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July 23rd 2012 00:14:04 GMT

There was no point in beating about the bush. Jimmy slowed his car and came to a stop in front of the smouldering vehicle blocking his way. Beyond the simmering hulk, Jimmy could see the mob of gangly teenagers milling around and drinking beer, waiting for a hapless motorist like Jimmy to stop. Jimmy was anything but hapless.

“Hey, you guys. Are you going to help me pull this wreck out of my way?” It was a windy evening, and Jimmy's longish blond hair blew about his head, giving him a wild look. His thin features made for a hawkish expression, all in all, Jimmy always likened himself to a bird of prey, a predator.

The youths turned to Jimmy and started towards him, clearly the worse for wear for their alcohol consumption.

A sallow faced; thin youth of no more than fifteen stepped forward from the crowd and offered Jimmy a half smile. “What’s in it for us?”

“Nothing,” Jimmy said, smiling back. "You'll be helping a poor sap that needs to be somewhere else pretty fast."

"What if I tell you we started the fire, man?"

"Then I would say, you can put it out, and you can move the wreck for me."

The youth snorted in derision and hurled an empty Corona bottle at Jimmy's head. Jimmy barely ducked and the bottle missed him, smashing to the floor close behind Jimmy, sending sparkling shards of glass scattering and twinkling in the early evening light.

"You can clean that up as well, for good measure."

The youth snapped his fingers, clearly, he was the leader, and his mob walked toward Jimmy.

"Nice of you to join us, guys. Let me introduce you to my friend, the persuader."

The mob chuckled and carried on their swaggering, menacing walk, toward Jimmy. Jimmy let them get to within a few feet and then pulled out his Magnum 44 pointing it at the leader’s head. The mob stopped in their tracks, looking slightly bemused by this turn of events. It was the biggest gun most of them had ever seen but even so, it was obvious that it would do a lot of damage whoever was on the receiving end of Jimmy’s wrath.

"He has an official name, but I just call him the snake. He can be a mean sonofabitch when he bites, know what I mean? However, he does have an important job to play."

The leader of the mob was clearly breaking into a nervous sweat. His crew, standing close behind, began to mumble, obviously agitated.

"Not interested in his job?"

The sallow youth, the leader, was sweating and looking behind him at his mob. No one moved, but the leader began shuffling his feet.

"Seen it all before," Jimmy muttered.

The leader suddenly bolted and ran to Jimmy's left. Jimmy took his time, aimed and fired. The dum-dum bullet hit the youth squarely on his back and the force took him off his feet. As the body flew forward and slightly tumbled, the mob stood stunned, watching the spectacle of their leader's demise.

The body finally hit the ground with a slight thud and was engulfed in a hazy shower of dust, blood and sweat.

Nobody moved. Stunned silence permeated the air and Jimmy turned to the mob. “Number thirty-two, dispatched. Over and out.” Jimmy blew down the gun barrel and smiled at the mob.

"What the hell man," someone in the mob said, his voice quivering with fear.

"Only doing my duty."

"You a cop?"

Jimmy pointed the Magnum at the crowd. "No, I'm a pissed off citizen whose home world is now a garbage basket-case and who feels the need to exert a little pressure on shitty people like you, to urge you to clean up your act."

"Where you from, man?"

"Your future and it isn’t a bed of roses."

"My future?"

"Yeah, and I'm here to clean up my past."

June 15th 2134 15:14:04 GMT

"You're kidding, right? It's a joke?" Jimmy Hyde's beaming smile and the glint in his eye told the two scientists he was talking to that he didn't believe a word they said.

The lab the trio were in was deep below the Nevada desert and one of the most secret scientific establishments in the world.

"You're telling me the UN has funded this, right under the nose of the American Government?"

"Get real, Hyde. The UN funds everything these days. The USA exists in name only and has not been in command of this country for years. It's a puppet government that..."

"OK, enough!" Professor Jason Moyland was irritated at his colleague's incessant desire to turn every topic they discussed into a political debate.

For her part, Alice Moyland, Jason's sister, was irritated at her brother's political naivety and at Jimmy Hyde's political ignorance.

"I'm not stupid," Jimmy said, "I do know what happened over the years, but I do think there's still some way to go before the USA is politically castrated."

Alice rolled her eyes.

"Enough. We're here to discuss the device, not debate politics."

"Yeah, right," Jimmy said with amusement in his tone. "By the device, you mean this, this..." he stumbled over his words as he pointed towards a fighter pilot's chair that looked over a hundred years old.

"Antique?" Alice said.

"Yeah, antique."

Jason Moyland sighed and walked to the other side of the 'antique' where he stood admiring his machine. "It may be antique, but it's a thing of beauty."

"It's an old pilot's chair, sat on a two-metre square pedestal covered in a cube of clear Perspex."

"Nano-steel, actually, see through as well, quite an achievement in this day and age." Alice joined her brother on the other side of the device.

The lab was no more than a workshop of twenty meters by twenty metres constructed from chrome and white plastic, air-conditioned but very basic. The entire complex consisted of no more than twenty of these modules, admin, security, recreation and sleeping modules, but this lab was at the sharp end of the latest attempt to manipulate time.

"OK, so you call it a time-machine?"

"Correct," Jason said with pride evident in his voice. Jason was older than his sister, and some observed he was old before his time. Worry lines and a pale skin made him look fifty when he was actually ten years younger. Lack of sleep and pressure could do that to a man. His sister, on the other hand, was in her late thirties and looked much younger. Her black hair was cut in a classic pageboy cut that gave her the look of a very young teacher, something Jimmy was admiring as she began to speak. 

"Not just a time-machine. It can actually travel within the same time-plane; that is, at its most basic level, it is simply a very fast personal transport," Alice said, giving her brother a brief smile.

"You mean it flies as well?" Jason was walking around the device, shaking his head.

"No, not fly," Alice said, "a personal transport is a better term."

"When the coordinates are set, it will take you instantaneously anywhere on the planet by shifting into quantum space. It's a shift, or rather a slide, into a higher dimension, and then it drops back into our space-time but in a different location."

"You could make a fortune with this?" Jimmy said, warming to the idea of an instantaneous personal transporter.

Alice tutted, and Jason shot her a warning glance. "It's for study," she said, "not for monetary gain."

"But this device could change the world. Think of it, no more pollution."

"It's a bit late for that, Jimmy. Didn't you notice the deadly smog covering the entire planet as you flew in from your space station?"

Jimmy shrugged and continued pacing around the device. He suddenly stopped and looked at the Moyland siblings. "However, if this is a time-machine, couldn't we go back and change the past, so that our future wasn't so shitty?"

"A Back-Slide, with our time machine, is that what you are thinking about, time travel? Know a lot about temporal mechanics, do you?" Alice asked, with more than a degree of sarcasm in her voice.

"I know enough, I am a space jock after all," Jimmy said, parodying Alice's sarcastic voice. "We space jocks need to know something about Einstein, temporal mechanics, general relativity and so on and so forth."

Alice Moyland walked to the small coffee machine in the corner and pressed for a Cafe Latte, sweet. The machine buzzed softly and a small plastic cup of hot coffee was deposited in the dispenser. She held the cup up and examined it, before taking a sip. "See this," she said with a grimace, "it's synthetic. Awful stuff and nowhere near the real thing. Why? Because we can't grow coffee beans on the planet anymore. In fact, we can't grow anything. You're telling me that one man, you, using our time machine, can go back and fix everything so that I can have a decent cup of coffee. Is that what you're telling us?"

"Why not," Jimmy said, holding his hands up and shrugging.

"Because it isn't possible, there is no way one man could make cause such a change. Where do you start?"

"But it's a time machine. It doesn't matter where I start. I can go anywhere in time. I can start where I think is best and if that doesn't work, go a bit further back and try again. I can be anywhere in history at any time I like, because I have all of time to get it right."

"No! No! That's not possible..."

"Why not?" Alice's brother interjected.

Alice looked at Jason with a shocked expression. "You're not buying into this crap, are you?"

"Not in its current, ultra-simplistic form, no. But the general idea is sound. We could survey history. Pinpoint times where a change here or a change there could make a difference. We would need to develop a computer model but..."

"And what happens when we come across the Grandfather paradox?" Alice said, firmly folding her arms across her ample bosom.

"The what?" Jimmy asked, looking between the two.

Jason sighed and moved to his workbench and sat on a tall stool, feeling the need to sit down to explain this to Jimmy.

"What Alice is referring to is a situation where, for argument's sake, we discover that your Grandfather or







































[image: ]















































































[image: ]

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
The-Eternal Mai.
ZStience Fiction Short Stories °
& K o o | '

e






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





