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Praise for Tiny Time Machine
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"THIS THREE-PART TALE of a couple of smart and unstoppable teens determined to save the world (and rescue a parent or two in the process) with the help of a pocket-sized time-travel device is fast-paced and full of inventive twists and turns.  Science, danger, humor, romance—and glimpses of more than one all-too-possible future—there's something here for everybody!  A clever, lively, and diverting read!" – Connie Willis, Science Fiction Grandmaster

"John E. Stith is one of our very best writers, and this is one of his very best stories: a big idea explored from every conceivable angle. Tiny Time Machine is a triumph." – Robert J. Sawyer, Nebula and Hugo Award winner

"Stith brings a MacGyveresque enthusiasm, a Tom Swiftian innocence and ebullience married to technological savvy, to this story." – Dr. Paul Levinson, past SFWA VP and author of The Consciousness Plague from Tor Books

"John E. Stith has created a truly memorable and fascinating character for this unusual time-travel story. Timemachining Meg not only strives to save the world; she is also forced to mature as a person. She shows brilliance, jealousy, and daring; she emotionally hangs tough as she also takes on the job of healing her relationship with her father. She is a complete person who gains common sense as well as wisdom during her and her companions' heroic journey. In my own world, I'd like for everyone to get to know someone like her as one of their models." –  MiRobin Webster

“I’ll read anything by John E. Stith.... While teens are going to love it, and it’s a novel featuring young characters, it’s so full of buoyancy and hope that adults will gobble it up, too.” –  Deborah J. Ross, author of Jaydium and Collaborators.
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Praise for Stith’s Prior Works

[image: image]


ANALOG:  How can you possibly resist?... Superscience SF in the classic vein, fast-moving, heroic...loaded with sensawunda. You'll love it."

Booklist: "absorbing, fast-paced action and witty dialogue."

Chicago Tribune: "Fascinating, intelligent account of people—some ordinary, some extraordinary—struggling to define and confront events that are beyond anything they have dared to imagine. One of the better surprise endings to come down the cosmos in light-years."

Denver Post: "Another blockbuster idea. A big book of spectacle, adventure and mystery, as Stith does a wonderful job of drawing out the suspense and twisting the plot in new directions."

Isaac Asimov's SF Magazine: "I let a couple of John Stith's SF mysteries go by without checking them out.... If I'd been a little faster off the mark, I could have turned you on to a good thing earlier...."

Kirkus: "Narrative momentum and plot nudges to keep readers guessing and turning the pages."

Library Journal: "Stith's well-developed characters and the hard science propel this space-faring story. Highly recommended."

Locus: "Entertainingly breakneck pace and considerable power at inventing techno-epic detail."

Magazine of Fantasy & SF: "Sense of wonder story-telling at its best, with enough danger to keep me reading long past my bedtime. Come on. You've been good. You deserve to read Deep Quarry.... Stith can do it every time."

New York Review of Science Fiction: "Some ideas are just too good to pass up... the pleasure is in the nonstop action and the problem the characters must solve."

Publishers Weekly: "[Stith] has always had a real talent for describing bizarre environments...will offer fans of hard SF much to satisfy their sense of wonder."

Rocky Mountain News: "One of the best science-fiction novels I've read in years. Stith has always been a master of hard science fiction. Unless there is a real surprise, I vote this the best science-fiction novel of the year."

San Diego Union: "Furthers his reputation as an up-and-coming hard-science writer. Many scenes and situations that inspire that much-coveted 'sense of wonder.' Exciting, thought-provoking summer reading."

Science Fiction Age: "[Stith can take] a mind-stretching concept and push it to its uttermost limits, all the while making the reader feel anyone could easily encompass each new development and twist, thanks to Stith's clear descriptive prose and keen visual sense."

Science Fiction Chronicle: "Wondrous situations, marvelous discoveries, good characters, and a nicely tuned plot."

Robert J Sawyer: "This is science fiction on a grand scale, full of stunning visuals of New York City being ripped from the surface of the Earth, vast starships, and intriguing extraterrestrials."

Dan Simmons: "The list of science fiction authors who play the game the hard way by sticking to the rules of science is all too short. Now to that group which includes Clarke, Niven, Asimov, Bear, and Clement should be added the name of John E. Stith."
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Dedication
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THIS IS FOR KAREN

And this is for the rest of the family: My brother, Richard, Greg Hill (and Zea) and Chris Hill, Jenn & Rich Adams, Becca & Jay Edwards (and Luca and Mimi), Liz & Brian McClear (and Liam and Fiona).
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Introduction: The Big Story
 by Paul Levinson
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I FIRST MET JOHN E. Stith at a Nebula Awards convention in New York City in the early 1990s. It was my first Nebula convention, and it was filled with thrills in every hall and corridor. Ben Bova was President of the Science Fiction Writers of America, which puts on the Nebula events; I shook his hand – I’d been reading his work since I was a kid in 1959. Rob Sawyer and his wife Carolyn Clink had come down from Toronto. I shook his hand, too. He asked me to run for Vice President of SFWA in 1998 when he ran for, and was elected, President. Also at that convention was John Stith. Cool, professional, friendly. I shook his hand and knew immediately I could learn a lot from him.

Actually, I knew that as soon as I read the first of John’s “Nick Naught” stories in a 1990 issue of Analog. It showed me how to mix the detective and science fiction genres, so smoothly that it seemed that the two kinds of stories were twins separated at birth. When John published his second “Naught” story in 1992, I saw how comfortably a science fictional detective could fit in a continuing series of stories. All of this was backdrop for my Phil D’Amato novelettes, the first of which, “The Chronology Protection Case” in 1995, was made into a low budget movie. By 1999, Phil D’Amato had appeared in his first novel, The Silk Code, which won the Locus Award for Best First Novel of that year. I have John Stith and Nick Naught to thank for that.

Speaking of novels, John also hit a peak in science fiction with his 1990 novel, Redshift Rendezvous, which features a murder on a ship traveling faster than the speed of light. The book looks very scientifically at all the difficulties people on the ship encounter as they try to solve the murder and hunt for clues in an environment in which the speed of light itself is ultra-slow. John followed this with Manhattan Transfer in 1993, a completely different story about creatures from outer space kidnapping Manhattan. Literally. This novel is so compelling that it’s been on and off the verge of being made into a movie now for nearly 30 years, which taught me another valuable lesson as a science fiction author. 

Which brings us to Tiny Time Machine, which could, and should, be made into a movie. John has dabbled in time travel before, in “One Giant Step,” a little over 2000 words, published in the Dinosaur Fantastic anthology edited by Mike Resnick and Martin Harry Greenberg in 1993. Tiny Time Machine is much bigger, starting first as a self-contained novella. Two more self-contained stories followed, and together they work in sequence to form something even bigger. I knew I would really like it as soon as I discovered the tiny vehicle of time travel in this story: a smartphone. 

Although time travel can certainly take place in science fiction via huge tears in the universe such as worm holes, and other massive events, I’ve always had a penchant, as a reader, a viewer, and a writer, for more mundane methods of going to the future or the past. After all, H. G Wells’ time traveler in The Time Machine used a chair, and I recently saw a really excellent time travel movie on Netflix, Twice Upon A Time, where the vehicle of time travel was, I kid you not, a plain wooden box! Come to think of it, the “machine” in my novel, The Plot to Save Socrates, and its sequels, is just a plush chair, though it does have buttons on its arms that connect to some bigger system.

But the only thing small in Tiny Time Machine is the machine, the smartphone or “time phone,” as the characters call it, a device that lets you see a live picture of the future through the viewfinder, walk into it, and then look back, via the phone, to see what’s going on where/when you just were. That’s a pretty big idea. And John delivers its narrative with his customary panache. A female character wears “pants tight enough that the freckles showed through.” Another female character – the hero – “disgustedly discarded a dried piece of gum.” Said gum was used to repair the phone, which highlights another feature of this novella: Stith brings a MacGyveresque enthusiasm, a Tom Swiftian innocence, an ebullience married to technological savvy, to this story, which includes a melting ice cube placed between two exposed wires in order to blow up a gas tank, giving the heroes a chance to get away before the explosion. That kind of scene is hard to find in our cynical world and its often-brooding, post-truth science fiction.

But the over-arching story of Tiny Time Machine is as big-time serious as it gets: from saving one’s parents, to averting the end of the world, or life on this world, during which our heroes have to race against sinister forces, greedy scientists, dumb cops, and dying smartphone batteries to prevent.

Tiny Time Machine squarely hits the young adult tropes it aims at, from first love to breaking free of parental orbits, but it’s a tale adults will thoroughly enjoy, too—loaded with humor and uniquely Stithian insights.

Paul Levinson

New York, January 2024
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Tiny Time Machine
 Book 1: When Meg Met Josh
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MY DAD AND I WERE IN one of our many non-speaking periods when he conducted his first truly successful time portal test.

I only found this out after the fact, and it wasn't because I talked to him. I would do anything if I could talk to him again, but that ship has sunk to the bottom. I learned this from the recordings I found after his death.

My dad, Frederick Vauntage, was conducting what he called, “portal test number five.” As it had before, the portal snapped open between a brick-wall-lined alley here in our San Francisco and the corresponding location in the other San Francisco. But this time was different. This time, the portal stayed open for more than a second. Some people measure success in millions. Dad measured his in seconds.

The portal itself was a simple rectangle about the median size of an ordinary window in a typical house. The bottom was roughly level with dad's belt, and the top about even with his receding hairline.

Dad had been partly prepared for the possibility of a stable portal. He took a couple of quick pictures, noting with surprise that while his San Francisco was overcast and cool on that day, the other San Francisco was hot, dry, dusty. But something else made an even bigger impression. Not a meter away lay a dead body, fairly badly decomposed. A man, apparently, in work clothes and worn brown shoes. Near one foot was an empty beer bottle. Down the alley, another body lay crumpled on the ground.

While Dad was hoping for a stable portal, his preparations were not completely thought out. Quickly, he extended a pair of fireplace tongs through the portal and toward the bottle.

[image: father-alive]

HE WAS OBVIOUSLY NERVOUS about extending his arm through the portal, not totally certain of how long the portal would stay open. The tongs were an awkward tool for picking up a bottle lying at an angle. And haste makes fumbles.

His anger went from zero to rage in two seconds.

“Come on, come on! Oh, for—” The tongs touched the bottle but just managed to roll it farther away. Simultaneously, his warning timer started up. “Don't do this to me! You son—”

He decided correctly, and luckily for him, that he couldn't risk any more time. He drew back. His hands, grasping the handles of the tongs, retreated through the portal. The tongs themselves were about halfway through when the beeps stopped and the portal closed.

Instantly, his hands rose and the ends of the tongs climbed in a corresponding arc, as if he were skeet shooting. The tongs had just lost half their weight as the closing portal severed them cleanly. In the other San Francisco, the loose ends must have clanked as they hit the alley pavement.

If he'd been competing for stringing together cuss words, he would have easily made the nationals. Maybe the internationals.

I didn't know any of this at the time, of course. I hadn't spoken to Dad since our most recent blowup, our last blowup, as it turned out. I wasn't even out of high school yet, and he had gone off about me not making enough of my life, about me not realizing my potential. It was like he thought I should already have my first Nobel Prize. I was less than deferential, more than ready to be confrontational, and suddenly, we were once again immersed in scorched-earth yelling and pulse-pounding anger. Darn it, Dad.

So I'm an angry scientist's daughter, not a mad scientist's daughter. Maybe in the future, if the dictionary police keep legalizing common errors, “mad” will no longer mean “crazy,” and instead, it will be nothing more than another superfluous synonym for “angry.” But to many, “mad” still means “crazy,” and my dad wasn't crazy. He just had anger issues. And, too often, like father, like daughter. Darn it, Dad.

Some people are repelled by bad-example parents and gravitate toward the polar opposite. Some are blinded by their parents' shining path, and they can't see any alternative trail. And then, there's us. We are disgusted with our parents' selected course, but, try as we may, we drift into the same orbit. Sometimes, though, the things you least expect can kick you right out of your trajectory.

Or they can just kick you in the butt. Sometimes, you don't know the difference until later.

[image: meg]

***
[image: image]


LATE IN THE EVENING, a couple of days later, I was studiously engaged in not speaking to my dad, and doing a fine job of it, if I do say so myself. I was instead cutting through the bottom half-meter of a chain-link fence. Ironic, right? Here, I helped build this huge fence between me and my dad, and now I was tearing down someone else's fence. But it was for a good cause.

It's not as easy as you think. If you go large, then yes, the links are easy to cut, but then you have that enormous set of cutters to deal with. They cost money, and the handles are so long, you pretty much have to leave them at the entry point and hope you depart that same way. And you have to hope you're not running so fast you can't find the cutters as you scramble past. Or you could be leaving the premises in the back seat of a police car. That's where I met Josh Underhill, but I'm getting ahead of myself.

If you go too small, then for one thing, it takes Bigfoot strength, and at sixteen, I'm a lot closer to Robin than Batman. For another, the sound is analogous to clipping your nails in class. That high-pitched snip sound carries like a belch at a piano recital. I'd gone too small once and not even gotten past the fence. The closest I'd gotten to going too big was looking at a giant pair of cutters in a hardware store. The guy in The Time Machine could have snipped through the Morlocks' front door with that baby.

So that night, I was snipping my way up from the ground by using a slightly oversized cutter, one small enough to fit in a coat pocket, but large enough to get the job done. The fence surrounded You Little Pest, a hideous pest-control company just off 101 in San Francisco.

The trucks in the parking lot showed huge pictures of beetles and cockroaches and mice, all with their feet in the air. In case anyone thought maybe they were playing, like a circus seal with a ball, they had X's over their eyes. The illustrations stopped short of adding more universal symbols for death, like tongues hanging out of mouths or hands clutching at hearts.

[image: fence-cutting]

WHAT THE GRAPHICS DIDN'T show were large canisters of deadly poison.

Snip. Snip. Two more links. Seconds later I slipped through the gap. My green “Recycle” T-shirt clung to my body, and nothing snagged on the way through.

By comparing notes with Josh after we met and got acquainted, I know that while I was busily destroying private property, Josh was hiding in the main building, concealed inside a closet until it was safe to come out.

He gave me a more flattering view of what went down, but I can put two and two together.

The closet doorknob turned and rattled. And the door stayed shut. Then whomp! Josh put his shoulder into the door. Hard. Still stuck.

“Darn it!”

He was lucky no one was in the office to hear him then.

A couple more times, he crashed his shoulder into the door, and finally, the door sprang open and crashed into a desk. He no doubt was massaging his shoulder as he listened for signs of discovery. None.

Josh, too, was closer to Robin than Batman, but that's OK. He's seventeen, and still has some time to increase his muscle mass. If he wants to.

He hauled his backpack out of the closet and headed down the hall toward an office bullpen.

I was on the move at the same time, getting closer to the fleet of poison-mobiles. The vehicles all had You Little Pest in enormous letters. Someone had told me that was a reference to W. C. Fields or The Three Stooges, or some old black-and-white-movie era act.

It was almost midnight. The air was moist and cold, but I still felt warm. I wondered if that feeling of warmth would carry over to a cold and damp jail cell if I were caught.

One of my mailing tubes rapped against the side of the nearest truck, and I stood stock still, listening for trouble. Lucky I did, because only seconds later, I spotted a roving security guard and I pulled back around the corner of the truck.

As I waited for the guard to move on, Josh would have been inside the building, setting his stuff down on an office chair in the bullpen.

“This looks like a great spot for you, little buddies,” he said as he unzipped his backpack and pulled out a large canister. He twisted off the lid.

Josh started shaking out the contents onto the desktop. A dark mass covered the light desktop, and in seconds, the stuff started spreading on its own. The thousands of cockroaches started fleeing in every direction.

“Hey, little buddies. Make yourselves at home.”

In the parking lot, I was busily taking posters out of my mailing tube, spraying some contact cement on the truck walls, and slapping posters onto the trucks. The posters showed horrible pictures of dead cats and dogs with warning text like, “Poisoning rats is poisoning the food chain,” and “When your cat eats a poisoned rat, guess who dies next.”

Josh had pulled out some posters, too. His said, “Trap and release, don’t maim and kill. Even cockroaches are life.”

I really don't know who they spotted first, but in one moment, all seemed calm and under control, and in the next, the air was filled with multiple klaxon horns, all sounding like prison-movie escapes. I ran like the Nazis were after me.

Josh shoved the canister into his backpack and took a couple of fast steps. Crunchy steps. I can only imagine how horrible that would feel. And sound.

He was walking on cockroaches.

“Oh, crap. Sorry, guys.”

He had little choice. He kept moving toward the exit.

Another crunchy step. “Oh, sorry.” Crunch. “Sorry.” Crunch. “Sorry.”

[image: cockroaches]

Josh exited the office and headed down a dimly lit hallway, moving as fast as he could. He got to the intersection, skidded into a fast turn and ran right into a side of beef. Actually it was a security guard with the build of a linebacker who no longer had to watch his weight.

“Sorry. Can you tell me where the men's—Oof!” Josh's words were shut off as the guy grabbed him by the neck and squeezed.

At that same time, I was nearly out of breath from the running and the excitement of the chase. The terror of the chase, is more accurate.

As I raced between two trucks, a security guard blocked the way ahead. I used all the friction my sneakers could apply, stopped, and headed back the way I had come from.

Well, that lasted about two seconds. Another security guard appeared right in front of me and I was boxed in. He gave me an arrogant smile and said, “Hey, Sweetie. How’s it going?”

I should have gone quietly, but I was angry. That happens. I tried to evade them, and almost made it, but they grabbed me, more roughly than they needed to. And a lot more intimately than they needed to. Bastards.

When things calmed down slightly, I was woman-handled toward some blue and red flashing lights. Along the side of the parking lot, I was handcuffed behind my back, and then shoved into the back seat of a waiting SFPD police car.

I was looking out the window, trying to memorize faces in case I had a chance to complain about the grope patrol, when I realized I wasn't alone. I turned slowly, and there was Josh, on the other side of the back seat, and he was also in handcuffs. He wore a matching green “Recycle” T-shirt.

Naturally, we both spoke at the same time, saying the same thing. “Who the heck are you?”

I felt cramped and uncomfortable with my hands cuffed behind me.

Josh looked me up and down. “Nice shirt.”

***
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I DIDN'T LEARN MUCH more than his name during the ride in the police car. I was still angry at the guards, angry at myself, maybe angry at Josh if he'd been the one to trigger the alarm. His mental state seemed to mirror mine, and the frustration and irritation weren't conducive to conversation.

I hardly remember anything about the trip. But I do know that at least the cops didn't grope me as they led me into an interrogation room. They took Josh somewhere else.

The cop I got was an older guy well into middle age, maybe in his forties. He had a bored air, like he was a veteran and he'd seen it all before. A teenager with eco posters barely twitched the needle.

And that made me angry, too.

He said, “Out a little late on a school night, Meg?”

I wondered if he realized I was on summer break, or he was just trying to put me down by emphasizing that he was an adult while I was still in high school. “Hey, those Girl Scout cookies don’t sell themselves.”

Josh's guy was a rookie, not much older than him. “Pretty unappetizing,” the rookie said. “How many cockroaches did you let loose?”

Josh gave him attitude, too. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Your shoes say you do, Josh.”

Josh inspected one of his soles. It was a solid gooey mass of dead roaches. “That all happened here. You know the men’s room is disgusting, right?”

The rookie cop actually nodded. He couldn't argue with that.

Josh said, “Do me a favor, OK?”

“What kind of favor?”

“Just let me wash my shoes.”

A knock sounded on the door. The rookie gave Josh his best hard stare. He rose and gave an awful Arnold impression. “I’ll be back.”

Josh winced. “That’s from Police Academy, right?”

My cop was in good-cop mode. “It’s not so bad. Sign a confession and we might not even lock you up. For a first offense.”

“Oh yeah? On what charge? First Degree making the world a better place?”

He didn't look convinced. He was about to ask me something else when a knock sounded on our door.

The rookie cop was there with Josh. He sat Josh down at the table beside me, and he did the shorthand introduction. “Joshua Underhill, Megan Vauntage. Meg, Josh.”

We nodded at each other even though we'd found out each other's names in the crime limo.

He went on. “You Little Pest has decided not to file charges.”

In the silence, a cockroach that had stowed away in Josh’s pant leg emerged on his ankle. He twitched and accidentally mashed it. Oops. I raised my eyebrows and he looked embarrassed.

I turned back to the cops. “So, why exactly are we still here?”

The veteran cop leaned forward. “We just want to close this out. Show at least a little contrition, why don’t you?

The room filled with extreme quiet as everyone looked at each other.

Josh broke first. He sighed. “Look, this is all my fault, OK? We’re a team. It was my idea, and I talked her into it.”

For just an instant, I felt a little softness, but then I felt the irritation flare again. He was taking pity on me and puffing himself up as a leader. “I’m no one’s second banana. This guy is my sidekick.”

Josh actually grinned at me and mouthed, “Second banana?” as though he was saying, “Who says that?”

The veteran and the rookie cop looked at each other and they both actually sighed.

***
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THE COPS ESCORTED JOSH and me to the front door and told us we were free to go.

Josh looked at the dark, empty street, and asked, “Do we at least get a ride home?”

I thought it was a perfectly reasonable question, but these two cops got a huge laugh at it, and I took that to be something between “Heck, no” and “Are you frickin' kidding me?”

The veteran said, “Don’t let us see you back here. Second offenses don’t go nearly this easy.”

I was tired and frustrated and angry. It hadn't seemed easy to me. We stepped through the door and hesitated on the sidewalk. I felt cold.

We stood there in awkward silence for a moment until the veteran cop called out, “Think fast!”

It had been a long day. We both sluggishly turned toward the voice. Something sailed through the damp night air and smacked Josh right on the chest. His backpack. It fell to the ground.

He shook his head and tiredly bent down to grab it. “Well, thanks a bunch,” he was saying as he rose, but by that time the only thing to see was the station door swinging closed.

Josh swung the backpack over his shoulder.

I looked around at the absence of cabs, then at Josh, and said, “Well, thanks...for setting off the alarm.” I didn't know who set off the alarm, but I was already angry enough with myself, so maybe I was trying to spread it around.

Josh looked dumbfounded. “You’re the one who must have triggered it.”

“Well, just stay out of my way.” I was already feeling stupid and overreacting, but I didn't know how to go back.

“You got it. Which way is yours?”

I had no idea. I tentatively pointed at what might have been north.

Without another word, Josh started the opposite direction. I opened my mouth to say something, then shut it again. I'd done this to myself.

I started walking slowly toward what might have been north.

***
[image: image]


JOSH GOT BACK TO HIS apartment before I reached mine. I know this because we started comparing notes before—before things really went south. Since then, I've seen his place and noticed some similarities to mine.

He was absolutely beat. And he felt even more tired as he glanced around the room. He'd left a mess behind, and the place was still a mess. Dirty dishes piled in the sink. The kitchen table was awash in junk mail and a few catalogs.

His unmade Murphy bed was still extended. The adjacent walls sported some popular “green” posters, including a “Save the Rain Forest” poster showing the sizes it used to be in prior years. On another wall hung a large poster showing a redwood forest. And next to it was a framed photo of a young woman Josh's age.

Josh grabbed a Pepsi from the refrigerator and sat down at his computer.

He checked his in-box. Empty. His home page was set to “Green Targets in San Francisco.” The featured business was Paint the Planet with its sprawling location next to the Islais Creek Channel, and a sub-heading read, “New Insider Pollution Accusations.”

Josh clicked on “Today on Earth,” and the video started running as he began to clean up. A montage of sickening shots of garbage floating in the ocean began to play.

The announcer said, “The Amazon rainforest continues to vanish at an alarming rate, but today’s featured story is about the re-purposed super cargo ship. A consortium led by billionaire Ted Teicher and his second-in-command, Veronica Godunov—”

The image of a middle-aged businessman and a slightly younger woman who looked like a bodybuilder came up on the screen before the video went back to showing clips of ocean filth.

“—hopes to clean up the Great Pacific Garbage Patch, which covers an area twice as large as the United States. The patch threatens marine life and is responsible for some of the plastics now found in the seafood we harvest. The health of the oceans, and our own health, is under attack.”

As the video played, Josh unpacked his backpack. He took a peek inside the large canister and grimaced.

Distracted, the bulk of his attention on the video story, he walked to his second-floor window, raised it, and unthinkingly shook out a few remaining cockroaches.

He realized what he'd done only when a couple of late-night passersby on the sidewalk said, “Hey!” and “What the—”

Josh ducked back from the window, hoping he wasn't spotted.

Physically, mentally, and emotionally exhausted, he went back to the computer and browsed the site until a knock sounded on his door.

Puzzled, he started for the door. Crunch. Crunch. He squeezed his eyes closed for a moment, then moved to the door.

Josh opened the door. “Yes?”

It was the passersby. The ones he'd accidently dumped cockroaches on.

And they looked angry.

***
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BY MID-MORNING, I HAD caught up on some sleep and had snuck into the mixing area at Paint the Planet. “Green Targets in San Francisco” had them featured.

Paint the Planet trucks half-filled the parking lot, some of them delivering raw materials, and some of them being loaded with fresh paint. Workers came and went, and as long as you looked confident and non-furtive, no one bothered you.

I was tucked in a corner, with my cell phone camera out and recording. I hoped it was picking up my soft voice as I narrated. “I’m at the Paint the Planet factory off 280. It looks like spilled paint is just being washed into the sewer.”
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––––––––
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I MOVED ON, WINDING my way behind storage containers, mixing machines, vats, and industrial equipment.

Ten minutes later, I stopped to video some workers loading large barrels onto a truck. The barrels were messy, not finished product going to a distributor. A fluorescent green color slopped over the lids.

As the recording continued, I said softly, “I’d like to know where this waste is going.”

I moved on again. In an adjacent area, an enormous conveyor belt wound through much of the work area. As I circled it, I spotted a group of suits. Four men, two women. They sat at a table in a corner of the huge area, near stacks of packing crates.

Enough activity was underway that I had to move pretty carefully, but in another ten minutes, I was positioned behind a box as I strained to hear what the group was talking about. They looked really angry. They were probably not selecting the employee of the month.

I moved cautiously closer, trying to hear better without being detected. I moved around another box. Too exposed. I started to back up around the corner of another box and nearly jumped out of my skin.

I'd bumped into someone. Uh-oh. I whirled.

It was Josh again. He looked just as surprised as I felt. And today, he had a black eye.

My eyes narrowed. “Are you following me, Dorkman?” I poked him in the chest. “And—first rule of paintball—always wear eye protection.”

I'd meant it to be insulting, but he apparently found it amusing. “What are you doing here?”

I came right back at him. “What are you doing here?”

And then someone else wanted to know. From behind us another voice said, “Hey! What are you doing here?”

Crap. A factory worker, a big burly guy, had spotted us.
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TOGETHER, WE SAID, “What are you doing here?” 

The guy's voice was loud enough that some of the suits had noticed.

Josh and I collided as we scrambled to get away. “Get off me!” I said to him.

For some reason, he still seemed more amused than angry. He tossed a small box toward the worker who'd discovered us, and the man's instinct kicked in. Instead of continuing the chase, he caught the box, giving us a couple of precious seconds.

The guy yelled after us, “Come back here!”

Under my breath, I said, “Yeah, like that'll work.”

Behind us, the burly guy and two of the suits were chasing us. As we raced away, Josh started toppling stuff into their path, and that probably bought us an additional five seconds.

We reached a nearby hallway and made a skidding turn. Two more workers behind us joined the chase. An alarm started clanging. That's almost never good.

A bored voice came over the PA. “Intruders are in the building. Again.”

We were nearing a stairwell leading back down to the ground floor. Josh pointed and yelled, “Down there!”

We were ready to plunge down the stairs when we saw even more guys racing up the stairs toward us.

Josh pointed ahead. “No choice!”

We kept running, gathering more and more attention from people in the rooms connecting to the hallway. Another alarm started up, just like last night. “Wow. Déjà screwed.”

Ahead, the corridor fed into a large room. A cafeteria from the look of things. Josh took that moment to ask, “So, how do you feel about heights?”

“Hate them. Why?”

We raced into the cafeteria. Josh headed for the far side, so I did, too. A few people on break couldn't help but notice us tearing through the room. People looked up from conversations and cell phones.

Along the wall ahead of us were some doors leading to a walkway and a waist-high railing. I was beginning to see where this was leading.

Josh said, “How do you feel about cops?”

“Worse than heights.”

We sped out a door and reached the deck. It extended over the channel. The dark water was a long way down.

Josh climbed onto the wooden deck railing. He faltered, steadied. He jumped. My gosh. This had not been my plan when I rolled out of bed.

The front-runners in the posse were only yards behind me. I mounted the railing only seconds after Josh. I fell more than jumped.

Fingers snatched at my clothes as I sailed toward the water.

I'd watched Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid with my dad ages ago, back when we were closer. Some scenes stick with you forever. I probably even said the same thing they said on the way down.

Josh had already hit the water and gone under. I crashed into the surface, feeling like I was going fast enough to hit bottom, but actually the channel was deep and wide. I did hit something, though, that slowed my fall without breaking my leg. Maybe I'd hit a large fish. Whatever it was, I was grateful it kept me from going even deeper.

Getting colder was still a problem, though. The channel was freezing. OK, it wasn't like ice cubes were floating in it, but it was cold, maybe thirty or forty degrees below body temperature. And I can get cold if the shower temperature drops to near body temperature.

I broke through the surface and shook water from my face and hair. Josh was nearby, gasping in air like he just swam the English Channel. Underwater.

Now that the fall was over and I was in the water, and still alive, it wasn't that big a deal. “Drama much? How out of shape are you?”

He glared at me and started swimming for a ladder near the paint factory. After one stroke, he grimaced and started side stroking. I followed him. “I hit something underwater. At least it was something that gave way.”

“Yeah. What luck.” I didn't know him too well, but the sarcasm was obvious.

My confusion cleared. “Wait. That was you?”

He just kept swimming.

“Oh, my gosh. That was you. I’m sorry.” I felt like a total clueless idiot.

“Could be worse.”

“How is that?”

“You could be wearing high heels.”

OK. That helped. I didn't feel as guilty now.

As we kept swimming, people on the paint factory deck watched and pointed. The crowd was thick, pressing people into the railing.

Without warning, a section of the railing gave way. The crowd gave a chorus of horrified cries as a security guard fell toward the water.

I watched, fixed in place, as he hit the water awkwardly.

For long seconds, all that was visible was the roiling water, gradually smoothing again, and then he broke the surface. Good.

He flailed, smashing his hands against the water. “Can't swim!”

Crap.

––––––––
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I REVERSED COURSE.

Josh called out. “It could be a trap.”

“Could be,” I said.

We both headed for the floundering guy. He probably had a baton and a flashlight and heavy clothing and enormous shoes to weigh him down.

Josh was moving more slowly than me, but he said, “Meg!” He pointed at a wooden crate resting on a small dock.

I aimed for it. Reached it. The guard was still flailing.

I dragged the box into the water and it floated OK. I pushed it ahead of me and kept flipping my feet to move closer. As long as I kept the box between us, the guard couldn't grab me and take me down. Or take me into custody.

The crowd above had quieted. They had also backed away from the railing a bit.

Closer, closer. The guard must have seen me coming because the pattern of his thrashing changed somehow. Like some of the panic was gone. I wondered again if it was a trap.

Closer. Closer. And then it was in reach of the guard. The guy grabbed hold.

The box rolled, like a floating log. The crowd above gasped.

And then the guard got a two-handed grip, spanning both ends of the box. He was safe.

The crowd let out a roar and the clapping began. Above the roar I heard Josh yell, “All right!”

I backstroked a few more feet away, to keep a safe distance. The guard's panic had gotten under control and he caught my eye. He nodded at me to say thanks.

Instead of “You're welcome,” I mouthed, “I'm sorry.” And I headed back toward Josh.

He was just a yard away when I heard another sound.

I said, “There’s another way things could be worse.”

“Yeah?”

I pointed with my chin. “The cops are here.”

Two cars. Blues and reds flashing. But at least they weren't Coast Guard. They couldn't drive out onto the channel.

Josh sounded pained. “You can go faster than me.”

“Some.”

“Get that loose.” He pointed to a boat moored to a small pier. And then he had to add to it. “Just don’t run me over.”

Josh started swimming that direction as fast as he could, but I knew he was in pain.

I pulled ahead and swam frantically toward the boat.

Complication. The cops saw the boat and changed path. They might beat me. I redoubled my effort, wishing I had been swimming regularly. Since I hadn't, my lungs were protesting, and my shoulders were complaining. But I reached the boat first.

I clambered aboard. Josh was still swimming, and the cops were approaching fast. Fortunately, they didn't seem to do much more running than I did swimming.

The rope holding the boat from drifting had a weird knot, but it loosened and came off. I kicked against the dock to start the boat floating out of reach of the cops. They wouldn't shoot me for that. Probably.

Josh kept swimming toward me and the boat. Too slow.

The cops were getting way too close.

I scanned the dash and the outboard motor, looking for a starter cord, an ignition switch, anything. The boat drifted farther from the dock. I was not a boat person, and this experience was not upping the odds that I would become one.

The cops reached the dock. I didn't recognize either one of them from last night. These guys must have had their own pecking order, too, though, because one of them was standing back while the other was getting set for a jump to the boat.

The current had worked in my favor, though. The jump was too far. The potential jumper wasn't happy about it. “Come back here!” he commanded me.

“Yeah, like that'll work,” I muttered. I suspect I would not have lasted long in the military. Even if I avoided court martial, I'd probably be a candidate for friendly fire.

Josh finally got to the boat. He reached up. Pain must have flared in his injured shoulder because he cried out and fell back to the water. “Help me up!”

I tossed him one end of the docking rope. “Tie that around you!”

The wannabe jumper cop finally did it. He jumped in the water.

The cop reached the boat pretty quickly. But I found a life vest even quicker. I smashed him with it as he tried to pull himself up. I still needed to help Josh up.

I smashed the cop again with the life vest. “I...hate...multitasking!”

“You're in trouble now!”

“Yeah. Heard that before.”

The cop finally backed off. I kept one eye on him as I helped Josh into the boat. He looked beat.

“How do you start this thing?” I asked him.

He just shook his head. Too tired or he didn't know.

I looked back at the cops. One had a microphone in his hand.

Josh saw him, too. “Man, we're screwed now.”

“We didn’t do any damage. What’s the penalty for trespassing?”

He actually laughed at me. “Trespassing. Assaulting a police officer. And now, grand theft...dinghy. Or whatever this is.”

“This piece of crap? I can’t even get it started.”

Josh rose tiredly. He leaned forward and gave the situation his full attention. Then his hands were under an access panel. A few seconds later...Roar! The motor came to life.

“How did you do that?”

“I was a lawn-mowing entrepreneur for a while.”

I looked back at the dumbfounded cops on the shore. What the heck, we were already on the hook for grand theft dinghy.

I rose and curtsied.

Despite the danger and the possible charges, Josh smiled at that, too. “Let’s get out of here.”

Josh glanced at my chest a little too long, and I blushed as I thought about the dunking and the stretchy top I had worn today.

“Drive the boat,” I said, more sternly than I actually felt.

Josh aimed the boat across the channel, which fortunately was not terribly wide. And suddenly, the cops were scrambling back toward their car.

“They’re leaving,” I said. “We could take the boat right back where we were.”

He glanced back at the fleeing cops. “You know, the times I really thought I was being clever? I wasn’t.” He kept the boat headed for the far side. We had our pick of a couple of small docks.

When we reached the nearest dock, Josh killed the engine. I wrapped the rope around the small anvil-like-thing enough times to keep it from getting loose, and we headed up a short ladder.

Out of the channel, Josh pointed to a parking lot. We raced. At least running was easier than swimming. We had just reached the concealment of the nearest car when the approaching siren got even louder. The cops had understood our clever plan.

We both started duck-walking away from the direction of the police car, moving as fast as we could. After twenty steps, I'd rather have been swimming. After another twenty steps, I was ready to turn myself in.

Josh peeked around the corner ahead to see where the cops were, and ducked immediately. “Back, back!”

That triggered one of my hot buttons. “You’re not the boss of me!”

“Fine. Go your own way.” Josh moved away on his own.

Reluctantly, I followed him. We kept moving, hoping we were moving away from the cops. I felt stupid already. “Sorry.”

He made it easy to get past it. “I'm sorry. I didn’t mean to order you around. I got excited when I saw how close they were.”

We exchanged a glance.

“I get that. I just overreacted.”

As we kept duck-walking, I half expected to get one last dig from him, but it didn't happen. My dad would not have let it go.

At the end of the current row of cars, Josh was about to poke his head up for a peek when—the cop car was right there!

“Run!” I cried and took off between parked cars where the police car couldn't follow. I was crashing into car mirrors in my haste.

Josh was right behind me. “That sounded a lot like an order.”

“Bite me,” I yelled back at him.

We skidded to a halt at the edge of a busy divided road with a high center median. Traffic sped by. Lots of traffic.

And then the cops were right behind us.

I was not going into the slammer. I ran into traffic, doing my best to dodge cars. Many honks, several brake screeches, a few fingers. The only thing more dangerous was if I'd also been carrying scissors.

Josh raced after me. I could hear near miss after near miss.

“Stop!” one of the cops called.

Josh and I reached the center median. The cops were looking for an opening, but they were more cautious than us. Much more to lose.

Josh made a break for the far side. More screeches and honks. I followed. Josh narrowly reached the other side.

Screech! Honk! I followed, on the run. Another screech! And then sudden pain. A pickup truck clipped my hip. I went sprawling.

I'd never felt so helpless. I tried to get up, but pain flared in my hip. I couldn't do it.

I was in the lane farthest from the cops. Almost home. But another car was heading for me, showing no sign of stopping. What was the driver doing? Texting?

I closed my eyes, braced for impact.

The impact came, but not the way I expected. I was roughly lifted into the air. But it was Josh. He plucked me out of the street just before the car, a bright red one with a dirty license plate, ran me down.

The car never even slowed down.

“Thanks,” I said. And I gulped.

The cops were still there, waiting for a break in traffic. Maybe they were too stunned by all this to think maybe they could have stepped into the street with their palms out and cars would stop. But maybe some drivers wouldn't. I thought about the one that almost ran me over.

Josh pulled me out of my reverie. “Come on!”

I started to run, and fell right down. The pain wasn't constant, but when I moved my leg, it was overpowering. “I'm just going to hang out here for a while,” I called to him. “I'll see you around.”

He turned. I knew what would happen. He'd see the cops ready to run. He'd see me, a cripple now, a true flight risk, and he'd keep on running.

He came back to me, grabbed my right arm and pulled it around his shoulder.

“Just leave me,” I said. I would slow him down and we'd both be caught.
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“YEAH, LIKE THAT'S GONNA happen.”

I smiled through my tears. My hip and leg really hurt.

Seconds later, it was obvious to both of us that I couldn't run, even with help. And he picked me up.

He tried to hide it, but I saw him grimace from his shoulder pain, and I felt guilty. But I let him do it. I'd been rescuing myself all this time, and it was about time for someone to return the favor.

And finally, we caught a break. A bus passed us and stopped just ahead.

Josh and I managed to make our way up the stairs. We stood by the bus driver as we searched franticly for the fare. The driver, a gruff-looking older guy took a glance at our soaked and dirty clothes. He took another glance across the road, spotting the two cops, waving their arms to signal him to stay put. 

The guy turned to us again and nodded toward the back. “Go on. This one's on me.”

“Thanks!” I said.

Just before he gunned the engine and we fell into our seats, I could have sworn he gave the police a rude gesture.

The cops were still stranded over there, unwilling to take the risks we took. Who could blame them?

As the bus gained speed and the cops started fading from view, I waved at them.

One of them waved back. But I could tell his heart wasn't in it. Or at least not all his fingers were.

After the looks we got from fellow passengers, probably mostly driven by my waving to the cops, we changed buses a couple of times. Josh was pretty quiet as we rode. Maybe he was worried about the cops. I really hadn't hit that cop very hard. I imagine he was mostly just startled.

I recognized the intersection ahead. “This is it.”

––––––––
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WE GOT OFF THE BUS. Our clothes were mostly dry by now, but we still looked more like homeless people than high school students on summer break. My hip and leg had quieted down while we were sitting, but once I was on my feet again, it was almost like just having been hit.

Josh was right there offering help, but I waved him away. I needed to rely on myself, to be indepen— “Wait,” I said. “I—I do need a little help.”

“What was that? I couldn't quite hear you.” Wow, he was milking this for all it was worth.

I limped another step or two and stopped. “I could use some help.”

He instantly transformed from superior to solicitous. “I'm sorry. People don't ordinarily need my help.”

I was tempted to say, “Probably because you make it seem like a favor to the peons,” but I bit my tongue. He pulled my arm around his shoulder and we moved carefully down the block.

“Where to?” he asked.

“My dad’s place is a few blocks from here. I’ll be OK there. Once I get past the, 'I told you so' stage. Last time I saw him was a screaming match. Me screaming.”

He didn't ask, which was just as well. My dad had always been quick-tempered, but it had gotten worse when he was passed over for a big promotion. And then my mom died. Since that point, my dad was bitter and angry almost all the time. I had to admit I had a few rough edges, too. They were partly from losing mom, but mostly from places where I bumped against dad.

This block didn't look as much like San Francisco as some did. For one thing, thankfully, the block was level, no steep hill. No streetcars ran here.

“This is it,” I said finally. We stopped in front of the brick building. It was probably newer than the 1906 blowout, but not by much. The building, once purely industrial, now contained a mix of businesses and residential conversions.

The main hallway on the ground floor was deserted. That was just as well. Nosy Mr. Hyatt would have seen me limping, accompanied by a stranger, a boy, and the questions would have come non-stop.

I stopped in front of a door with a large LAVATORY sign.

Josh said, “We go in through a bathroom?”

I shook my head. “One of Dad's friends has an awful sense of humor.” I pointed to a small asterisk over the V and the footnote that said “Substitute BOR for V.” 

As I was fumbling for my key, I thought I heard a crash from inside. I hurried to get the door open, a guaranteed way to slow things down. The key jammed. I had to work it back out and try again.

I was prepared for Dad to be angry, to call the police himself once he knew the whole story. I was prepared to call him “Fred” instead of “Dad,” just because I knew it irritated him. I wasn't prepared for this.

“Daddy!” I cried.

I tried to run to him, but I couldn't. Josh helped me move forward.

Daddy lay on the floor, with blood pooling under him. His shoulder seemed to be the epicenter of blood. As I got closer, it looked like part of his arm was missing. “Daddy! What happened?”

In his good hand, he held a cell phone, maybe trying to call 911. Josh had his own cell out, no doubt trying to call 911, too. He dropped it.

Josh's cell was dead from the dunking. He threw it across the room. I pointed to the cordless phone and looked around for a sheet or a blanket or something to stanch the flow of blood.

Nothing nearby. Just a large home-brew laboratory. Old computers. Old TV. A littered workbench.

Josh was talking to a 911 operator, but I couldn't move across the room to dad's cot. I pointed toward it and mimed working on my dad's shoulder.

Josh got it instantly. He made his way over there and back, talking to the operator the whole time. “Yes,” he said. “We have a dying man here.” He realized what he was saying and grimaced. He looked apologetic. Whatever he told them was fine, as long as it got them here fast.

I positioned the blanket next to dad's shoulder and pressed.

Dad shuddered awake, and gave a pitiful, soft cry. His eyes widened as he realized I was here.

“I'm here, Daddy. What happened?”

Instead of answering, he looked around on the floor. He spotted the cell phone he'd had in his hand and then he made an effort I would not have thought possible. He reached and grabbed it. He offered it to me.

“Take it.” His voice was breathless. “Take it! It's important.”

He must have been really out of it with the blood loss. But I humored him. I stuck it in a pocket. It looked newish, with a large screen, but Josh was already talking to 911.

“What happened?” I asked again.

“No time. File on home screen... Read it before you...use it.”

This was too strange. “I know how to use a phone.”

I don't know how he had the strength, but he grabbed my shoulder. “Not a phone. Read it! Survival depends...Read it...please...love you—”

And then he was gone. The light just faded out of his eyes. His body relaxed, and I knew. Intellectually, I knew it was too late, but I wasn't ready to let go.

“Daddy! Daddy! Where’s the ambulance?” I pulled Daddy to me, hugging him desperately.

Josh spoke from over my shoulder. “It's on the way.”

“Daddy!” This couldn't be happening. It was not possible that our last long conversation was the screaming match. I hadn't gotten a chance to say I was sorry. Which I actually was.

I began to cry. “I'm sorry, Daddy. I really am sorry.” Even that brief confession had to be interrupted.

Josh said insistently, “We’ve gotta get out of here.”

“I can’t leave him.” As I said that, the sound of sirens penetrated from outside.
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“The police will be with the medics. They'll think we did this. They’ll arrest us.”

“So what?” Nothing seemed important anymore.

“They already want us for trespassing and stuff. They will spend three seconds deciding we're the kind of people who would do this, and we'll be in prison for life.”

“I don't care.”

“Well, I’m leaving.” He waited a second. “Darn it, come with me!”

The sirens were even louder!

I didn't know what to do. There was nothing more I could do for Daddy, but I couldn't just abandon him.

“Look, we can call the police from somewhere safe. We can explain.” He watched me for three seconds and added, “Come on!”

Reluctantly, I rose. And nearly fell. Josh helped me up.

With Josh's help, I got to the door, limping badly.

I don't know if it was my cries, or the sirens, but sure enough, Mr. Hyatt had his door open and was looking around for the source of all the excitement.

His door angled onto dad's door. His eyes grew large behind his round Harry Potter glasses as he took in what we had just left behind. “Meg? What’s happening?”

No way was I going to stop here and give Mr. Hyatt a full run-down. I just said, “Dad had a bad accident, Mr. Hyatt. No time to explain.”

A commotion from the front of the building said the emergency workers were in the corridor.

Josh helped me limp toward the back way. Now he had blood on his clothes, too.

As I looked back, Mr. Hyatt had his head poked into dad's lab. Great.

We reached the alley unaccosted. No doubt the police would really like to talk to us now, but I thought Josh was right. This was not the time. If the cop I'd hit was one of the cops sent here, we both might say some things I'd regret.

“Where to?” Josh asked?

“Get me to my house?”

He nodded. We set off down the alley lined with brick walls.

I got about ten steps before I had to stop and cry. Josh waited beside me. His hand on my waist felt warm.

We limped down the alley, temporarily looking more like a couple than a couple of loners.

***
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WE REACHED MY HOUSE without attracting a SWAT team. I attribute that mainly to avoiding public transportation and keeping to alleys when we could.

I call it “my house,” and maybe it truly was my house then, but it had been our house, my dad and me. But we argued so much, and his research took so much of his energy, he eventually just started sleeping in his lab most nights.

Josh helped me inside, and then through the living room, down the hall, and into my room. I sat heavily onto the bed.

Josh looked around the room wonderingly, and it was only later that I realized he was taking in the familiar “green” posters, a couple of empty Pepsi cans, and the same redwood forest poster he had.

“Thanks,” I said. It didn't seem enough.

“Don't mention it.” He moved tentatively toward the door, probably as accustomed to being on his own as I was. At the door he waited. “You going to be OK?”

I sat there silently, the wheels turning. I think Josh was about to ask me again when I said, “You're not curious?”

“About?”

I pulled out my dad's cell phone. It looked like an ordinary phone. “This.”

“I've maybe had a sheltered life, but I've seen cell phones.”

“My father was insistent.”

“He was out of his mind with pain.”

I unlocked the screen and examined it intently.

Josh relented and moved so he could look over my shoulder.

“Here’s the file,” I said.

“And?” Josh look around room, his gaze stopping on my desk computer. Same green home page as his. “Green Targets in San Francisco.”

“In case of my death. Use extreme caution with the camera function. The viewing window will show the other side. Do not press the shutter button until you read more.”

“Other side of what?”

“I don’t know yet.”

“Maybe he was already a little loopy before whatever happened.”

Yesterday, I would have joined in on putting my dad down. “No, actually, if he said something, it was usually right. It made me angry that he insisted on being right about almost everything. But he generally was.”

I pressed the camera button. The camera viewfinder took over the screen. But something was wrong. At first it looked the viewfinder was showing black and white.

I scanned the phone around the room. I felt strange. This didn't make sense. 

Josh said softly, “Holy...crap.”

The viewfinder showed a dirty, dusty, faded, messier view of my room. Some of the furniture was gone, some of it was moved around the room. Some of it had been upgraded.

Pointing the phone out the window was weird, too. The building







































[image: image]






















































































[image: image]



















[image: image]










































[image: image]

































































[image: image]














[image: image]




























[image: image]





































[image: image]



















[image: image]



























































































































































































[image: image]





























































[image: image]


































































[image: image]






















































































[image: image]






































[image: image]































[image: image]































































































[image: image]






















[image: image]




















[image: image]










































[image: image]






























































































































































































































































[image: image]





































[image: image]






































































































[image: image]



d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
JOHN E STITH

TINYATIVE
_MALHINE

THE COMPLETE TﬂIlIIEY

demger humor, romance

e's something here for everybody!
~~ Connie Willis, SF Grandmaste;





d2d_images/image051.jpg





d2d_images/image012.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image015.jpg





d2d_images/image043.jpg





d2d_images/image000.jpg





d2d_images/image044.jpg





d2d_images/image005.jpg





d2d_images/image003.png





d2d_images/image026.jpg





d2d_images/scene_break.png





d2d_images/image029.jpg





