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BOOMTIME

“If were strong enough, or lucky enough—or
both—a piece of our story will carry on
throughout time.”

—Unknown



Business picked up at The Attic. People were packing in, ordering their gin and tonics,
Jack Daniels, beer, and wines. The speakeasy was filled with cigarette smoke and chatter.
George tended bar while the two waitresses, Fiona and Bernice, bustled about, as usual.
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Managing had given Pierce new territory to explore,

but he began growing utterly bored with the routine.
Granted, it was nice not having to freeze out in Rum

Row, but he had been doing the same thing since be-
fore Christmas.

After lighting a smoke for a lovely young
Can't wait to get woman, he was furning to go about his
this bloody night business when he found his feet nailed
e— figuratively to the floor.

You've got to be kidding.

It was nonother
than the Trickster
himself.




Fuckin' hell. Pierce Landcross!
Lookee who it is, eh?280 Small world.

I do. And you remember the
Small world? We're not bloody far from P reason why I brought you here.
where you left me, bruised and hurting, ) Un'“'"fhe threat is taken care of,
remember? I can't take you back to your
rightful time.




How are your injuries now?

Stop acting like being dropped off here is the end of
the world. I could have plopped you in the middle of
the Amazon jungle and let you deal with headhunters,

A bit sore.

Hurts to laugh. Hey, Tin Man, a glass of

Benton's Old Fashioned, eh?
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Don't call me that,
Isaac.

Good. You took my advice
and changed your name.

HAI Tin Manl! Even your accent, too, huh?
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Just joshing
you, George.

Only around certain folk.
I'm used to living under
assumed names, anyway.
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"T've endured the most confusing days . : ) L
of my life. Motion pictures, automobiles,
zeppelins. Bloody hell—airplanes? The
bleedin’ world has gone and gotten all
cluttered up with machines. I honestly
thought I was about o go mad in
hose first few days.

You seem to have
adjusted well enough. &




It was a bloody
hightmare.

Could have
been worse

What sort of free nation
bans alcohol, eh?

' It won't last. It never

does. It's simply a piss poor
way to try to make mankind

I fell into some trouble that got

me mixed up in a smuggling racket.

I helped sneak booze into this speak-
easy. My experience in this sort of
thing has earned me a rather quick
promotion.

Aye, well, that word,
‘civilized," has no
meaning, in my opinion.




Exactly. What does it
mean to be civilized?

To a pair of civilized
gents like us.

If you haven't come to bring
me back, why are you here?




T'm on a treasure hunt What sort of items?

T've been challenged
to find certain items,

Drink up, boy.
They're coming.

[

It's the coppers! Jf
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This is a raid!
Nobody move!




Thirty
Too Many Close Calls



They headed up the stairs toward the unfinished antique shop.

Why the bloody hell had Pierce stuck around? He should have [
taken the cash he'd saved and skipped town ages ago. Taken Now it was too late.
Lucy with him and left this crazy world behind. )

Pierce held a shimmer of hope that someone, perhaps Kelly




Romano? What are

you doing here?

You had my phone tapped?

Ol' Leon's breathing increased to
the point that he wheezed pain-
fully and needed to use his mask.
Leon's people stiffened, their
expressions alert. Things were
about to go to pot for somebody.

I followed you. Well,
not exactly. More like
eavesdropped on your
call.

The gents with their heads bowed like some
sort of dramatic choir ready to sing a hymn
raised their heads. They didn't seem real.
Their faces appeared to be made of patches
of metal, yet their eyes were human, set deep
inside eye sockets and guarded by goggles.

. Each of them shared similar features such as
blocky noses and thin mouths. Their throats
consisted of a single clear tube surrounded by
a series of wires, thin pipes, and gears that
turned whenever their heads moved. These
blokes seemed manufactured. Each had a faint

i fog coming out of their mouths.




Christ, were they . .. ? ¥4 Machine Men!
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The second the firefight started, Pierce ducked low
and headed for the kitchen area that was still under
heavy renovation by the McCarthy Construction Company.

He was amazed that he was able to
make it out without being shot.







The End



