab, driven by a slightly insane robot who watched Rambo movies.

  Jack hit the traffic-line at about forty kilometres an hour. He rolled and rolled, tearing his leather jacket and messing up his hair. The taxicab roared off, leaving Jack sprawled on the grass by the side of the traffic-line. Other cars whizzed past. Jack got to his feet, which were swaying underneath him, and moaned. 

  He looked across at a handy foot-scraper that sat forlornly on the side of the road, and staggered across to it.

  "Hi, there foot-scraper," he mumbled, then wondered why the hell he was talking to a bloody boot scraper. He'd rather slide down a mountain scree with frilly underwear while listening to Metallica music played backwards. But as he had no frilly underwear, no mountain, and no Metallica music, he decided that talking to a foot-scraper was the next best thing.

  "Rack off," muttered the foot-scraper, and turned away, which was a very hard thing for a foot-scraper with no arms or legs to do. Jack opened his mouth to speak, but no sound came out.

  "I'm stuck in the future," he mumbled. He thought back to the events of the past. He had just pulled the Time Drive levers, and then Ernest (the little bastard) had hit the controls-and then there had been an explosion. Well, why the hell was he here? Where in hell was here? Oh God, what a day............

***

  There was nothing, just dust and stuff, hanging in space, looking rather lonely. Suddenly, out of the blue, there appeared Ernest, still recovering from his connection with a control panel. Ernest was floating in space. Around him, planets formed.

  "What the-" he started, and stopped as a comet whizzed past. The comet looked at Ernest, and belched, then proceeded on its way. Ernest looked dazedly around, not sure if he was dead, unconscious, or being hit by Harry. Where the hell was Harry? Where was the Elle? Ernest began to panic. Another though had just hit him.

  If I am in space, he thought, Why can I still breathe?

  Then, a huge voice yelled:"Because I can do anything, idiot!" The voice echoed. Ernest looked up, and said:"You've got the wrong story, mate. This isn't the bible, is it?"

  "No, it isn't," rumbled the voice. "I suppose I'd better find it before they fire me."

  "What were you doing here, anyway?" asked Ernest.

  All was silent. For five minutes, Ernest tried to get the voice to come back, but when the voice didn't, he stopped.

  "Hhhhhheeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeellllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllpppppppppppppppp!" Ernest cried. But nothing happened.

PART TWO

It was a sullen Jack who made his way through the city towards some sort of help. He had managed to steal a newspaper, and saw that the date on the top was that of the 25th of May, 3590 AD. He had almost had a heart attack when he read this, but because he could possibly be the only one to save every one, his heart only gave a slight tremor. Jack had worked out what happened.

  They were heading for Earth, in the year 0 AD, to see Christ being born. But, when the Elle exploded, thanks to Ernest, they had been scattered through various Time Zones on Earth and could be anywhere and anytime. Still, they could even be around the next corner.

  He had to find someone who could help.

  He wandered along the streets, looking for any clue as to help him out of this predicament. A small man raced up, and started yabbering to Jack, who totally ignored him.

  "Hey, you lost man? I help you, man, if you be lost. I know this 'ere city back 'a front, and I can take you anywhere." Jack belted the small man in the face, and walked off. The small man got slowly up off the pavement, and vowed never to ask those bloody stupid questions in that sort of voice again.

  Jack was confused. What could he do to save the others? Then he realised: the others were in trouble, just like he was. They were causing disruptions in the Time Continuim, and rather bad ones at that. 

  He nodded to himself, and raced off, desperate now, to find help.

***

  The huge foot crashed to the ground, just missing Harry and knocking the trees around him to the ground. Looking up, he saw a huge Tyrannosaurus Rex above him. He almost had a heart attack when he realised that the ugly bugger had seen him. When Harry realised that he couldn't save anyone because he was stuck in prehistoric earth, his heart also gave a slight tremor; there was no way a heart surrounded by as much fat and blubber as Harrys could possibly give off a full on heart attack without some help. Harry decided to do the only thing he could think of; which most other people would also think of in the same situation. He ran.

  Running was not a natural occurrence to Harry. In fact, the huge beer-belly now wobbled away ferociously under his bulletproof vest.

  The Tyrannosaurus Rex took one step forward, and the resulting tremor made Harry loose his balance.

  The dinosaur roared, and Harry covered his ears, and waited for the end. But the dinosaur stepped over him, and went off to find a female Tyrannosaurus to play with.

  Harry got to his feet, and Tarzanman came over and fussed around him, all the while speaking to him in a strange dialect.

  Harry was wondering what in hells name was happening here? 

  "Excuse me," he said, politely. "Am I in a movie here?"

  "Ooga grunnnka deikoooka?"

  "Oh, I thought so," replied Harry, not thinking of much at all. In fact, after this near brush with death, and yet another brush with death in the quicksand, he was getting mightily fed up with brushes. He decided then to change to combs when he regained his sanity.

  Tarzanman began to walk off, and he seemed to want Harry to follow him.

  Harry sighed, and looking around in amazement, he followed the near naked man.

***

  Edith was not happy. She had been separated from Jack for too long, and was now close to a complete emotional breakdown. In fact, she was so worried her little left toe began to twitch, something that never happened unless she was really worried. She walked up to the tavern bar, and the landlord looked her up and down.

  "Where are you from, lassie?" he asked. Edith stared at him, then looked down at her clothes. She was wearing her tatty old skirt and 20th century blouse. She had hated the 18th century dresses, so hadn't worried about stealing a pair.

  "I'm from Techtos Seven," she replied, trying to affect an accent, but failing miserably.

  "Oh, really," replied the Landlord, fully in control of everything. The tavern had gone silent, and everybody was looking at them.

  "Yes, really." Edith was feeling for the laser gun she had under her skirt.

  "And where might this Techtos Seven, or whatever, be, my dear girl?"

  "It's up your bloody ass, idiot," cried a man over in a dark corner. The landlord scowled. He hated being made to look a fool. He wanted to take this female to bed, NOW; but didn't want to cause her any worry.

  Edith began to lift up her skirt.

  The landlords eyes popped from his head.

  "Well, I er, can see that you...er.....oh my God,"

  "Now, what year is it?" asked Edith, pulling her skirt up and pulling the gun from its special holster near her hip.

  "It's er......er.....1754 in the year or our Lord," came the reply. Edith pointed the laser gun at the man in the dark corner. 

  "What did you say about his ass?" she cried, striding across. The man came into the light, and Edith saw that he was incredibly huge. His muscles rippled under his skin. His chest heaved when he breathed. And she was getting good at poetry.

  She fell in love.

  She was still in love with Jack, mind you, but at the moment, she was more in love with this incredible human form than anything else.

  "Oh, hello," she said, lowering the gun. The man came forward. He bowed, and she watched his huge pectorals bulge.

  "Oh my God," she murmured. The man raised his head, and smiled at her.

  "I did, my dear. I hope you didn't mind."

  "Not at all," came the reply. The landlord scowled and made a protest. Edith raised the gun and blew the Landlords head off.

  "Free booze......I mean ale," she cried, hoping she'd got the term right. The crowd went wild, and they all dived at the counter for more beer.

  The man and Edith left the tavern, and he led her to a waiting carriage. 

  "Get in," he muttered, patting her on the bottom. She giggled.

  "I don't even know your name," she said, letting her accent slip.

  "Charles. Charles Stuart. At your service, ma'am." He grabbed her and pushed her bodily into the carriage. He climbed in as well, and told the driver not to disturb them and to keep driving.

  The driver frowned. But he didn't say anything.

***

  Jack was not feeling the best. For at least three hours he had roamed the city for any signs of possible help. But nothing seemed readily available.

***

   The balding man was sitting in a room that was filled with computers. Light winked at him and he often winked back. He was in the Time Room.

  I suppose an explanation is in order.

  In the far future, when the Time Barrier had been penetrated, a scientific laboratory had been set up to monitor the Time Vortex, and the computers would pick up anything that wasn't supposed to be where it was. 

  Cedric Hammerswoth got up and ran his hand across the dash. The computer hummed, and it sounded rather like "Polly Wolly Doodle". Cedric hummed back, and soon they were engaged in a little concert.

  Suddenly, an alarm went off. Cedric stopped humming Mozarts 41st Symphony, and raced across to the room to a large keyboard. He looked at the monitors, and dials, and he gasped in dismay.

  "Oh my god," he muttered, and raced back to the other computer. Speaking into a microphone, that would project his voice throughout the laboratory building, he said:"Attention, attention, all Time Analysts; we have a code 2 emergency in four different time zones. Please report to the control room immediately. Repeat, Code 2 emergency in four different time zones."

  He went back to the other computer, and pushed buttons.

  Three men, and two women raced in, one of the men had a cigarette in his mouth.

  "What?" they all cried. "Four different Time Zones?"

  "Yes," replied Cedric. "Four. I'll tell you what the computer knows. A spaceship entered the Time Vortex in the year 2589 our time. It exploded upon near re-entry into normal Time/Space. The craft was destined for 0 AD, the birth of Christ. But, on board, something happened, and the power suddenly went down. The craft exploded, scattering the four occupants into Time, fortunately only on the planet earth. The only problem we have, people, is one small idiot who managed to get himself blown into the Big Bang. He is now existing in a temporary stasis 100 million years after the Big Bang. The other three are quite easy to rescue. The earliest we have to go is the dinosaur era 100,000,000 BC. The next in Time is in the 18th Century, in London, England. Precise Time Zone, 1754 AD. The last, and possibly the most difficult, is the one in the future. We don't like going into the future, because then the rescuer will have a knowledge of events occurring in the future. He is positioned in 3590 AD our Time, in Australia. Now, any questions?"

  "Yes. I want to know how these people (and that idiot near the Big Bang) could possibly effect Time?"

  "Right. Well, the explanation is rather tedious and difficult to understand."

  "We've got all the Time in the world."

  "No we haven't. Right now, these people, and idiot, are creating breaks in Time Patterns. Time is a continuous thing. It is never ending. Now, say we get someone from 1990 AD, and send them back through time to 1790 AD; 200 years. They know of things yet to be built. And while they are in 1790, they will be missing from 1990 until the Time they return. If they return at the second they leave, there will be no break in the Time Pattern, but should they return, say, a few days later, after spending the last few days in 1790, they will create a space of equilibrium, whereupon they will not have ever existed."

  "What?" asked Jennifer, her brow creasing.

  "Exactly. Now, assuming that we can rescue them, we must return them to the exact point in Time, if not earlier, when they were scattered through Time to begin with. If we can do that, then they will continue on with their Time Track and never even know what happened, because for them, it will never have happened, and that's the same with us."

  "Oh," replied Jennifer, totally bamboozled. Martin asked:"So, how do we save them?"

  "We will use a Time Machine."

  "A Time Machine. Oh, how original," came the retort from Alexandria. Cedric nodded, not noticing the sarcasm.

  "I will get authority from High Command to send a rescue squad through Time and save those people," he continued.

  "And the idiot," added Martin.

  "Yes, and the idiot. That idiot will be the main cause of our trouble. Because he is the furthest back in time, he will have the greatest influence in future events. Can you imagine what would happen if his remains were found on a planet and dated back about a zillion years? It would turn evolution on its head."

  "Oh," replied Jennifer. Her head was spinning. She was totally confused, just like the others around her. Cedric raced off, leaving them alone in the room.

  "Just watch the progress of our subjects," he yelled, and was gone.

  "Yeah, right," muttered Alexandria.

  Jennifer turned to watch a small screen; the one with the 18th Century man on it.

***

  At that moment in time, the "man" was walking through the streets of London. Edith didn't appreciate being labelled a "man", but as she didn't know about what was being said, she wasn't too worried. Edith had spent the entire night with Charles. Then she discovered that he was a sexist pig who liked nothing better than to pick up pretty girls and take them to bed.

  Edith carried the gun in her hands, and people looked curiously at her. A small man raced up, and he gabbled at her:"You lost, man, you lost? I can shows ya where ta go, I can...."

  "Scram, bud," yelled Edith. She clobbered the man with her fist; hurting her hand, but sending the man sprawling into the mud.

  She walked off, and the man got up slowly, just to make sure Edith didn't come back to do it again.

  "No hope for the future, eh?" he said to himself, and walked off the other way. Edith walked along, not noticing the people around her. Some stupid idiot with a knife raced up, and accosted her. Edith turned, aimed the gun, and blew the guys head into infinitesimal particles. The guy slumped to the ground.

  A woman screamed, she had come around the corner and seen this event.

  "Oh shut up," yelled Edith, and the woman turned and ran, crying "Witch, witch." Edith turned, but could see no Witch, so she shook her head in disappointment, and lay down by the side of the road, in the dark, and went to sleep.

***

  Jack looked around the shopping mall hoping for a chance at rescue. But as he could see no rescue craft, he walked over to an icecream shop. Walking in, he was greeted by a shop assistant who was a good looking as she was friendly. 

  "What can I do for you, sir?" she enquired, noticing Jack's strange clothes. One thing must be said about the clothes of the future. They were all of one colour. That is, each person had the same sort of costume, but each colour was different. Red for lowest class citizens, Green for middle class, Black for highest class citizens, and yellow for council workers.

  Jack was dressed in leather pants, shirt and leather (black) jacket. He had a small laserblaster strapped to his waist by a leather holster. He had genuine Rossi boots on his feet.

  "Er, an icecream, if that's possible, please," Jack said, noticing the stares he was receiving from everyone. The girl walked off, occasionally staring back at Jack. Jack looked for a seat. There was one over in a corner, and he made his way to it, sinking into the soft seat like a cat on a cushion. Only difference was, he wasn't a cat, and the seat wasn't a cushion. But, he would make the best of the bad situation.

  The girl returned a few minutes later, with a huge icecream in her hand, and plonked it down on the table. Jack thanked her. The girl then did an odd thing.

  She sat down. She sat opposite him, and stared into his eyes as if searching for a great truth.

  "Tell me the truth," she said. "You aren't from this planet, are you?"

  "Where am I?"

  "You are on earth. I gather you are a Pioneer."

  "A what?"

  "A Pioneer. You know.....oh, well perhaps you don't. Pioneers left earth after the great Cataclysm, and spread out across the galaxy. This was about 1000 years ago, so I reckon you must be about 23rd generation Pioneer."

  "Nuh, I come from earth in the year 2589 AD. My spaceship exploded into a Timewarp, and I ended up here."

  "Oh, an explosion in a Time Warp. Time Travel was outlawed after the Cataclysm. Hey, wait a minute............are you Jack Davidson?"

  "Yes, why?"

  "The legends have it that four people...well, three people and an idiot, were scattered across the Time Continuim on Earth. They caused a huge disruption in Time, and the Universe almost fell apart,"

  "No, don't tell me," cried Jack, jumping up and spilling the icecream. "If I know about the future, then I will probably be able to stop it and cause even more trouble with the Time Continuim."

  "Oh," replied the girl, watching the melted icecream dribble down the slope of the table and onto the floor, which she would have to clean up later.

  "I need help," he cried. "I need a place to stay for a while," he yelled, and everybody that wasn't looking at him at that moment, looked at him.

  The girl stood up.

  "I can take you to my place," she said.

  "Oh, really? Are you sure? I may be a bit of a pain at times, you know."

  "I think I can handle you," came the reply, and Jack sat down again and started to eat his icecream. The girl watched him.

  "You know," said Jack. "I don't even know who you are?"

  "Jennifer, Jennifer Harvey."

  "Hi Jennifer."

***

  Harry stood looking up at the stars in the sky and wondering where in hell he was. He realised that he was on earth, at the time of the dinosaurs, but which continent? Tarzanman had gone to bed with his woman (who was not a bad sort, thought Harry secretly) and left Harry to contemplate his new life in Prehistoric Earth.

  How had he got here? He had thought and thought and thought, and in between running from dinosaurs, he had worked out that he had been stupid enough to throw Ernest onto the controls of the Elle and cause a major explosion, inside a Time Warp. Well, that just about covered it.

  While Tarzanman was doing prehistoric things to his woman (and come to think of it, Harry really could do with a woman right now, couldn't he), Harry wandered around the caves. There were a lot of groups inside the caves. The caves were situated inside a small canyon. The leader of the clan was, as far as Harry could work out, a giant of a man named Igglyickthiagair, but Harry just called him Ig. Ig liked Harry straight away, he thought he was so hilarious with his jeans, fat beer-belly, and nice jacket that he had brought at a second hand car sale for fifty grotzits. Harry had no idea of what the people were saying, and he often shrugged his shoulders in incomprehension when they seemed to ask him questions. 

  Harry sat under a bush, and began to pick out star systems that he had once flown around in the Elle with Jack and Ernest and Edith, wherever they were. 

  "There's Gamma Jupiton, and Omega Balkan, Thete Omega, Nebulus Inalsius, and there's-" he was stopped short of finishing by a huge roar. Coming towards him at a huge rate of knots was a herd of Allosaurs. The Allosaurus was well known to Harry, he had studied their kind in Ancient History at school. They were even more fearsome than Tyrannosaurus Rex, the supposed "king" of the Dinosaurs.

  Harry jumped up, reaching for his nonexistent lasergun, but when he realised that it was non existent, he screamed.

  The huge ripping teeth, the large pounding clawed feet, all ready to tear him apart.

  And then, there was a scream behind him.

***

  Ernest was bored. Not a little bored, not a bit bored, rather, he was hugely incredibly insurmountably bored.

  His time 100 million years after the Big Bang was a dull place to be. All he could see was the odd planet forming, the stars beginning to shine, and the occasional comet flying past.

  "What to do?" he asked, twiddling his thumbs. He got bored with this, and stopped twiddling his thumbs. He picked his nose. After five minutes of this, he got bored again and looked around him. There in the distance, was a spaceship. He was just about to wonder what a spaceship was doing here so soon after the Big Bang, when it seemed to disintegrate into separate components. 

  A man appeared before him. Then, the man slowly degenerated into a teenager, then a toddler, then a baby, then an embryo, and then disappeared altogether. Ernest watched all this in fascination.

  "Wow, at last, something's happening...." he murmured, and at that moment, a chair appeared in front of him, and then a wheel, and then a sword, and then a nuclear missile

  "What the Hell is going on?" he cried, and then the missile disappeared.

***

  Cedric pulled a lever on the control panel, and with a flash of light to accompany it, a small car like object appeared behind them. Martin, Alexandria, Jennifer and Paul opened the door in the side of the machine and got in.

  Jim and Robin were left behind to monitor the progress of the destruction of Time and also of the rescue team.

  Cedric turned and got in as well, sitting in the control seat.

  "Right, shall we go?" he asked. Alexandria grunted, which was a rather unladylike thing to do. Jennifer, dressed in her green uniform, sat next to Cedric as she watched the controls for any sign of trouble. But there were none at the present time. Cedric twisted a dial, and the Time Machine lurched into action. It began to move forward, and was about to hit the wall, when Cedric pulled a lever, and the wall disappeared to reveal the swirling whiteness of the Time Vortex.

  "Where to first?" asked Martin.

  "100,000,000 BC," came the reply. Cedric was watching a small viewscreen that showed the approximate location of the subject, namely Harry.

  The Time Machine ploughed on through the Time Vortex.

***

  Edith woke to find herself wet and cold. She had fallen asleep in a drain, and water and other unnameable substances were flowing along it, brushing past her. She shivered, and got up. Trust her to get herself into trouble. It was hard enough living in 18th century England, but to catch cold was horrible.

  She staggered out onto a main street, and fell into the arms of the nearest man. She fainted.

  Edith came to in a bed, where she was warm and safe. She tried to sit up, but was too weak.

  "Oh my God," she moaned. Her arms and legs felt disembodied from the rest of her.

  A man came in, and his face was vaguely familiar. 

  "Oh, we are awake at last. Well, ma'am, how was your sleep?"

  "Sleep?" asked Edith, confused. Where was she?

  "Yes, sleep. You have been asleep for the last two days. You fell into my arms on Tuesday. You had acute pneumonia."

  "Newoh-what?"

  "Pneumonia. A bad cold. I'm afraid you're going to have to stay here for a few more days, until you get over it."

  "Where is here?" asked Edith.

  "You are in my hospital. I am Doctor Johnson, Martin Johnson."

  "Martin, that's a strange name for a Doctor."

  "Yes, well, my parents were strange people. But I just call myself Doctor Johnson." Edith nodded in understanding. Martin? What a name for 18th Century England.

  Martin looked at her, and then bent over the bed. He placed a small tube into Ediths mouth, under the tongue.

  "Wbot bon eardd?" mumbled Edith, getting worried.

  "Oh, don't get worried," replied Martin. "I'm just taking your temperature. You have a slight fever." He waited, then took out the thermometer, and looked at it. After looking at it for a minute, he read the dial and pocketed the instrument. He went out, saying:"Back later. You will have to get some rest. Spending a night in the gutter isn't very healthy, you realise." Edith nodded, and then fell asleep.

***

  Cedric reached over the controls and pushed the lever back up. At once, the car bounced to the ground in a dense forest. Putting his foot on the breaks, the Time Machine stopped, and they all got out. 

  "I know this place," cried Alexandria, trembling in fear.

  "What?" said Jennifer.

  "Have you been here before?" asked Cedric, looking at her. 

  "Yes, I have," came the reply, and then Alexandria got back into the Time Machine.

  Suddenly, a huge dinosaur, towering above the treetops, stepped through the bushes and foliage, and roared at them. Cedric gulped. It was going to be a rough trot........

PART THREE

Edith was still in bed when Martin walked back in. She looked at him out of half closed eyes. 

  "Awake? Good. I want to know your name, if I could please," he asked, sitting by the bed with a sheet of paper.

  "Er, Edith Davidson."

  "And when were you born Edith?" asked the man.

  "2564 AD."

  "What? That's impossible."

  "Is it?"

  "Well, not quite, I suppose. I have met you before Edith, even if you haven't ever seen me before."

  "What do you mean?" asked Edith, sitting up, and straining her back; thus having to lie back down again. Martin sighed.

  "I suppose you could know. I meet you, or rather, you meet me in the future. You will still be here, but I think by tomorrow, a rescue team will be here to take you back to your spaceship."

  "The Elle?"

  "Whatever. I never knew what it was called. But I was part of that rescue team. I originally come from the future. When I was told of your plight I was sent with some others to save you. Being where you are, here that is, is causing disturbances in the Time Continuim, and slowly the Web Of Time is being destroyed."

  "Huh?" muttered Edith, only vaguely understanding this scientific mumbo-jumbo. "So you come from the future, my future?"

  "Yes. You have yet to meet me as a rescue team member."  "This is so confusing."

  "You think that's confusing, just wait until you meet the rest of the rescue team, because each of them comes from a different point in time. Alexandria, was once a savage from 100,000,000 BC. One of your friends met her, and then met her again after she had been taken to the future for examination. She lived there for a while, but decided to return to her natural ways after the rescue had been carried out."

  "So one of my friends had met a girl who he hasn't yet met-"

  "Still, he may have met her by now," interrupted Martin. Edith rolled her eyes.

  "And then she will be taken to be examined in the future."

  "No, the past. It was all in the past, going by my time. To me, the rescue is in the past, I have lived through it. But you have yet to be rescued, so for you, the rescue is still in the future. Just think, two different points in Time existing at once."

  Edith was asleep. It was all too complicated for her.

  Martin stood up, and went out.

***

  Ernest sat in the middle of the Universe and contemplated his life. He was utterly bored, and his mind was starting to go crazy. 

  "Hi there," he shouted into oblivion. "I'm Ernest,"

  "And I'm not," came the reply. Ernest broke out into a fit of giggles. He laughed and laughed and laughed. Suddenly, Time seemed to go into reverse.

  Things started moving backwards. Ernest broke out into his laughter, but this time he was laughing back to front. Ernest stopped laughing, and a voice sounded out across the heavens, only it was going backwards.

  "Ton mi dna," it said. Ernest suddenly shouted out, in response, but really his mirror was shouting:"Ereht ih." Time was flowing in reverse.

***

  Harry looked across the cave at Tarzanmans woman. She was very good looking. Tarzanman went to sleep. Harry had begun to call him, just for simplicity's sake, Paul. Paul was a dog Harry once had, but it had died when a stupid friend had shot Paul's head off.

  He named the woman Alexandria, because Harry knew that Cleopatra was an Egyptian queen who had lived in the Egyptian city of Alexandria. Paul and Alexandria. Great. Alexandria looked across at him, and he smiled. She got up and came across to him. She sat opposite him, her face just in the shadows.

  "Oooglia booglia wagglia?" she asked.

  "Oh, yes, I did buy shares the other day," replied Harry, ad-libbing an entire conversation with himself. He could never understand these people, so he often resorted to saying anything that came into his head. "But the prices fell so I went broke. That's how I ended up here."

  "So, is that it?" said Alexandria. Harry jumped up.

  "You can speak," he cried.

  "Yes, I can," muttered Alexandria. Harry sat down, and looked at her.

  "So, how come you can speak so that I can understand you?" asked Harry. Alexandria glanced at Paul to see if her was awake. He wasn't.

  "Well, to tell the truth, both Paul and I can talk properly. You see, we were once savages, real savages, before the rescue team came."

  "What?"

  "We were part of the rescue team, who will come to save you in a day or two. We were taken to the future, and examined and experimented on. We didn't mind. We lived in the future for a few years, learning their ways, and then when we heard of your troubles, we came out in a rescue craft to save you and your friends."

  "What?"

  "I have already met you, Harry, and so has Paul. But to you, this is our first meeting. Later, Paul and I and three others will come in a Time Machine to rescue you and take you back to your spaceship."

  "The Elle?"

  "Whatever. I didn't catch the name. But your friends are in the same situation as you. Don't let it bother you."

  "I won't," said Harry, and fainted.

***

  Jack sat up in bed. He was alone, in the far future. And he hated it.

  Jennifer came in and sat on the bed.

  "Look, I want to talk to you," she said. Jack sat back, waiting. Jennifer looked directly at him.

  "You will meet me in the future. I come from the future, this time zone, in fact, but as part of the rescue team, I journey back from the future to save you from your place here."

  "Huh?"

  "Listen, tomorrow, you will meet the rescue team who will have come to take you back to your spaceship."

  "The Elle?"

  "Whatever, I didn't catch the name. You will meet me, the past me, in your future. I will not have met you yet, but you, of course will have met me."

  "Oh, right." Jack was getting a bit confused. "Should you be telling me this?"

  "I don't think it matters." Jack got out of bed, and dressed himself. Jennifer went out, and was followed by Jack who was dressing himself as he went.

  ***

  Harry was sleeping when he woke up.

  Paul was standing over him, prodding him with his foot. Harry groaned and sat up. He looked at Paul out of bleary eyes.

  "Get up," Paul said. "We go hunting today," he added, and then left Harry alone. Harry got up, and muttered under his breath:"Why do we have to go hunting today? What if I get killed or something?"

  But then he thought that as he knew what was going to happen to him anyway, why should he worry?

  So he got dressed, and went outside.

  It was a nice bright day, and the birds were chirping and dinosaurs roaring in the distance. Harry was given a bow and arrow.

  "I didn't think bows and arrows were around in these times," he muttered. Then he saw something even stranger. Ig was dressed in a suit. Harry almost laughed. In fact, he almost had a fit of hysteria. But he refrained from making himself look like an idiot. He began to wonder about the effect that he was having on this Time Zone. Things were looking bad.

  The men all left the village, Harry in tow. Harry had never handled a bow and arrow before, but he soon got the general idea of what to do. Put a sharp stick on the string, pull back, and let go. Hopefully, if you got everything right, the arrow would plough into the animals thick skin and kill it (or seriously maim it). 

  Harry was walking, rather terrified, through the bushes and towering trees, when an amazing thing happened. Right before his eyes, the bow and arrows in his hands metamorphosed into a futuristic laser-rifle. He gasped, and several savages looked at him. They seemed unperturbed by the presence of the weapon. It took a few seconds for Harry to work out that to these savages, he had always had the laser-rifle, just like he had always had the bow and arrow. But to him, it was totally out of context. 

  Time was being distorted. Things were happening that weren't supposed to happen. Just when he had worked all this out, a huge crash echoed through the trees, and a car-like object was projected from the surrounding bushes at a great speed. Inside were some hazy figures, Harry couldn't see them properly.

  The car came to a halt, partially buried in the ground by the impetus of its flight through the air.

  Smoke emanated from the bonnet. The natives moved along, not even noticing. Then Harry realised, that this machine was the rescue craft that Paul and Alexandria had mentioned. Harry raced up to it, and the door opened just as the last of the savages disappeared into the forest.

  A fattish balding man climbed out, followed by a girl, a man, and Paul and Alexandria. Harry gasped in disbelief. His mind was going around in circles. 

  "Hello," said Cedric, introducing himself.

  "What on earth is going on?" mumbled Harry, staring at Paul and Alexandria.

  "Er, we are the rescue team, sent to rescue you," said Cedric. "I suppose I'd better introduce you all. This is Jennifer, and that is Martin, and over there-"

  "Is Paul and Alexandria," finished Harry, smiling at the shocked faces.

  "What? How did you know?" said Paul in disbelief.

  "We've only just met," reasoned Alexandria.

  "Yes, you have only just met me. But for me, from my perspective, I've already met you."

  "What?"

  "Excuse me, my good man," said Cedric, his best diplomatic voice showing through. "I do believe we are here to rescue you, and take you-"

  "Back to my spaceship," finished Harry again. Again, more gasps of disbelief.

  "How the hell do you know this?" asked Martin. 

  "I come from the future, and yesterday I met her and him [here he pointed to Paul and Alexandria], and they come from your future."

  "Cedric, what is he talking about?" asked Jennifer. "Is this something to do with the past that you keep mentioning?"

  "Yes. We took you from your Time Zones to begin with for analysis. You know that. Somehow, you have crossed a Time Track, and ended up returning to the time before we turned up to rescue him."

  "Oh. And what is that in English?"

  "I don't know," muttered Harry.

  "Listen, what are we going to do now? The Time Machine is stranded here. Could it be possible for us to lift it out?" said Jennifer.

  Cedric paused in his thoughts, and looked at the Time Machine, half buried in the soft earth. They had become airborne after driving up the trunk of a fallen tree. They had just escaped the clutches of that lunatic dinosaur, and had even landed right next to Harry, the one they wanted.

  "I think we could lift it out," said Harry. Cedric looked at him. 

  "Yes, we may just be able to. Come on everyone, give us a hand." They all surrounded the Time Machine, and grabbed hold of part of the structure. 

  "One, two, three, puuuullllllll," cried Cedric, and they all heaved on the Time Machine. It budged. Harry nodded. This was good.

  "And again, puuuuuuulllllllllllll," cried Cedric, his face streaming with sweat.  Harry grunted loudly, and ripped the Time Machine from the hole in the ground and back onto the flat surface. They all cheered.

  "Right, lets go," said Cedric, opening the door. they got in, and Harry sat next to Jennifer. 

  "Hi," he said, and she smiled.

  Cedric sat in the drivers seat, and he started the engine. The Time Machine began to move, and then Cedric pulled the levers, and the white swirls of the Time Vortex moved into view.

***

  Ernest was getting worried. His mind was beginning to move in a backwards kind of way. Stars exploded, comets flew backwards, and Ernest was unlearning (forgetting) all the things he had ever learned. He was getting very worried through, even through all his backwardness. He was forgetting things in the reverse order to which he had learned. This was very frustrating to Ernest, who didn't know much about things very important anyway, and was beginning to run out of things to forget. 

  Voices sounded in his ears, and he was soon deafened, but then the sounds faded away and it was just a plain and simple silence.

  He was heading backwards through Time.

***

  Edith walked along the street with Martin. She was rather tipsy, from lying down so long, but eventually regained her land-legs, so to speak. They were shopping, looking for things to buy Edith before she was taken by the rescue team. Suddenly, a rather futuristic car drove slowly down the road. For 18th century England this was unheard of, but nobody seemed to pay any attention, and only glanced at it as if it was the most natural thing in the world to see a 20th century car drive through the street.

  Edith would have commented, but she was to busy noticing a ghettoblaster perched on top of a boys shoulder with Metallica music blaring away. She gasped in disbelief.

  "What dear?" asked Martin in concern.

  "That ghettoblaster... oh never mind, you wouldn't understand."

  "The ghettoblaster? Is that all? What's wrong with it?"

  "Nothing, I just wondered why a technological thing like that would turn up in 18th century England."

  "Oh, that's nothing new. Those thing have been around for ages." Martin stopped walking. "Just wait here, for a sec, could you? I want to pop in her to get a paper." Martin entered the shop, leaving Edith alone on the street.

  Time was stuffed, thought Edith. It was totally up the creek with out a paddle, in a lifeboat..... that was wrong, wasn't it? Funny, she couldn't remember. It had always bee lifeboat, hadn't it? Or was that submarine? Or was it.......oh My God, she thought. She was going crazy. Time was affecting her memory.

  Things that were meant to happen didn't, and things that weren't meant to happen, did. And it was all her fault. She was the cause of it all. Or was she? She wasn't certain. Suddenly, there was a bright flash near her, and a car materialised out of thin air, whizzing at incredible speed down the street and coming to a halt at a three hundred and sixty degree turn. 

  The car was silent, and Edith walked towards it, and knew that this was the rescue team that had come to save her. The door opened in the side of the Time Machine, and a fat, balding man jumped out. Edith looked at him in amazement.

  "Are you not supposed to be here?" he asked. Edith gulped.

  "Er.....yes?"

  "Yes you are supposed to be here, or yes you aren't?"

  "No, I aren't supposed to be here," replied Edith. Cedric introduced himself, and he pointed to Harry sitting in the Time Machine.

  Edith cried out with delight. 

  "HARRY!" she cried, and jumped into the car, right on top of him. They hugged each other. Then, Edith looked around the interior, and spotted Martin.

  "Martin, how are you?" she cried, hugging him.

  "Who are you?" he said, disentangling himself from her grip. 

  "Oh, I forgot, you haven't met me yet, even though I've met you."

  "What?"

  "Sucked in, Marty mate. You are just as confused now as when you told me that you had already met you even though I had not met you and how that you, the past you, would eventually meet me but not know me, even though I will have already met you."

  "Huh?' muttered Martin."

  "That's strange," began Harry. "That is the same for me. Alexandria and Paul told me that I would meet them in the future, but it would be their past, and I would know them because I would have already have met them, but they wouldn't know me because to them, the future them, I wouldn't have met them."

  "What?" asked Alexandria and Paul together.

  Suddenly, Cedric got back in the car, and slapped Martin on the mouth.

  "Oooww," what was that for, you idiot?"

  "Just making sure you didn't see your future. No, your past. No... Look, I just didn't want you to see yourself from your own point of view, be it past, present or future. It would be catastrophic to the Web of Time." Cedric got in and started the engine. The car skidded along the dirt road and moved faster and faster. It was heading straight for a horse and cart. The driver of the horse and cart could only see the road in front of him. To his perspective, there was no Time Machine rocketing towards him at about two hundred kilometers per hour. But what he did feel was the small wind tunnel created by the Time Machine entering the Vortex. He shivered, and then found himself driving a Porsche. But this was only natural, because he was well paid as a neurosurgeon.

 PART FOUR

  Jack was enjoying himself. He was sitting at the table of Jennifers kitchen, and drinking a Coke. It was a good thing Coke lasted into the future. He was just wondering why he couldn't stay here, when all of a sudden the Coke can changed to a Pepsi can. Jack gasped. Jennifer looked across at him.

  "What?" she asked.

  "The Coke, changed to Pepsi..." he stuttered, in disbelief.

  "Don't you like Pepsi?" asked Jennifer, her voice hardening. "You come into my house at my own inviting, and don't even like what I give you? And what do you mean Coke? Coke hasn't existed for decades."

  "What?"

  "The company was taken over by Pepsi. Coke was found to be addictive."

  "So's Pepsi," muttered Jack. Jennifer heard this, and stood up.

  "Get out," she muttered. "I want you out of my house, NOW!!" She was screaming this last word. Jack just stared at her. This was a different Jennifer to the one of ten minutes ago.

  Time was altering right before his eyes. Soon, the very fabric of the entire universe would crumble. And this was to be the Cataclysm that Jennifer had talked about in the cafe. Jennifer jumped up when Jack didn't move. She raced for the phone, and dialed.

  "Police, yes, hello, this is Jennifer Harvey here. I would like some assistance with Jack Davidson, the wanted criminal."

  "What?" cried jack in dismay.

  "Yes, Jack," muttered Jennifer, hanging up. "Even after all these years, after the police gave up hunting for you, I knew where you had gone. And now we have you right where we want you." She gave an evil laugh.

  Those blasted police have perfected Time Travel. No wait, they couldn't have. They must have let him go, and now his file is still on Police Records, and he is still a wanted man, because the police knew that he had been lost in the future somewhere, because Jennifer had gone back and told them! It was horrible!

  "Jennifer!" he cried. But Jennifer just laughed, and suddenly an assault rifle appeared in her arms. She aimed at Jack. Jack dived to the floor, just as the laserbolt destroyed the seat he had been sitting on. Jack rolled out of the kitchen, and ran like hell out of the house.

 Jennifer followed, squeezing off rounds of the rifle. He knew in his heart that the Jennifer behind him was the direct result of the Time Rifts he and the others were causing.

  Suddenly, he tripped. Rolling along the road he was running along, he came to a stop against a stobie pole. A stobie pole? What the Hell? he thought, but it was soon forgotten as he looked up and saw Jennifer aim at him. Then, to his amazement, a car materialised out of nowhere behind her. The flash of light seared his retina, and he had to look away for a second. Then, the screamed. The car was racing straight for Jennifer. He watched in horror as Jennifer lined up and was about to pull the trigger when the car hit her.

  Well, it went straight through her. To her, all she felt was the wind tunnel created by the Time Machine as it entered real space. Then it passed right through her.

  She didn't even know it was there.

  Jack winced at the moment the car hit, and subsequently passed through the girl. He gasped in amazement. Jennifer fired. Jack rolled out of the way, and the laser hit the ground next to him. 

  The car was moving straight for him. Jack screamed, and the car swerved to miss him. It stopped, and Jack saw Jennifer aim at him again. He saw the door to the car open. He got up, ran and shut his eyes as he flew through the air towards the car.

  Jennifer saw Jack dive through the air, trying to get away. She anticipated his movements, and aimed at the spot at which he would land. But he disappeared into thin air. 

  In reality, he had just landed inside the car, but as Jennifer couldn't see the car, she thus couldn't see Jack when he jumped into it. She cried out, and remembered the rescue craft that was coming to save him. Then, she fired at the spot the Time Machine was. But the lasers just passed right through the empty air.

  Inside the car, Jack stared in amazement at Jennifer, who was sitting with her head between her knees.

  Harry had pushed her head there. So she didn't see her future self. Or her past. Or whatever.

  "What the-"

  "Hi, Jack," screamed Edith, kissing him. Jack watched as Cedric drove the car straight for the screaming Jennifer, and just before they would've hit, he pulled the lever on the controls, and they entered the Time Vortex. 

  All was silent in the car. Edith kissed Jack again. Jack was staring at Jennifer, who was now trying to sit up straight.

  "Hello, Jennifer," he said. She looked at him in total incomprehension. 

  "Who are you?"

  "You haven't met me, yet, have you? No, you haven't."

  "That's right," said Harry. "They met us when we were back in time, but we hadn't met them. Now, we have met them, and they haven't met us. But now we are here, and they're there, and oh God it's all so confusing."

  "That's Time, for you Harry," muttered Cedric, smiling broadly.

  "What now?" asked Jack.

  "Well, we have to rescue that idiot now."

  "Ernest?"

  "If he is called that, yes. Ernest indeed."

  "And where is he?"

  "Ernest is 100 million years after the Big Bang."

  "Oh my God. That's bad."

  "Sure is. If we don't get him out of there and get you all back to the time before you were originally sent into the separate Time Zones, then we'll just go around in a circle forever in Time until the universe is totally destroyed."

  "What does that mean?" asked Edith, who was totally confused by all this. She had thought that Time was just a thing that was continuous, but according to Cedric (and Jack seemed to know a bit, as well) Time could be shaped to however you wanted.

  "Ernest is the main cause of all the trouble, being the earliest in Time."

  "But we're collecting him last..." muttered Harry.

  "So we are. But in a Time machine, we can return to pick him up at any time."

  The Time Machine lurched on. Suddenly, the whole craft wobbled, and began to fade. Cedric, Martin, Paul, Alexandria and Jennifer began to fade. Then they stopped fading, and Edith, Harry, and Jack could see right through them. 

  "Eeee, what is going on," cried Edith.

  "I have no idea," yelled Jack. There was a high pitched whine coming from the controls.

  Cedric was trying to push the levers back up. At last the snapped forward, and the Time Machine exited the Time Vortex and appeared right in front of Ernest. Ernest was still in reverse.

  "Oh my God," cried Cedric, "it's the Time reversal effect."

  "The what?" asked Jack. It was several seconds before Cedric replied. Then he did.

  "The Time Reversal Effect." But, it was several seconds after Cedric said this that the three other solid people heard the words.

  "Somethings wrong," said Jack. "We are hearing you about four seconds after you actually say it."

  Seven seconds later.

  "Yes, I've noticed it, too. It must be a widening in Time in a local area."

  Seven seconds later.

  "A what?"

  Eight seconds later.

  "A crack in Time. Time is becoming stretched out, and things take a lot longer to happen."

  Eight seconds later.

  "What can we do?"

  Nine seconds later.

  "Nothing. We have to get Ernest and then get back into the Time Vortex, to safety. There he is, over there."

  Nine seconds later.

  "Quick, get him in here," cried Edith. Ten seconds later, Cedric nodded in response, and opened the door to the Time Machine.

  For Jack, Edith and Harry, Time began to go into reverse. They were saying things backwards that they had just said, and they were thinking things backwards. They forgot things they had learned and were gradually getting younger. Time was totally out of control. Cedric and his rescue team noticed this in horror. 

  "Quick, Martin and Paul. Help me get Ernest in here." For Martin, Paul, Alexandria and Jennifer, the Time lapse occurring between them and the others was nonexistent, and thus the words could be heard exactly as Cedric was speaking them.

  Paul and Martin climbed to the front, and they formed a human chain out the Time Machine. Ernest was just out of reach.

  "I can't get him," yelled Paul. Cedric reached to the controls, and adjusted a dial. The Time Machine chugged into life and shifted a fraction. Ernests foot came into reach. Paul gripped it and pulled.

  Time was going into reverse at full speed. Explosions were appearing and disappearing in seconds. 

  "There's a backlash," cried Cedric, as Martin tried desperately to pull Paul and Ernest into the Time Machine. "We're heading backwards towards the Big Bang."

  "What?" yelled Jennifer, above the earpiercing noise of the control unit in front. "The Big Bang?"

  "Yes, we're heading backwards towards the Big Bang. And if we were to try and go back in time further than the Big Bang, then the entire universe will be destroyed. We have to get out of here." Martin gave a last desperate haul, and Paul and Ernest flew in the door and landed on Cedrics lap.

  "Quick, get in here," he said, and tried to shut the door.

  But Ernests foot was caught in the door way, and it was several minutes before Cedric pushed Martin off him and pulled Ernests foot completely in before he could shut the door.

  As soon as he did, Time stopped.

  But only inside the Time Machine.

  All was silent. Through the windows they could all see the destruction of the universe become imminent. 

  "We have to get back to the explosion of your spaceship," cried Cedric, and was just pulling the time levers when Jack and Edith and Harry and Ernest actually heard the words.

  The Time Machine entered the Time Vortex.

  The ride was a bumpy one. The Vortex was being destroyed by the upheavals in Time. Even after the removal of Jack, Ernest and Edith and Harry from their positions in Time, the flow of the Time continuum continued.

  They were heading for certain destruction. Then the Time Machine vanished.

  Cedric, Jennifer, Martin, and Alexandria and Paul all disappeared, and the rest all found themselves lying on the floor of the Elle engine room. Jack jumped up, and he ran towards the control cabin, Ernest following. 

  "What are we going to do?" Ernest enquired. His memory had miraculously been restored, just like Jacks and Ediths and Harrys. 

  "I don't know. We'll have to wait 'till we get there," came the reply. They entered the cabin.

  It was a scene of disarray. Jack-in-the-cabin was sitting at the controls, Edith-in-the-cabin was sitting close by. Ernest-in-the-cabin was being roughed up by Harry-in-the-cabin. Jack knew what was going to happen. Any second, Harry-in-the-cabin would fling Ernest-in-the-cabin onto the controls. And if that happened, they would all be sent back through time, and that would be it. If they went back into the Time Vortex and out into real space, then they would again be caught up in the dissolution of the Web of Time. And then nobody could possibly save anything, because Time would totally be stuffed up.

  Jack looked at Ernest, who was staring at the scene in shock.

  An idea came to him, so simple, yet it could possible save the entire universe. Jack spun and picked Ernest up by the lapels, just as Harry was doing to Ernest-in-the-cabin.

  He bunched his muscles up, and threw Ernest across the room, directly at the Harry-in-the-cabin.

  The Harry-in-the-cabin was just about to fling the Ernest-in-the-cabin at the controls in the cabin, when he was hit from behind by the second Ernest, who came into the cabin at a large rate of knots.

  The Harry-in-the-cabin turned, and dropped the Ernest-in-the-cabin.

  Everything went white for everyone.

***

  All was well. Jack had just pulled the Time Drive Levers, and they were about to arrive at earth for the birth of Christ. The levers snapped forward, and the Elle entered normal space. There before them was Earth.

  "Wow," breathed Edith, who had never seen Earth before. Together, they went down to Bethlehem and witnessed Jesus being born. 

  And they didn't rock up as wise men, as many people thought they might. 

EPILOGUE

  Jack and Edith hugged each other, alone at last in the bedroom of the Elle. Jack closed his eyes and sighed in happiness.

  Edith was looking perturbed by something.

  "Jack," she began. Jack kept his eyes shut but whispered:"Yes?"

  "Er, Jack.........I'm.............."

  "You're what?"

  "I'm pregnant." Jack opened his eyes in surprise, and sat bolt upright. He broke out in a cold sweat.

  "What? Pregnant? Are you kidding me?"

  "No, Jack, I'm not kidding you. I really am pregnant. I swear it."

  "Oh my God. Ohhhhhh my God...............oh my Gggggggggggooooooooooooodddd!" Jack yelled in dismay. He fainted. Edith looked down at him. 

  "I didn't think that he'd take it so well," she muttered. And switched out the light.

***

Ernest and Harry were sitting in the control cabin of the Elle, and chatting incessantly.

  "So, will you come back to the Arcade Center, with me?"

  "I don't think so, Ernie, old pal. I think I'll go back to my life on Techtos Seven, I don't really enjoy gallavanting around the Universe any more. I think I'm getting too old for this sort of thing."

  "Oh." Ernest looked downcast, again. He seemed to always be downcast these days. But he consoled himself with the fact that he could always quit his job at the  Arcade Center, and stay with Jack. 

  He hoped.

  And the Elle continued on its way.*******************************************
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This is the end.

To be written in the future (or is it the past):

-The Third Big Space Chase.


When Jack and Ernest dump Edith back on Techtos Seven after an argument, and Harry there as well (he is going into "retirement"), they then discover that the Earth has been destroyed by the Scavengers. Wondering how to prevent this disaster, Jack remembers he has a Time Machine, and tries to return to the past, to stop the Scavengers destroying Earth. But he overshoots, and returns to Earth in the year 1992 AD. The Scavengers arrive then too, caught up in the Time Track, and plan to destroy Earth before they actually destroyed it in the first place.

  And, can Jack and Ernest get back to the present day, or will they be stuck in 1992 earth?? Stay tuned and find out, in:

The Third Great Space Chase!!!

