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1 

In all honesty, Sarah wasn't really surprised to find the park bench overlooking lovers leap 

empty. The book she had bought from the garage sale telling the emotional tale of the two 

lovers, stated that the meeting on the cliffs overlooking the sea had been a chance encounter 

in 1971, the year Sarah was currently reading the story. She knew deep down though, that the 

footnote at the front of the book was obviously nothing more than a fake letter typed up and 

printed in a manufactured fictional diary. It was like reading the old adverts in the back of the 

science fiction books back in the 1950’s promising the reader a chance to buy a set of x ray 

specs for .99cents if they just sent their cheque to a certain address, but really, everybody 

knew nothing would come of it, those deceiving pieces were no more than fictional scams.  

More realistically, the story she found herself reading, was surely no more than a make-

believe recount of two fictional character’s romantic liaison, written by a clever author with a 
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great imagination. But even if the dates inside were nothing more than a gimmick, a printing 

error, designed to confuse or entice, Sarah was nevertheless intrigued. Ever since she had 

read the decree of undying love, neatly printed inside the front page of the second-hand book, 

the hopeless romantic inside her head had insisted that if she didn't come to check on the 

possibility of an encounter with the actual writer of this book, on the actual date in question, 

then she would forever carry the regret of never knowing what actually happened to the 

writer of such a wonderfully sad love story. The bigger question being why he had chosen a 

future meeting location of 1971 in White Cliff, and on valentine day of all days! Was it based 

on any fact whatsoever. Had the author simply changed the names and the dates of another 

story, to make this one seem more appealing to the science fiction market? And if it had been 

real, whose life was it based on- the writers? 

The book itself had been tucked away in a box marked ‘50cents a bundle’ on a fold-away 

picnic table, that leant forward on only three legs in the front yard of her neighbour’s house, 

where she thought the boy who delivered the milk to the bakery, lived.  Mr Gordons, the old 

creepy looking hoarder from down the street, who the kids called smelly Gordo’, was up 

early and already rummaging through the boxes on offer, while puffing away on his pipe. He 

had already beaten Sarah to the best selection in the pile, making his pickings from the stack 

of dated books like a feasting hyena, pulling the flesh from a carcass on the prairie, leaving 

the box like a firecracker had gone off amongst the dozen or so tattered books. He always 

surfaced at yard sales, or any other event in the street. Anytime things were being sold for a 

bargain. The rest of the time he just disappeared inside his house, never to be seen until the 

next yard sale, unless you were up early, then you’d catch   him down by the cliffs smoking 

his pipe and eying up the passers-by.  Most of the books left in the box, if not all, were dog 

eared, forgotten publications, many of them disintegrating with age, with broken spines that 

now barely held the yellowing, tarnished pages together. The faded illustrated front covers on 
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many of the books Sarah had picked up from the box were lame to say the least, toned 

athletic space heroes, clutching scantily clad Amazon warriors, as they posed mid battle, 

amongst the apocalyptic ruined city wall limits. Others depicted forbidden romantic liaisons, 

entwined lovers on golden beaches, or under trees shedding their autumn leaves. Interspecies 

alien lovers on horseback riding along golden beaches with the wind in their hair as the fallen 

Statue of Liberty gazed down upon them. She even came across a quality copy of the book 

she had actually just finished reading that very day, The Time machine by H.G Wells, one that 

had completely engrossed her, and still kept a copy of in her handbag to reread whenever she 

got bored. When she had opened the books cover, the note had read To Jack, all our love 

Auntie Jeanie xx.  She smiled, and put that one aside, noticing it was a first edition. Somebody 

is going to miss this one she thought, always on the look -for a good find. Each of the books 

in the box had once been enthusiastically passed down from bookshop to Auntie, then reader 

to reader, until they finally ended up forgotten and discarded in a cardboard box marked “50 

cents a bundle” on the lawn of some nest clearing mother in the midst of her spring clean 

garage clear out. There were rumours around the bakery about Mrs Garrets teenage son being 

a bit simple, and would fly off the handle at the slightest thing, but you know what they say 

about rumours and hearsay. Sarah blushed slightly, she liked him, well at least-the bad boy 

image she conjured up of him, but suffered the same crushing shyness he obviously toiled 

with towards the opposite sex. She thumbed through the stack of books realising that she and 

Jack actually had very similar tastes, and wondered who he was, realising that she had read so 

many of the novels that he had collected over the years, as she placed each of them carefully 

onto a teetering pile on the table. And, as she had delved deeper into the box, she imagined 

how Jack might look, tucked up at night, reading his romantic fantasies. She blushed again. 

The book that had caught Sarah Knowles eye however, had none of the well thumbed through 

tell-tale signs, or mark down clearance stickers from other reputable book-stores. This 



 
4 Cunningham/ header? 

unusual leather bound hardback had been tightly packed between a copy of Robert 

Silverberg’s  “Up the Line” and a seemingly well used Jungle book colouring in book, where 

the child in question had managed to miss every possible line boundary in favour for the 

more abstract of colouring, which she thought was cute. She had also picked out several other 

sketch books that were more or less untouched, and found the pencil sketches in some of the 

blank pages rather good, very good in fact. Some of the drawings however, bore the rather 

uncanny resemblance to herself, scantily dressed in various Amazonian fighting costume’s, 

which intrigued her slightly and concerned her more than a little.  But the unique book Sarah 

had uncovered, had her really intrigued the moment she set eyes on the cover, it seemed to 

her to be more a Lovers Itinerary, than a story. More a list of dates and places the two 

characters visited throughout their union. The heavy leather-bound book was clasped shut 

with a small studded rivet which was simply coloured in plain brown. Along its spine was a 

pencil slid into two leather looped holders. It displayed no imagery on the sleeve, only the 

title printed in elegant calligraphy in gold leaf; 

 

Ask Mr. Foster 

Inside there was no printing date or issue, no place of print, or library number, those pages 

seemed to have been torn from the binding. Only the name Jack & Sarah under the title 

prompted the reader, that, and a long list of dates and places with little anecdotes of what 

happened at each numbered location, dating all the way from 1971 to a future date of 2017. 

The pages were bound inside by small round metal clip binders, each hooking through the 

pre-holed coloured page finders. Sarah was fascinated by the science fiction tale of love and 
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romance the moment she had begun reading the story of the chance meeting of two lonely 

strangers who met along the White Cliff path one early Valentine’s morning. Her heart had 

melted immediately when she read the opening line of the chapter marked:  A Chance 

Meeting, because she knew exactly where the location was that the couple had met for the 

first time. She knew because she walked passed that exact bench every morning on her way 

to work at the local bakery, sometimes stopping to read or chat with the odd early bird riser. 

Usually the worn bench lay empty at that time of day, staring patiently out at the rolling salty 

waves as they crashed onto the rocks below, waiting for somebody to stop and rest up a 

while, under the shade of the willow tree. Every now and then, it would be filled with elderly 

couples sat huddled together under tartan picnic blankets, taking warmth from the flask of tea 

they had brought with them. Sarah would smile and nod as she passed the aging couples 

feeding the seagulls, wondering if she would ever find a companion to share her very own 

flask of tea with. Other times, the old man with the pipe, Mr Gordon, would nod at passing 

folks as they walked their dogs, or stare at the kids being pushed in the prams by concerned 

parents. Some said he was a bit dodgy that way, others said he liked the young girls, but 

Sarah never really paid any attention to him. He looked harmless enough as he puffed on his 

pipe, too frail to do any harm to her really, it was just the fact that he always stared at 

whoever walked by. She nodded politely each time she found herself being stared at by him, 

making sure her woollen jacket was done all the way up to cover her modesty, and usually 

tried to at least look like she was continuing to read whatever love story was in her hand at 

the time of the awkward encounter. Her head was filled with fairy tale stories of prince’s and 

true love, caped heroes saving damsels in distress, romantic sidekicks and secret lovers, space 

pirates and time ships, but ultimately, she dreamt of finding the perfect partner to settle down 

with and starting a family with of her own.  Occasionally, if she was early, and the creepy 

guy wasn’t there, she would wander over and just sit alone for five or ten minutes, and stare 
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out at the sea, day dreaming before work, fantasising that there was some warm body sat by 

her side, hugging her intently. Her nose was always buried deep in a new romance book she 

had picked up from her college library, or liberated from someone’s garage sale, just like the 

one in her hand now. But this one was different, this one had no hero, or heroine. This one 

seemed real, real places, real people, real love. And Sarah was fascinated with each turn of 

the journals page. Although a couple of the pages seem to have been torn from the front of 

the book, the story for the most part was complete.  It was a journey through the couple’s 

entire lives, each and every moment Jack and Sarah Garret had shared along the path of their 

wonderful life together, from the chapter:  A Chance Meeting, her favourite chapter, where 

the lovers carved their initials into the bench where they first met, to the heart wrenching 

passing of Jacks beloved wife while on holiday at the White Cliffs, while celebrating forty 

glorious years of marriage together. That chapter had had Sarah in tears for days, sniffling in 

her bed as she walked on to the end of the story with the inconsolable husband, as he 

meandered through a jumble of events in his life, disorientated, and in deep mourning. But it 

was the end of the story that fascinated her, with Jack deciding at the end of his journal to 

return to the place where it all started, accepting Mr Fosters offer of a chance to retrace his 

steps, and return to meet his wife on the bench by lover’s leap on White Cliffs. What Jack 

must have felt when his wife Sarah tripped and fell from the Cliff face she could only 

imagine. 

Today she was rereading ‘Ask Mister Foster’ again, and skimming once more over the 

Chance Encounter chapter, where the two young lovers in the story met, and fell in love with 

for the very first time. She slowly walked along the coast line and over to the empty bench, 

ducking under the swaying willow tree branches as she felt the first threat of rain drops tickle 

her face, the very same bench she was once again reading about in the story. At the same 

time, she made sure she wasn’t about to stumble over one of the grassy roots sprouting from 
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the side of the pathway and fall and bang her head, just like the character in the story, 

simultaneously scanning over the pages through teary eyes, and reading the smudged side 

note the author had marked in italics underneath the passage. The pages were yellowing, and 

the pencil mark nothing more than a faint scratching upon the page, but she could make it out 

clearly enough. 

    

  My beloved Sarah,  

my heart aches with joy whenever I recall our first encounter on that cold winters February morning of 

1971 on the pathway by the White cliffs. Your smile lit up my heart, and ever since that Valentine’s day 

it has kept the glow burning bright inside me. All I have done, I have done for you. All I do is because I 

have loved you from the very first moment our eyes met on that bench under the swaying willow tree, and I 

long to be sat alongside you once more as we gaze over each of our horizons together my Darling. Until 

then, I wait and watch alone from our bench, Forever your beloved Valentine, Jack. xxx    

Sarah’s heart fluttered as she read the old pencilled note scribbled under the chance encounter 

paragraph, wiping the tears from her eyes. My beloved Sarah…It was as if the author was 

writing to her, and she closed her eyes picturing herself as that very woman entwined in this 

young man’s arms overlooking the sea. The storm clouds rolled over the sea, as the wind 

picked up again, and she tucked her hair behind her ear and lifted her collar, then sat down on 

the bench and waited.  

 Sarah’s thoughts drifted through the pages of the love story as she waited, imagining the 

places these two people had journeyed to together, their hands clasped together, fingers 

entwined, as they shared laughs on the beach, or sat sharing glasses of wine outside a 

restaurant in Italy, both staring passionately into each other’s loving gaze. She had so much 

to ask the author. Who was his inspiration for this wonderful story? Why was there no 
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mention of other worldly events in the story? No disasters, no winning lottery ticket numbers, 

no lifters of super-bowl cups, no shocking premonitions of events that would change world 

history. Who would print such a unique book, the cost alone to make one of these fine 

editions must have been uneconomical to say the least. All these questions buzzed around her 

head. But after a couple of hours sat overlooking the frothing ocean, Sarah realised that 

nobody would appear. The date in the book was just as she thought, a fantasy fictional story 

written by somebody who snatched a random date out from thin air that happened to coincide 

with her being around to read it at the right place and the right time. Anybody could have 

picked this book up, at any time, it was just coincidence that she had found it when she did, 

pure and simple coincidence, there would be no insight into rocket-men of the future, or 

settlers on the moon, or journeys to space, or when Martians would invade. It was just a 

simple tale of love, death and loneliness. Valentine’s day, for Sarah Knowles as always, was 

the loneliest in the year it always had been And, with a heavy heart, she realised it always 

would be for her. So why should she think 1971 would be any different. Her hand fell to her 

side, and slowly caressed the wooden bench with the slightest of touches, her fingers 

following the ruts of the wood searching for the heart Jack had carved into that very bench 

for his Sarah, as the two lovers had sat talking to each other on that historic day. But there 

was no heart shape whittled into the bench. No initials had been lovingly crafted into the 

bench for posterity. Jack had not been here to engrain his love for Sarah into the wooden 

bench, and never would. She sighed, unable to give up the fantasy in her head, despite the 

mounting evidence, perhaps just a little longer she thought as the chill worked its way up her 

spine. 

The movement behind her startled her, and she turned around just as a hand reached out, her 

heart skipping a beat as she beamed with a hundred questions in her head ready to ask the 

stranger, hoping his hand of the would gently caress the hair from her face, and answer them 
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all.  But the hand of the stranger done nothing of the sort, instead it ripped the book from her 

grasp with the speed of a cobra striking its prey, “That’s enough of that!” the stranger 

growled, yanking the hardback from her dumbfounded grasp, and wrenched it free. “ITS 

CHEATING!” he sneered, before bringing the spine of the book down in a swift swinging 

motion, swatting Sarah across the bridge of her nose so hard that she fell backwards onto the 

bench, and tumbled bleeding onto the wet grass unconscious. The old man stood astride 

Sarah, his dirty yellow raincoat flapping in the breeze as he inspected the book like an old 

friend with a manic grin, before he sat down on the bench, and stared out over the churning 

ocean. Below him, Sarah lay on the wet grass, twitching by his feet.  

As he waited for fate, he pulled out his pipe, and tapped out the tobacco onto the side of the 

bench, and watched with a grin, as the burnt offerings were caught by the wind and scattered 

in all directions over the edge of the cliff, I am but a leaf on the wind, he mused, reaching 

into his long drab yellow overcoat for his small pocket knife. He opened the blade up and 

stared at the glinting edge for a moment, then began slowly scraping out the stubborn tobacco 

leaves from his pipes edging. But before he put the knife away again he had a thought, and 

laughed to himself- why not, after-all he had time to kill. 

The old man chomped down on the pipe in his mouth with his dentures, as he worked the 

knife on the bench, gouging out two initials corralled into the shape of a heart. 

S  

& 

J 

FOREVER 
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2. 

Jack Garret shuffled from the busy Diner blowing his nose, and cursing the latest cold to 

hijack his worn-out arthritic riddled body, knowing his days were numbered for sure. His 

belly rumblings had subsided after his lunchtime routine of coffee and cake, but Since his 

wife of forty years had recently passed, Jack found himself paying little attention to his ever-

decreasing waistline, and the dull ache now making its daily appearance high in his bony 

chest. Jack’s daily routine took him from the lonely darkness of his flat, sat his leather chair 

surrounded by the many picture frames he had of his wife, and him, embracing with loving 

smiles, positioned around the room. He would spend hours by the window overlooking the 

sidewalk, where he would sit most of the day watching the youngsters playing in the park, 

always on their infernal phone devices. When he went out, it was always over to the bakery 

across the street, where he would shuffle over for his loaf of stale bread, then sit on the park 

bench, and feed the seagulls. Once he had emptied his flask of soup, and fed the birds, 

constantly shaking his head at just what a bunch of ignorant fool’s society had become, with 

their heads constantly stooped as they stared into those life sucking phones of theirs, Jack 

would make the lonely shuffle back to his armchair to people watch the remainder of the 

afternoon, and reminisce about Sarah. Quite often, he would sketch her out on an old notepad 

he kept by the window, never wanting to forget her face.  

The narrow snow covered sidewalk made his daily journey difficult, and passing by the 

sandwich board outside the fast food diner displaying all the 2017 Winter special offers 

without sliding on the sludge, was a constant challenge. His gaze often wandered over to the 

travel agents window display next door, where the large black limousine of Mr Fosters would 

usually be parked, waiting to taxi his customers on their holiday trips, and he sighed, feeling 

more nauseated with each day that passed. It had been exactly two years since he had taken 

his holiday break in that very limousine, back to the White Cliffs with his beloved wife, and 
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how he missed her terribly. And it was all Mr Fosters fault. After all, it was Mr Foster who 

had suggested that place as the perfect the holiday destination. 

Jack slowly passed the parked limousine with its tinted windows and turned to see if Mr 

Foster was present today. He leant forward, cupping his gloved hands against the shop front 

glass to avoid the winter sun glare, his plastic bag with his empty flask swinging gently 

against the pane, and peered through at the advertisement cards offering CASH FOR GOLD! 

and 20% DISCOUNT on all last minute 2017 international flight dates, wondering if he 

would ever want too, or be able, to afford to take another holiday again. Deep down he knew 

he’d probably not even make it through another winter, if this year’s snow fall was anything 

to go by. 

Mr Foster, the elderly agent that he and his wife had dealt with on many occasion before, was 

sat in his usual worn leather chair, behind his huge archaic yellowing computer monitor, 

checking the stock market and typing away furiously while puffing on his electric Vapour 

cigarette. The old man, looking no older then Jack now, looked up from his screen and smiled 

sympathetically at Jack, beckoning him to come inside with a polite hand gesture. Jack 

smiled politely back, instead pointing at his wristwatch and raised his eyebrows in apology as 

he always did, “no time- sorry!” he mouthed and waved back, “another day perhaps” he 

smiled and waved again from behind his cluttered mahogany desk, before continuing on his 

way. Truth be told Jack had very little money for life’s essentials, let alone a holiday. His 

wife’s funeral had completely cleared his account out, and after the rent and the bills, all that 

was left barely covered his coffee and cake in the morning.  Mr Foster nodded with a face of 

sad understanding, but got up from his chair regardless, scraping the legs on the floor,and 

made for the shop entrance. The small bell above the doorframe rang twice as Mr Foster 

opened the worn wooden door surrounding the stained-glass window, and peered outside. 

The ring was more an apologetic tinkle, than an announcement as the door opened. The travel 
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agent leant out holding the door ajar calling after Jack, “Mr Garret,” he shouted after the 

middle aged man in an almost Victorian English accent, “Mr Garret, I just wanted to let you 

know my door is always open if you wanted a chat over a cup of tea one afternoon, I have 

several exciting vacation opportunities in Cuba you may wish to peruse, and some very 

attractive special offers” Jack turned and waved as he walked backwards, ”another time 

perhaps Mr foster, I just don’t seem to have the time for holidays these days,  but  thanks all 

the same” he smiled politely, but deep down his blood boiled over. Had he not listened to Mr 

Fosters last holiday bargain offer, then perhaps Sarah would still be with him, or at least in a 

home being cared for now, if the tumour hadn’t grown any larger that is. Jack continued on to 

his small flat across the street to finish the day as he started it, sat in his armchair reminiscing 

about Sarah and trying to hold off the demons in his head. Mr Foster smiled and waved back 

briefly, realising Jack Garret was now shuffling painfully back to his flat with his back turned 

again, and heading for another mundane day at home across the street from his own agency. 

He sniffed the air with his long bony snout, like a rat peering from a sewer pipe, and smiled.  

They waved twice more as Jack glanced back running across the road, and then Mr Foster 

turned and made his way back to his leather recliner and sat down with a happy resigned sigh. 

He cleared his screen of the day’s work, until only the green flashing cursor remained at the 

top of his aging monitor, typing JACK GARRET into his keyboard, smiling as he sighed. It 

was just as he thought, Jack Garrets days were indeed numbered, he could smell it in the air. 

Mr Foster listened to the prehistoric Dot matrix printer clunking away in the backroom as it 

spewed out a zig zagging printed pile from the list on his computer screen. He could wait to 

show Jack his special deals a little longer, deals that he kept for only his special customers, 

but as they say, the deals won’t last forever folks, especially when your days are numbered. 
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3. 

Jack sat in his reclining chair thinking about the offer Mr Foster had proposed yesterday as he 

doodled away on a notepad by the window. He always had a pad by the window, ready to 

conjure up new characters for his story ideas, although lately, the sketching’s were shaky and 

rough at best. He used to have a wonderful imagination when he was younger, his sketches 

were as stunning as his stories. Now they were just doodles, doodles that done nothing to 

inspire anyone anymore.  He looked down at his latest drawing, and felt the sinking feel of 

nostalgia. His wandering lonely thoughts had somehow turned to the White cliffs were he and 

his wife Sarah had spent their last tragic holiday together, and he began to weep softly as he 

looked down at the pencil sketch of the busty elf warrior, standing elegant and powerful by 

the cartoon stove. He wiped away the tear splodge on the sketch, knocking a framed 

photograph by the side, and sighed, lifting the silver ornate picture frame with his arthritic 

hands, and stared down at the two young lovers sat side by side, kissing on the wooden park 

bench over-looking lovers leap, oblivious to the man taking the black and white photograph 

behind the lens. He stared down, remembering the seagulls as they swooped over the cliff, as 

if it were yesterday, and as his shaking hands clutched the picture frame. He could even 

remember the smell of the ocean, its salty spray crashing on the cliffs below. It was the first 

time in his life he had truly been happy, and the first day of their long and happy life together. 

It was as if Fate had stepped in and brought the two young lovers together. Well fate and 

perhaps a slight helping hand from an old stranger. And it was that secret that forever haunted 

his daily thoughts, grinding him down ever since the death of his beloved wife Sarah. 

Jack stared down at the picture with a guilty frown, trying to think back to the days leading 

up to the ‘chance meeting’ with Sarah on the White Cliffs, and found himself once more 

racked with that of sense guilt. Until that moment, he had never dared go back to those 
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memories, they were forever banished to the deepest darkest basement in his mind, they had 

been locked chained and forgotten in the shadows of nowhere, never to be spoken of again.  

But here they were. 

Like an old-school friend knocking on the door and finally being welcomed in, only to 

rekindle memories best kept forgotten. 

Only the old-school friend turned out to be that kid in school that you bullied, and was now 

wielding his junior baseball bat high in the air over your head and screaming, what you gonna 

do about it now Jack! 

And just how much of a coincidence was it that the old photographer happened to be there 

when you and Sarah kissed for the first time on that park bench over- looking the White Cliffs 

Jack-hmm? What was his name… smelly Gordo? 

Jack looked down at the picture through teary eyes and cursed, “leave me alone…just leave 

me alone…I ain’t done nothing wrong…PLEASE LEAVE ME ALONE!”  

Oh but you did Jack, you knew exactly what was going to happen …didn’t you…he told you 

didn’t he? 

“SHE WAS IN PAIN!...she was suffering so much, they wanted to take her away from 

me…” he sobbed, “…it was all she wanted…” he trailed off, wiping the snot from his 

sniffling nose. 

No Jack, she wanted you both to jump…but you chickened, didn’t you…left her alone didn’t 

you… didn’t you? 

“ NO!…I couldn’t…I just couldn’t do it…I tried to jump, I truly did, but if I did…!” he 

stopped himself. 
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If you did Jack, what? What would happen? You’d break the loop...you’d never see her again 

would you? 

He nodded, the tears rolling down his cheeks as he stifled the violent sobs, “I had to…I had to 

live my life…” 

His sobbing lasted the rest of the day, the guilty weight pushing down harder and harder on 

his weak shoulders until the weight on Jacks heart was almost crushing. He stood up 

clutching at his chest and dropped the sliver frame he was holding to the floor with a crack, 

and he staggered to his kitchen for a glass of water. He suddenly felt claustrophobic, and 

nauseous, his forehead clammy and cold. Oh Sarah, I’m so sorry my darling, I am so sorry… 

He cried out in surprised shock as his heart skipped a beat, suddenly slumping against the 

kitchen wall as the pain shot across his chest, numbing his left arm. Another jolt sent Jack 

crashing to the linoleum floor as he gasped out in panic, grabbing for the table cloth on the 

kitchen table, as his mouth opened wide and his eyes stared wide at the ceiling. He looked 

like  a flapping goldfish that had just sprung its escape from the P.O.W stalag bowl it had 

been imprisoned in, gasping for air on the cold wet tiles under the kitchen table. Jack heard 

the sound of the clattering cutlery, and shattering china cups and plates around him, before 

his eyes closed, and the room went dark for Jack. 

The silence was broken by a voice that wafted in through the open window like the morning 

breeze playing with the lace curtain. A sweet voice like that of an angel, his angel, Sarah. 

And she was calling his name from far over the White cliffs, 

Come to me Jack, you need to be here with me my darling- it’s alright. I forgive you. You 

done what you did through nothing but love, and I am so sorry I put you through so much 

pain. But I’m here now, I’m waiting for you… 
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Jacks could smell her perfume, the faint scent of Lilac in his nose before he opened his eyes 

and called out Sarah’s name, but his lungs gasped to be filled, and his words of affection 

came out like a long croaking belch. Her voice was gone, but her words still melted in his 

head with the Lilac wisps, Come to me Jack. 

Jack waited for the pain to pass, then rolled over with effort upon the kitchen floor, crunching 

the shattered tea cup under the palm of his hand as he gasped in the air again. Blood trickled 

from a gash above his eye, his thin white hair sticking against his sweating forehead, and he 

reached up to wipe the stinging from his blinking eyes with an embarrassed laugh, oh Jacky 

boy, that was a doosy!  He staggered to his feet and leant against the wooden kitchen top, 

gasping awkwardly as he blindly reached out for the tap by the sink, and turned it on. The 

dish towel was hung over the faucet and he soaked it under the running water for a moment 

before dabbing the blood from his eyes with another gasp of exhaustion and dismay. But it 

was all clear to him now. Sarah was waiting for him. He could still smell her perfume in the 

air, only now there was something else now. The smell of pipe tobacco! 

It took Jack almost an hour to compose himself, the stroke had been sudden, but not 

unexpected. When he was able to, he got up from the kitchen table and slowly made his way 

to the bedroom, and located his wife’s precious jewellery box amongst her many Lilac 

perfumed bottles.  
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4. 

“I’d like to book a Vacation, Mr Foster” Jack smiled from underneath his flat cap that was 

perched low on his brow to disguise the cut on his forehead. Mr Foster stood in the doorway 

beaming with delight, and ushered Jack inside his shop with that apologetic tinkle from the 

shop bell above, “How wonderful Mr Garret, please, do come in,” he held the door wide, “it’s 

such a pleasure to see you again,” he shook Jacks hand warmly and beckoned to the chair by 

his desk, “please, take a seat. Excuse the smell, it’s this damn vapor cigarette that makes such 

a repulsive odour, makes me want to dig out my pipe tobacco pouch again!”  Mr Foster 

laughed as they both walked over to the desk, Jack placing his carrier bag with his daily loaf 

of bread to feed the seagulls, and his flask of soup clunking on the counter next to glossy 

brochures of European cruises, and African safari’s. “Can I get you a cup of tea Mr Garret?” 

Mr Foster queried in his quaint English accent as he wafted the air with his hand, “or perhaps 

something stronger,” he smiled amused, “I know how you Americans like your coffee crutch 

in the mornings” Jack smiled, “teas fine Mr Foster, and it is just Jack” he smiled back like a 

child waiting to be seen by the dentist. “offcourse it is Jack, milk, two sugars?” he placed a 

finger to his mouth and contemplated for a moment, before pointing “No sorry that was Mrs 

Garret, you take yours black, one sugar…am I right?” Jack nodded. “Good, won’t be a 

moment” Mr Foster disappeared into the back room, leaving Jack to wait patiently in the 

empty shop front full of bright carboard cut outs of pretty Eastern belly dancers and large 

over-stacked cruise ships. Jack played with his hat awkwardly while he waited for Mr Foster 

to return, checking out the conversion rate of the pound against the dollar on the digital board 

beside him, without really getting a full grasp of the mathematics. Other boards showed the 

current price of gold being bought by Mr Foster, and other discounted holidays on the 

specials board. Cuba seemed high on the specials deal today. On Mr Fosters desk was an old 

red Bakelite telephone, which Jack thought must have just been an ornament as it had no dial, 
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only one indicator light where the finger dial should have been. Beside that, was a calendar 

showing a sneering man with a large pitchfork, with the slogan “God’s garden is full of 

weeds.” He noticed the car outside Mr Fosters agency, a large black limousine, taking up 

several of the parking bays at the front of the travel agents shop window, blocking the view to 

the rest of the street, and wondered where it had just been, and who it had just dropped off at 

the airport. 

“Here we go Jack, black, one sugar,” he smiled, placing the old china cup and saucer on the 

desk before Jack, “the digestive biscuits are a little vice of mine” he mused. “so then, down to 

business Jack, how can I help you?” Mr Foster sat back on his leather swivel chair dipping 

his biscuit into his tea, and waited for Jack to Talk. They always did when they had the smell 

about them. The odour was like the dusty smell before an approaching rain storm, and Jack 

was oozing the tantalising aroma. 

“I’ve been thinking about what you said, and I think a break would do me the world of good 

Mr Foster. I need to get away for a while, visit some old places, do some reminiscing, you 

know what I mean?” Jack sipped his tea, breaking eye contact constantly with the intense 

gaze of the travel agent. Mr Foster listened intently, nodding his head as if he were a doctor 

in a consulting room, his nose twitching “Hmmmm, yes, indeed.” he said thoughtfully with 

each reply. “Since Sarah passed, I have felt pretty down, and lonely, which got me thinking, 

perhaps a holiday is what I need” Jack added, looking around at the exotic posters 

“somewhere familiar” again Mr Foster nodded, clasping his hands by his chin, as if 

contemplating Jacks medical requirements. “A terrible loss Jack, terrible, terrible lose,” he 

frowned, “Mrs Garret was a dear friend and wonderful client, who chose some wonderful 

holidays for you both, her passing was such a shock,” he shook his head, “and to lose her to 

such a terrible affliction. So, I can fully understand your predicament, and completely agree 

that what you need is some soul searching away from the monotony of daily life here. Can I 
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interest you in Cuba perhaps?”  he slid forward a brochure to Jack, and jack smiled, “No not 

Cuba” jack replied without a thought. “really? I hear the weather is wonderful this time of 

year, and the ladies…” “No not Cuba Mr Foster” Jack raised his hand to ward off the 

thought. “No, I was thinking somewhere closer to home Mr Foster” Mr Foster frowned, “oh 

really, and where would that be Jack?”  “Jack sat back in his chair, and cleared his throat, “I 

would like to go back to the White Cliffs Mr Foster, I would like to go see where it all started 

sir. I would like to revisit the place where I first met Sarah.” Jack looked up and smiled 

slightly embarrassed. Mr Foster stared at him wide eyed, “what a wonderful idea Jack,” his 

hands separated as if seeing the words spelled out before him, “A Walk Down Memory 

Lane” He paused staring at the imaginary words for effect, “And may I say Jack, it most 

certainly has been a very long and wonderful lane you have travelled indeed sir. I love it” He 

reached into his desk and pulled out a note pad, and began to write, “Now tell me Jack, would 

you be after the basic package, or something…more elaborate?” he paused, looking up at 

Jack. Payment, in other words. Jack nodded, reaching into his pocket and pulled out the small 

wooden jewellery box with his shaking hand. “This was Sarah’s,” he said, looking down 

upon the box with sadness, “it’s all I have left, so I’m hoping that it will serve as payment” 

He slid the wooden box over to Mr Foster whose grin was beginning to crack upon his 

concerned face. Saying nothing, the travel agent took the box and opened it slowly and 

peered inside. On the top shelf, amongst the gaudy brooches and costume jewellery he found 

several gold chains, nothing over 9carot, and earrings with some value, but he sighed with joy 

all the same at the golden offerings, “Mr Garret, I can assure you that I will endeavour to 

make this trip most memorable,” he lifted the tray and inspected the jewellery beneath the 

first tray, and pulled out a small suede box. Jack smiled, nervously “it was the necklace I 

gave to Sarah when we first met,” Mr Foster opened the box and pulled out the small silver 

heart shaped locket on a silver chain, “I spent my first week’s wages delivering milk on the 
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engraving inside” he said nervously, a bit too eager to reveal those specific details, pointing 

to the heart with a wavering arthritic finger. Mr Foster opened the heart and read the 

inscription.  

Sarah, Be my Valentine, Jack. 

“They recovered it when they pulled her body from the sea, and said I should keep it, but it 

holds no value to me now” Jack said without any emotion, staring at his feet. “My dear Jack, 

perhaps the locket means more to your story than you think” Mr Foster replied, “you may 

have this piece back” he placed the heart shaped locket on the desk, and closed the wooden 

box. “Somethings we shouldn’t let go of Jack, it’s what makes us who we are” He sat back 

and studied Jack for a moment as the old man nodded, knowing a lie from a client when he 

heard one, but he ignored Jacks decision to withhold that specific day for now, the list would 

hold all the facts.  

The long dramatic pause from Mr Foster was uncomfortable for Jack, who was now wishing 

he hadn’t mentioned the necklace at all.  Jack knew his lie was detected. But just as he was 

about to break the silence, Mr Foster nodded, and inhaled, as if he had come to some 

masterful conclusion in his head. “Okay Jack, tell me something,” he began, taking another 

long pause, “what would you say if I were to tell you that I could make it possible for you to 

visit any of your days again? Would you think of me as a mad eccentric old fool?” Mr Foster 

stared at Jack, waiting for a reply from the old man on the opposite side of the wooden desk. 

Jack looked up and snorted a laugh, “any of my days again eh,” he shook his head, “well, 

there’s not many of them left to choose from, Mr Foster, I’m afraid when you get to our age 

the days are quite numbered, hence the reason for the vacation Mr Foster.” Mr Foster quickly 

leaned forward and slammed the mahogany desk, startling Jack “EXACTLY MY POINT 

JACK!” he said raising his voice, “your days are numbered- every single one of them. And I 
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have the list here to prove it” He bent down and pulled the heavy dot matrix print stack he 

had printed earlier, from under his desk, and placed the stack on the table between them. Jack 

read the header, which simply read    Jack Garret. 

“I am going to let you into a little-known secret, very few clients ever hear.” He slapped the 

print out stack, “In there is the complete history of Jack Garret to date, every single day you 

have spent on this earth has been numbered, logged and catalogued Jack. Every action done 

on that day by yourself, condensed and summarised” there was silence in the room for at least 

a minute as the two aging men stared at one and other, then Jack smiled, “what is this, some 

kind of a joke?” Mr Foster remained steady, “Yes I guess it may look like that now, but back 

when you were young, floppy discs and dot matrix printers were all the rage. Nowadays I can 

file everything to a single thumb drive for a client. But I insist, ask me Jack, ask me what 

happened on any day you care to recall, and I will tell you what exactly you got up to on that 

very day”  “Mr Foster,” Jack sighed, “I’m not here to play parlour games with you, I just 

want to book myself a …” Mr Foster interrupted jack and raised his hand, “A day Jack, ask 

me a day!” he said firmly. Jack stopped and stared back, saying nothing for a moment, then 

got to his feet, “I think this conversation is over Mr Foster, I’ll be off now,” he paused, “have 

a nice day” Jack stood up, and raised his hat, revealing the deep gash on his head. Mr Foster 

leant forward and began to read the very last account on the dot matrix print out.  

Day 22,265- today…. Jack sat pondering his life, cursing the day he let his beloved wife 

Sarah Garret fall to her death on day 21,535 while on the White Cliffs on vacation.  Jack 

recalls that fateful day where his wife finally succumbed to an affliction that she had carried 

with her since her younger days. A pain so crippling, she could no longer go on. Jack suffers 

a mild stroke in his flat recalling the terrible events that have haunted him since then, 

sustains body scar to his forehead, and books a vacation with an agency staff member, Mr 
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Foster, to return to visit the first time he and Sarah acknowledged each other, and set the 

wheels in motion for a loving partnership lasting over five decades. 

 Mr Foster sat back in his chair and watched Jack stop in his tracks. “Nobody is blaming 

anybody for what happened to your wife jack, I’ve read the transcript, and I saw first-hand 

how bad Sarah’s health had deteriorated.” He leaned over the manuscript and flicked the 

pages back to day 21021, and looked up at Jack with pity. 

Day 21021 Jack made his daily visits to the hospital, never missing a single visiting hour. It 

was the longest time, during their life together, that they had ever been apart. The only other 

time Jack could remember Sarah being away from his side, was when an old-school friend of 

hers had past and she wanted to attend the funeral out of state alone. He had agreed to that 

separation, but only on the condition they booked a holiday together at the same time.  At the 

hospital, Jack had asked the doctors on duty if there was anything that could be done to ease 

Sarah’s pain. He could deal with the memory loss, and the sudden mood changes, but what 

he couldn’t deal with was the total break downs Sarah endured on a daily basis. She was 

losing control of her faculties fast. It would not be long until she would be completely gone. 

The day Jack found Sarah on her knees sobbing on the floor under the hospital bed, had 

almost been the final straw. She was sobbing frantically because she had misplaced the 

locket Jack had given her on their first date, and had become sick with worry. Jack held her 

close, rocking her like a child promising her he would find it. They both lay on the cold 

hospital floor crying together, searching for the piece of jewellery. 

“you never did find that locket Mr Garret, and yet here it is, on my desk” he raised his 

eyebrows, “quite a conundrum do you not think.” The knowing smile crept along Mr Fosters 

face. Jack stood defiant, “no not really, if you must know,” he shuffled his feet, “one of the 
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nurses later found it and returned it to me a while later, no conundrum at all really.” Jacks 

eyes, darted to the locket. 

“Very well,” he shrugged peering through his drooping eyebrows, his sneer ever doubting 

“moving on then, would you like another one?” Mr Foster said, sliding his finger up the pile 

randomly and pulling the pile in half, “daaaaaaay,” he began looking down the list for 

something juicy. “ah, here we go day 6305,”  

Day 6308 Jack Garret observes smelly Gordo’ walking away from his house across the 

street, and delivers to the old hoarder’s den, he hates talking to the old man, he smells like 

tobacco and urine. He drops off the regular 2 bottles of milk at the rear of the house, and 

notices the door open. He enters quietly, stealing $10 from the kitchen worktop and pays a 

visit to the local cinema, where he watches the movie called THX 1138 starring Robert 

Duvall. This is more money than he earns in a month delivering milk with his father- and 

feels guilty to the core about the crime when he leaves the cinema. He vows never to do such 

a thing again and spends the next two months making up the money he has stolen and 

repaying every cent with a note apologising to Mr Gordon of his lack of restraint at an 

opportune moment.”  

 Jack said nothing. “they get better Jack, some of them tell quite a tale, how about this one 

here,” 

 Day 6503 Jacks dismay turns to horror, when his mother throws out all of his book 

collection to teach him a lesson and to pay for groceries. Jack later finds out that Mr 

Gordon, the local hoarder, has bought up most of the collection, and pays a visit to the man 

offering to buy the books back. A valuable life lesson is learned on this day. This is the 

second-time Sarah has passed him by without so much as a glance in his direction, and the 

pain is obvious. He so desperately wants to reach out and talk to her but is unable to muster 
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up the courage to begin a conversation. He sees everyone else able to talk to her in the 

bakery, the man in front of him never stops talking to her, and it frustrates him. He stares but 

says nothing. He waits by the bus stop in the hope she will decide to take the same bus back 

into town, but she cuts across the meadow to take the track along the White Cliffs. Jack 

follows, keeping his distance, hiding from site in the gorse bushes. His shyness is crippling 

him. 

  Mr Foster raises an eyebrow, “My my, a proper little stalker weren’t we Jack. Look I’m not 

here to judge, I am merely here to help you Jack, please take a seat” he beckons to the chair 

once more. “It wasn’t like that” Jack mumbled, “excuse me?” Mr Foster replied. “I wasn’t 

stalking Sarah, I was in love with her, I just couldn’t talk to her, my shyness was crippling 

back then” Mr Foster nodded, as is the case with most our clients Jack, please sit.” Mr Foster 

smiled as Jack returned to his seat, and picked up the locket, obviously choking up. 

“listen to me Jack, this is important, I only let special clients into this deal I am offering, and 

today I am offering you the chance to actually relive some of your choices in life, the happier 

times you spent with your wife.” He reached out and placed a warm hand upon Jacks, “what I 

tell you now is a once in a lifetime opportunity to visit the happiest days of your live, and 

watch them unfold before your very eyes. But watch them is ALL you may do, do you 

understand?” Jack frowned, “no, not really”  

“I am giving you the opportunity to choose certain moments in your life, and return to them 

as a sort of tourist, a time travelling tourist. Most people want to return to historical dates in 

time within their lifetimes,” he leaned forward talking out of the side of his mouth, “some 

crazies still ask for ludicrous requests like visiting the sermon on the mound, or the 

crucifixion of Christ.” Mr Foster shot a gaze skyward, and flapping a hand “but please, we 

don’t do that here, we leave those requests to the city boys” He composed himself again, “Mr 
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Garret, Jack, what I am giving you today, is a return ticket package to commemorate the time 

spent with your life partner, and to let her memory rest in peace.” Mr Foster pushed the 

locket and chain towards Jack clearing the space on his desk, then reached into his drawer 

and pulled out a small electronic device bound in a sleek leather cover, a bit like one of the 

scientific calculators Jack once owned in high school, and handed it over to Jack. Jack coiled 

the locket and chain in his palm and sheepishly placed his wife’s keepsake back in his pocket. 

“In here is the customised package I think your heart really desires. I have selected a dozen 

dates in the itinerary for you to enjoy, oh and the photo package is on the house,” he laughed, 

“a baker’s delight I suppose. “Personally, I think it is what you are really seeking from a 

holiday, the entire history of your time spent with your beloved wife Sarah, complete with the 

most special dates and photographs in which you can visit to relive the memories you shared 

together.” Mr Foster smiled as Jack took the device and opened the leather flap, revealing the 

small kindle like screen, “All you have to do is scroll down on the screen, read the story, then 

click on the date icon. The chauffer will do the rest.” He pointed outside to the Black 

limousine parked outside his shop, the driver waiting patiently. Jack stared down at the 

leather-bound device in his hand, and read the cover.  

ASK MR FOSTER.  

Jack and Sarah Garret   

Jack squinted down at the sleek futuristic contraption in his shaking arthritic hand with 

confusion, “Mr Foster, as you know, I do not, nor ever intend to, own one of those deadly 

mobile cell phone devices. I have not one inkling as to the fascination of these conversation 

killers, so why would you think I would be happy with such a contraption when I can hardly 

see the damn thing, let alone manoeuvre my way around such an evil doohicky.” He held the 

device up, “hell, I can hardly keep the thing steady in my grip, let alone poke my way around 
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it!” Mr Foster frowned, “I assure you the device you hold in your hand is so much more than 

just a cell phone Mr Garret, but yes, I must admit, these confounded devices have become a 

blight on today’s society” he leaned over the desk, “may I?” and took the device from Jacks 

shaking hand. “Then the solution is simple one sir,” he closed the leather bind with a snap, 

and returned it to his desk, where he slid the drawer shut. “I just need to make a slight 

adjustment here,” he said as he began typing on the keyboard, “which is no trouble at all 

Jack, most of my clients during the 80s and 90s preferred this way actually, a bit more refined 

for a less technical era I imagine,” he winked.  “Okay, problem fixed!” Mr Foster waited as 

the drawer made a humming sound, then he opened the drawer once more, and this time he 

picked out a thicker leather bound device. “here we go Jack, how about this, The Filofax. The 

must have device for every hard working business man of the twentieth century” Jacks fading 

eyes opened wide, The leather-bound book had the similar ‘Ask Mr Foster’ logo on the front, 

and was fastened with a studied strap across the thickly bound pages.  “Now the technology 

is still there, finely stitched into the binding at the back, should you wish to use it, but the 

information is all in printed in black and white for you to flick through, each chapter of your 

life bound within the pages in large font for easy reading.” Mr Foster passed the Filofax book 

over to Jack to inspect, and waited for a moment as Jack caressed the leather binding with 

trembling fingers, inspecting the book as if it had some mystical power over him. His hands 

shook as he looked up to Mr Foster, then slowly unclipped the flap, hooking a twisted 

arthritic finger over the revealed pages within its binding, as if he were reading from the lost 

scrolls. His heart was racing fast now as he began reading the header. “Now to business Jack, 

two rules that must be adhered to, and I mean MUST.” Mr Foster frowned again, intertwining 

his fingers beneath his chin as he spoke, “The first one is simple, you are there to watch and 

remember good times, nothing more, any thoughts of joining in are no no.” He shook a 

finger, and raised his eye brows. “You’re smart Jack, and read enough sci fi to know what 
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happens when we interfere in our time lines. I don’t need to spell it out, do I?”  Jack broke 

away from the page and shook his head, as he flicked through the dates and the stories in the 

Filofax, in complete awe. “Good, I’d hate to see an MMM lost time injury on my shift!” he 

pointed to the old counter above his head with his pen without turning around.  The board 

was very similar to a now outdated train arrival platform board clicking away above him that 

read:  

days since last MMM 14505:13:37:21 

and Jack stared at it confused. He hadn’t noticed the device until now. The days, hours, and 

minutes were displayed on rotating clacking white cards, embossed with the black numbers 

on them, and the second cards were flipping over quietly as Jack watched, hypnotised 

“MMM?” he asked, frowning. Mr Foster sighed, “MMM a Marty Mcfly Moment!” he 

waited, before the lightbulb moment flashed above Jack, then he continued, “They happen 

occasionally, but thankfully we have Mr Jenkins to deal with those little slip ups” Mr Foster 

glanced at the red phone on his desk with distain, momentarily distracted, “anyhow I digress. 

Now the second is a no brainer, but one you must obey.” He leaned forward with a whisper, 

“lose the book, lose the ticket home. It non-transferable, for your eyes-only Jack. You want to 

take the vacation, then that’s your ticket to make the journey. You want to do the whole Jack 

and Sarah tour, then that is your back-stage all access pass. And when the party is over, that’s 

your round ticket back Jack. DO NOT LOSE IT OKAY! The limousine will not come back 

for stragglers, do you understand that?”  He leant back again and waited for what he had just 

said to be digested by Jack. After what seemed like an eternity of brain racking, Jack looked 

up from the Filofax and cleared his throat, “let me get this straight…you’re talking about… 

time travel here Mr Foster, and this is my time travel machine?” he held up the Filofax, 

having a very senior moment, and Mr Foster frowned dismayed. “No Jack, that is a Filofax,” 
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he pointed outside, “that is your time machine” Jack followed the bony finger to the 

limousine parked outside the agency. “The Limo…how’s that even possible?” he chuckled in 

dismay, “Mr Garret,” Mr Foster sighed, “are you getting any of what I’m saying? I’m 

offering you the chance to visit the all-important Kodak moments in your life that you shared 

with your wife. Call it a rerun of your courtship. How you get there is of no concern to you, 

you are merely the passenger, and I the pilot, you do not need to worry yourself about any of 

the transportational how’s and whys. Now do you want the experience of a lifetime or not? I 

have several more clients I could be dealing with right now!”  

“Sure, no it sounds great, where do I sign up!” Jack beamed.  “Wonderful!” Mr Foster thrust 

him the contract that seemed to appear from nowhere, “now we just have to cross the I’s and 

dot the T’s here, here and here, then we’ll get you on your way” Jack frowned, “what, like 

this?” he said looking at his drab jacket. “Certainly not Jack, we’re not all H.G wells 

characters left to run amok through time in our tweed dinner jackets,” he looked down at Jack 

along his thin nose, “I have a suit you can wear that will render you invisible for the most 

part, and a rather fetching overcoat to match. If you would like to follow me to the changing 

rooms in the back, I’ll get you set up.”  Jack stood up and followed Mr Foster to the red drape 

hiding the small changing room to the rear of the shop, and bent underneath it.   

Outside, Jack stared down at the all in one suit replacing his clothing, which was made of an 

extremely lightweight gauze, and reminded Jack of the contamination suits he had seen 

doctors wearing in crass Hollywood disaster movies. His own heavy jacket was replaced with 

a much lighter rain coat, which was tainted yellow under the light of the street lamp. He 

looked down at the rain coat, and flapped his arms, as was reminded of the old hoarder 

smelly Gordo’, who took great delight in wearing the most hideous fisherman’s mac rain or 

shine, smelling rather revolting, and this made him laughed out loud. Mr Foster had insisted 
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he lose the carrier bag, giving him an over the shoulder man bag where he was able to store 

his flask for the journey, and pack away the special Filofax Itinerary for safe keeping. The 

other device he was given was a bracelet to place on his left wrist, which, when activated, 

would render his lightweight overalls invisible to the indigenous occupiers of the time line he 

was visiting. It also cancelled out any sounds he made, so that he could not be heard. It would 

not however remove his body mass footprint, so he could still be touched and bumped into by 

anyone, or anything, which meant he could also be hit by a bus if he strayed onto the road 

like anybody else. Caution was the order of the day for all of Mr fosters time travelling 

tourists. 

“Okay, I think we are set Mr Garret, it looks rather fetching if I do say so myself,” he patted 

Jack on the back as he opened the Limousine door, “now remember what I said- no 

interfering, this is purely a voyeuristic vacation okay, want don’t we want?” he pursed his 

lips waiting for a reply. Jack felt stupid, sure that candid camera was going to burst from the 

bushes and reveal the set-up, “we don’t want any unwanted Marty McFly Moments” Mr 

Foster smiled, “good, strictly no interfering, now go and have a splendid vacation Jack, and 

just follow the instructions inside” Jack nodded and hunched inside the limousine. It smelt of 

fine tobacco and the back seat was sprinkled with pipe tobacco leaves. Jack brushed the 

leather seat and sat down. Mr Foster closed the door behind him and waved, “Bon Voyage 

Jack!”  

“Ticket please!” the automated voice resonated from the surround speakers around the 

luxurious space inside the limousine. The leather squeaked beneath Jack as he adjusted his 

position and rummaged inside the man bag for his Filofax. The console tray lit up next to him 

and he presumed that was where he was to place the book. As soon as he did, the windows 

darkened and the vehicle vibrated silently into life. “Thank you, Mr Garret, your Itinerary is 
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loaded and coordinates set for Day 6501 should you wish to reacquaint yourself with that 

date. Please relax and enjoy our complimentary beverage and we hope you have a pleasant 

vacation with us. If you require any assistance, please do not hesitate to ask.” The voice 

clicked off and immediately the drinks cabinet lit up. Jack smiled, reaching inside for the 

miniature scotch bottle and sat it next to the Filofax.  He lifted a glass, and placed two ice 

cubes from the drinks cooler into it, Day 6501?  He mumbled, unfastening the stud and 

flicking through to the start of the itinerary, smiling as he finally began read the book. It had 

been a long time coming. 

Mr Foster grinned, inhaling the intoxicating charge in the air, and waved as the Limousine 

pulled away, happy in the knowledge he was helping Jack once more, when his smile 

drooped slightly, “Mr Jenkins, how the devil are you?” The man dressed like a 70’s cop from 

an American sit com, complete with this moustache, appeared from where the Limousine had 

just been parked. He had dismounted the limousine, just as Jack had entered. Mr Jenkins 

adjusted his tan leather jacket, and wiped down his flared grey trousers from the tobacco 

leaves spilled on his lap, then slipped off his aviator glasses. Mr Foster shook the old man’s 

firm hand, and ushered him inside, “so what brings you to this neck of the woods Jenkins, not 

another company audit I hope?” the man smiled and placed his hand on his old co-workers 

shoulder, “oh no Mr Foster, I’ve just been doing the rounds, it’s merely a social call, how 

about that cup of tea you’ve been promising?” he said, pulling the pipe from his mouth. “why 

of course, do come inside, how has business been in the city” Mr Foster looked perplexed at 

the visit as they both walked inside the agency, it was never good news when Jenkins 

appeared. “Oh we’ve never been busier Mr Foster, Poaching is up fifty percent this quarter” 

Jenkins smiled as he chewed on his pipe stem, and closed the door behind them. 
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5. 

The limousine door unlocked, and the dark tint from the windows evaporated, allowing Jack 

to scan the bleak winter scenery outside. Seagulls hovered in the up drafts over by the craggy 

cliff edge, occasionally diving towards the patches of willow trees scattered in grassy 

meadow. And there, underneath the shifting branches of one of the trees, was the old bench, 

he and Sarah used to frequent.  Jack wiped a tear from his cheek and checked the date again 

on the page, before closing the Filofax and placing into his shoulder bag. It had been a read 

worth the wait, that was for sure, and according to the journal, today was the day he first saw 

Sarah’s smile across the bakery counter, the day she actually acknowledged his existence. 

Jack opened the door swinging his legs outside into the cold winter morning, and inhaled a 

lungful of the brisk salty sea air with a smile. The chill of the foggy bank rolling in caused the 

arthritis in his fingers to bite hard as he stretched his back and slowly climbed out of the 

limousine. He didn’t believe for one moment that he had somehow travelled back in time to 

witness the first time he had met Sarah, nor did he believe that the suit he had on was 

invisible, but it was warm and very easy to wear, despite him looking like he was ready to 

board the next fishing trawler to dock in White Cliff. He was however happy just to be there 

on the cliff face, knowing that Sarah would call for him to be with her, and that was exactly 

what Jack planned to do, he planned be with her, finally. 

He nodded to the old man in the dirty yellow raincoat, taking pictures of the swooping 

seagulls next to the limousine, but he was ignored, so Jack shrugged and made the short walk 

over from the limousine to the bench under the willow tree, racking his brains at the familiar 

sight. It didn’t take him long though to recognise the old neighbour from his youth, the old 

hoarder from across the street, Smelly Gordo’! Jack, looked back again, searching for the old 

hoarder, but the figure was gone. Christ he must be nearly 100 years old, he thought as he 
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shuffled along with each creaky painful footstep, and sat down, running his hand slowly over 

the wooden planks with a sad smile, then gazed out over the frothing waters. His thoughts 

drifted back to the last time he had been there, with Sarah, and to the final promise that he 

had broken. His thoughts drifted, as the seagulls hovered, and the wind blew hard over the 

cliff, but he was unaware of all his surroundings, lost in his memories of the past, recounting 

as many faded ones as he could remember. He forced every one of those difficult memories 

to the surface, all the times he had promised to be with Sarah, all the times he had assured her 

she would not be alone in her constant pain. All the pointless doctors’ visits they had taken 

together, sat waiting for good news about the tumour in her brain, only to be told there was 

no news, and little they could do for a childhood head trauma injury such as hers. Who knew 

a simple head knock as a child could cause so much pain years down the line. And then to be 

told to return the following week, then the following week after that, until every last hope of 

recovery was slowly drained from them, until finally, all the memories had passed, and all he 

was left with was the end, and the horrendous, debilitating headaches she suffered the latter 

years, and the darkened rooms. Sarah constant begging for him to take her home, pleading 

with him to end her constant misery. And, after all hope of recovery was lost, he had 

eventually agreed with a heavy heart to return to the place where it had all started-and let her 

go on, alone. 

Lovers leap. 

What better way to end a union between two aging lovers who had travelled the world 

together, never leaving each other’s side for over forty years. It was to be a beautiful end to a 

marriage, and it would hurt no one, they had no friends or family, they had dedicated their 

lives to each other. No children were ever conceived. It would be quick and painless, but 

perhaps he might need to have another drink of the fine whisky in the Limousine.  His mind 
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was set, he would go back to the limousine and return the Filofax to the driver and thank him, 

then he would walk to the cliff face, and jump off. He had no fear, because he knew Sarah 

would be waiting for him. He just needed to sit for a few minutes more to let his final 

thoughts drift away, and for him to finally be at peace with the decision he was 

contemplating. Jacks eyes closed for what seemed like an eternity as the memories faded, and 

when he was done, he sighed a long, drawn out breath, and smiled. He was ready. Nostalgic 

thoughts of Sarah filled his nostrils, and he was suddenly aware of a familiar perfume in the 

air, wafting gently under his nose, and Jack opened his eyes… Lilac. 

When he turned, to his surprise, Jack noticed the bench he was sat on was now occupied by 

another. She was wrapped up tight in a woollen jacket with a scarf around her neck, with her 

long hair blowing around her face as she read from a book in her hand. His gaze froze on the 

book she was reading, as he read the cover with a smile, The Time machine, By HG Wells.  

“Sarah?” he whispered, staring at her youthful face in disbelief, but she just ignored him. He 

cleared his throat and tried again, “Sarah, is it really you?” this time he spoke a little louder, 

but again, she said nothing. He stared at her bewildered as she captured a flapping ringlet of 

disobedient brown hair and tucked it behind her ear, then continued scanning the page under 

her nose.  She was just as he remembered her all those years ago. A picture of beauty he had 

only glimpsed briefly each time he had waited with his delivery at the bakery. “It’s me Sarah, 

its Jack…I can’t believe you are… is it true…are you really here…am I really here?” He 

reached out to touch Sarah’s arm, but quickly stopped himself when he saw the fancy bracelet 

on his wrist, remembering what Mr Foster had said, look but don’t touch! and pulled back.  

She was even more breathtaking than the memories he had of her on the first day, and oh did 

the memories come flooding back to him like the waves crashing upon the rocks below. “Oh 

Sarah, I’m so sorry” he muttered through wavering lips, hoping that an apology would make 
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her listen. But she just went on reading her book with a smile that lit up his withering 

pounding heart.  Then he remembered about the clothing he was wearing, Mr Fosters yellow 

cloak of invisibility. He was invisible to her. 

His first thought was to deactivate the invisibility time travelling clothing right there, but he 

imagined her jumping out of her skin at the sudden appearance of an arthritic time travelling 

old age pensioner, wanting to rekindle his romance with his wife who was still only 18years 

old. So, he fought off that idea for the moment. As he stared at Sarah, he wondered if he 

could hold his tongue any longer, or even stop himself from disarming the bracelet and just 

appearing before her, shouting TADA guess who!  But he did, only just managing to contain 

himself, and sat next to her, motionless as she continued to read, blissfully unaware of the 

traveller next to her, as the sun fought through the thick mist in the sky above them.  

He must have sat there for fifteen minutes watching Sarah finish her book, and wipe the tear 

from her cheek. He even reached into his pocket, and held out his handkerchief for her to use 

before realising, after a moment, that the invisibility thing made that gesture pointless again 

and he sighed, again. That was when their moment together was interrupted by the old man 

with the pipe, Smelly Gordo’, who sat down directly in-between Jack and Sarah. He nodded 

at her, crossing his legs and ruffling his foul-smelling fisherman’s jacket, and began puffing 

away on his large wooden pipe. She nodded, feeling rather uncomfortable at his close 

proximity, then packed away her Time Machine book, and quickly set off for the bakery, 

leaving Jack to once more watch his beloved wife leave him alone by the willow tree. He 

cursed the stranger for ruining the moment, because until then, it had been a wonderful 

experience for Jack, who felt joy for the first time in years, and yet, as he watched Sarah 

disappear into the gorse bushes along the pathway with jolting pain in his heart, he realised 

he wanted more of her, he didn’t want to let her go again. Not without saying goodbye. Jack 
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stood up coughing out a lungful of pipe smoke, and looked down at the grubby man who had 

interrupted his beautiful moment, and the name appeared from nowhere, old smelly Gordo’. 

He cursed the man, who seemed quite amused sitting there with his camera, and left him to 

his pipe, although he wished he could ram the thing down his throat, and be done with him. 

6. 

Jack followed Sarah between the meandering pathway that ran through the thick gorse 

bushes, along the wall to the main street realising she was on her way to her work in the 

bakery, and stopped to catch his breath by the old dry stone wall intersecting the meadow 

from the village street.  He stooped over by the wall, leaning against the jagged construction 

breathing heavily as he watched Sarah skip out onto the street and cross over to the other side 

to where the row of shops stood, and then disappeared inside the red door of the Bakery. Jack 

could smell the baking bread from across the street, and was suddenly filled with nostalgia 

for his home town. He remembered running deliveries for his father on this very street. The 

early morning milk float run delivering bottles to the doorsteps of customer’s hours before 

their alarm clocks would sound of the daily bugle call. He remembered the bakery stop off 

each morning, where he would drop off the crate of fresh milk, and perhaps catch a glimpse 

of the girl behind the counter, hoping she would look his way with a smile, and mayhaps 

even a blush of her cheeks. But she never did catch his gaze. Jack watched the bakery 

window for a moment, trying to see beyond the etchings in the glass, but his eyesight was 

poor, and the window too cluttered with the fresh morning bread on the shelving. He sighed, 

and began to turn away, when a thought occurred to him. What harm could it do? He 

wouldn’t be changing anything, just an old man making conversation with a young girl over 

the purchase of a loaf of bread. Jack lifted the bracelet on his wrist, and pressed the button. 

The green glow turned to red, and the colour began draining back into the yellow over coat. 



 
36 Cunningham/ header? 

He lowered the hood and inspected his arms, realising he now looked a lot like the fishermen 

arriving from the harbour down the street. He would just need a minute, no harm, no Marty 

McFly Moment, just in and out, simple. Jack shuffled from the meadow out into the street 

with renewed vigour, a chance to say hello to his wife one more time before he joined her 

forever in the next life. It was such a fitting end to his long journey, and one he had so longed 

for. Jack cleared his throat, and checked his footing, then limped his way across the street to 

the Bakery, not really knowing what he would say to Sarah when he was face to face with 

her. He might just smile and stare a little, then be on his way. Mayhaps that was all that was 

needed.  

The door opened with the hearty ding of the bell above, just like Mr Fosters agency, only 

much louder, and Jack entered the warmth of the bakery, his heart beating fast in his chest 

now. He wasn’t sure if it was the brisk walk that had set it off, or the fact he felt like a giddy 

schoolchild on his way to ask one of the popular girls to dance at the end of year school party. 

He walked to the counter and looked around at the various breads on offer inside the glass 

shelving, and coughed, waiting for service. “Just a moment love,” somebody shouted from 

the back room, and Jack nodded, removing his cap from his head and checking out the yellow 

raincoat again. As he flattened his thinning hair against his forehead, the doorbell rang out 

once more, and he turned curiously. The young man who entered the bakery, did so quietly 

with his crate of milk in both hands, and quickly glanced up to the empty counter nervously, 

before placing the milk crate on the floor by the door. “Delivery Mrs jones” he called out so 

quietly, that Jack could barely hear him, and then waited by the shelf filled with fresh rolls, 

fiddling with the notepad in his hand.  Jack knew the boy instantly, and his heart lurched with 

realisation. It was him, nearly fifty years younger and shy as hell. The poor lad looked as if 

he was ready to run from the bakery at just the thought of seeing Sarah, let alone talk to her.  

And then it dawned on Jack with sudden horror, this was the moment. This was the very first 
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moment that she… “yes love,” Mrs Jones said, wiping the flour from her hands on a dish 

towel, “what can I get you?”  Jack, turned around and smiled, but before he could reply, Mrs 

Jones was talking to the young man behind him, who was still clutching his payment book, 

almost wringing it. “Oh, Thanks Jack, just a moment dear,” she turned around and shouted 

into the back of the shop, “Sarah can you come and serve please” Jack realised what he had 

just done, it was Sarah who was meant to help the boy with the milk, that was the first time 

they had actually made eye contact. But here he was now screwing things up by just being 

there, and doing what he was told not to do, by Mr Foster.  “oh, it’s okay, no trouble madam, 

I haven’t decided yet,” Jack stuttered, realising he may have just interfered where he 

shouldn’t have. Quickly he tried to keep Mrs Jones busy, “eh tell me Mrs Jones, low long 

have you been established here, I don’t remember you being open the last time I… er 

visited?”  Jack fumbled for the words as Sarah entered the serving area. “Oh, we’ve been 

around for years love,” she replied, “when did you last visit white Cliff?”  Jack hesitated, 

trying to recall some facts about the area, all the while aware that Sarah was now standing 

patiently behind Mr Jones, awaiting instruction. “oh we sail in every now and then, say is Mr 

Gordon still living in the area?” he asked, desperately trying to keep her busy so that she 

would ask Sarah to help the young man out-or rather help the cripplingly shy version of 

himself out from all those years ago. Mr Gordon was always good gossip material around 

town, he always seemed to be poking in somebody’s trash for more stuff to hoard. “Mr 

Gordon? oh lord tell me you’re not an acquaintance of that grubby man” she snorted, as did 

Sarah, then looked sheepish, Jack nodded but was paying little attention to her. “are you 

family then?” she asked, always curious for a bit of gossip, then turned to Sarah, “Sarah, help 

Jack out with the milk will you” she said waving her hand, then turning her attention to 

travelling Jack. Sarah nodded and walked over to the blushing young man, who stood silently 

by the door, checking out his shoes.  “yeh, Mr Gordon and I used to do business together, say 
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you don’t have an address for him do you?”  he turned as he spoke, catching a glimpse of his 

younger self standing like a complete fool.  “an address? Yes, I think I do, one moment love” 

she said and disappeared into the back room. Sarah was standing awkwardly by the milk 

crate, not really knowing what to say to the young man who was staring at his feet, and 

rolling and unrolling the note pad in his sweating grasp. Jack found it painful to watch, “go 

on son, give the young lady a hand then” Jack said eagerly, hoping this would spurn the 

conversation on. “It’s Sarah, am I right?” he added, and she smiled and nodded. “well Sarah, 

can I just say, that you remind me of my beautiful wife when she was your age, and the 

perfume you are wearing reminds me so much of her. Lilac am I right?” she smiled and 

nodded again, blushing slightly, “yes sir, it’s my favourite perfume” Jack turned to young 

Jack, “what do you think lad, she’s a beauty right?” Jack laughed as he slapped the young 

boy on the shoulder, causing him to drop his note pad. Sarah bent down and picked up the 

pad to see his latest pencil drawing of an elf warrior on the cover, and that it looked 

remarkably like Sarah, and she blushed, then smiled, as he looked up for the first time into 

Sarah’s radiant smile. “it’s good” she said, admiring the ample bosomed pencil sketch of the 

warrior.  Young jack blushed, unable to reply. “Well thank the girl, young un’ hell maybe 

you should ask her out some time, after all, valentine’s day is not far away” This time they 

both blushed and turned away from each other. “Here you go…sorry I never caught your 

name?” Mr Jones frowned slightly holding out a scribbled piece of paper with the address on 

it. Jack winked at Sarah, his smile lingering for just a moment longer than he should, as he 

lost himself in those large blue doe- eyes of hers, as she stared back into his fading squinting 

eyes innocently. His old heart fluttered for her, yearned for her like he was 18 again, slightly 

embarrassed he was having such thoughts again at his age, then he turned, “Thank you, Mrs 

Jones,” he said without turning, staring at Sarah’s youthful curves a little too long, “… and its 

Mr Foster” he lied, turning around and taking the piece of paper from Mrs Jones and tucking 
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inside his bag. Mrs Jones, ever savvy, noticed the old man’s leer, and sent Sarah packing, 

“Sarah, take the milk crate around the back, and make sure Jack is paid please.” Sarah turned 

to the young Jack and asked him to follow her around the back, and his cheeks blushed 

brightest red as he curled his notepad back into his pocket, then picked up the crate and 

followed Sarah like a loyal pup into the back room. Mrs Jones saw the same look of lust in 

young Jacks eyes, and sighed, wondering who was the worst letch, the old perv, or the young 

buck, “Now Mr Foster, what can I get you?”   

 

7. 

Jack walked from the bakery with a spring in his step, hoping that he had stoked the embers 

enough to get at least a spark from them both, it was up to fate now. No not fate. He thought. 

There was one more thing he had to do. It didn’t make any sense until now, but now he knew, 

and he smiled at how circular his life was. He reached into his bag and fumbled around until 

he found what he was looking for, and pulled it out. It was Sarah’s locket on the silver chain, 

inscribed with the words  

Sarah be My Valentine, Jack 

He had lied to Mr Foster when he said that it had cost him a week’s salary, and Mr Foster had 

known it had been a lie. But instead of prying the truth from Jack, he had simply returned the 

keepsake to him, and told him that the locket meant more to his story than he thought. Mr 

Foster was right.   

Jack walked back along the track running through the thick gorse bushes, deep in thought, 

back to the cliffs overlooking the ocean, and stopped. Up ahead was the bench where he and 

Sarah would meet on valentine’s day, a week from today. The bench where he had watched 
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Sarah from afar reading alone each day, until he finally overcame the crippling nerves and 

suffocating shyness to be able to actually walk up to her and ask her if she wanted company 

on the bench while she read. He had spent weeks fighting with the demons inside his head 

that would refuse him to talk to her no matter how much he tried, desperately trying to pluck 

up the courage to talk to Sarah, and ask her out on a valentine date.  

And the only reason he was able to do that, was because of the engraved tarnished locket Jack 

had in his hand today. The silver locket that he had found the day he had followed the 

stranger from the bakery trying to thank him for what he had done. Jack looked down at 

locket in his hand and smiled. He had never bought the piece of Jewellery, he had been given 

it – by fate. He had found it while he followed the stranger from the bakery along the 

footpath through the meadow. One minute that stranger was on the pathway leading up to the 

bench by the willow, and by the time he had caught up with him, he was gone, vanished into 

the mist bank that had rolled in from the ocean. And on the wooden bench, was the locket and 

a torn note that simply said, take care of her Jack, to the end. 

Jack remembered it all, he remembered because he was both Jack and young Jack at the same 

time. He was both young Jack and also the stranger, the stranger who had prompted himself 

to talk to Sarah in the Bakery. He was the Young Jack who had followed the old Jack up the 

pathway to the bench under the willow tree. Which meant he was also the stranger who had 

disappeared into the mist, never to be seen again. They were all the same person. Him. 

But there was also something else young Jack found with the locket, something he had 

forgotten about completely. He had been so excited about finding the locket with both his 

name and Sarah’s name inscribed on it, that he had picked the book up and simply put it in 

his jacket until later, with the intentions of reading it, after he had asked Sarah out. The 

Filofax with the gold leaf indent had simply been cast aside, a forgotten book amongst the 
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other many books scattered in his room. The important thing to Jack had been the necklace 

Fate had left for him to find. He had spent that week in a complete daze, working out just 

how he was going to ask her out on a valentine date, that he had just simply forgot about the 

leather-bound curiosity. And when his mother had come in and took one look at the mess in 

his bedroom, she just grabbed a cardboard box, and done what she had been threatening to do 

all month. She had a yard sale. 

So that was today then? He realised with a grin as he clasped the locket in his tight aching 

fist. He nodded to himself, and realised that fate was knocking once again. It was he who had 

to leave the locket on the bench for young Jack to find, and set the wheels in motion for what 

would be another glorious 40 something years with Sarah.  

Jack sauntered up the pathway as fast as he could, knowing that if he was to wait for a few 

moments, his younger self would catch up and want to thank him for what he had done back 

at the bakery. But then questions would be asked, and things would get complicated. No, this 

way was for the better. He reached the bench and sat down to catch his breath, taking the 

Filofax from his bag, and opened it up at the beginning with shaking hands. He tore out the 

first few sheets, meaning only to tear one piece out, but his hands were shaking so badly now, 

and the arthritis knurled his knuckles into painful knots.  He wrote the note to his younger 

self, keeping it as simple as he could, then placed the note and the necklace onto the bench. 

Then as an after-thought, he thought about penning a letter to Sarah, just in case, well just in 

case Sarah or somebody else, like say smelly Gordo’ was ever going to come across his 

thoughts, the day the book was put up for sale by his mother, on that table, in that yard sale. 

But really, he knew he was writing his farewell letter to the world, a scratching on the earth 

before he was snuffed out. He pulled the pencil from the Filofax, and began writing. 
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My beloved Sarah,  

My heart aches with joy whenever I recall our first encounter on that cold winters February morning of 

1971 on the pathway by the White cliffs. Your smile lit up my heart, and ever since that Valentine’s day 

it has kept the glow burning bright inside me. All I have done, I have done for you. All I do is because I 

have loved you from the very first moment our eyes met on that bench under the swaying willow tree, and I 

long to be sat alongside you once more as we gaze over each of our horizons together my Darling. Until 

then, I wait and watch alone from our bench, Forever your beloved Valentine, Jack. xxx    

Jack closed the Filofax and placed it next to the locket and note, then, clutched at his chest 

and stood up as the mist rolled in. His heart was pounding so fast now as he pressed the 

button on his invisibility bracelet, he feared the end wound come early. The yellow overcoat 

faded and became translucent, until he was no longer visible to anyone. His initial thought 

was he wouldn’t make it, and he would collapse on the ground by the footpath, dying where 

he fell, still wrapped in his invisibility clothing, for people walking along the path to trip 

over. An invisible trip hazard left to rot until the battery gave up on his invisible bracelet.  

The pain eased in his chest, and he walked from the bench and stopped, turning his head so 

that he could watch the young Jack make his way up the pathway to the bench. Once he was 

sure Jack had seen the locket, he turned and walked into the mist, and disappeared forever. 

I’m coming Sarah. 
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8. 

Mr Foster looked out of his agency window to see the black Limousine roll up, and placed his 

vapor cigarette on the table. Another satisfied customer he thought, as he got up from behind 

his desk and made his way over to the door. “Excuse me Jenkins, I won’t be a moment” 

Jenkins nodded, knocking his pipe against the ashtray on the desk, and checked his watch 

with a smile. But just as Foster grasped the door knob, the Marty McFly Moment board 

behind him on the wall, began flashing and setting off the klaxon alarm on his desk. Mr 

Foster turned in horror as the current 14,505 on the number board began clattering like an old 

train timetable board, resetting all of the numbers back to 00,001. Mr Jenkins tucked his 

watch nonchalantly back under his sleeve, and stood up, adjusting his jacket.  

“Good God No!” Mr Foster cried out, and jarred open the shop door, running over to the 

limousine. He cursed as he grabbed the passenger door handle, ready to give Jack a scalding 

about disobeying the rules he had set. When he yanked the door open, and peered inside, his 

deepest fear was confirmed, he found no Jack Garret. The red Bakelite phone on his desk 

began shrilling from inside the office, and the blood suddenly drained from Mr Fosters 

craggy face, oh no, the Paradox Poachers! He ran back to the shop, diving past Mr Jenkins, 

over to his desk and knocked his calendar to the floor as he grabbed at the handset before the 

call could ring off. That was a sackable offence for sure in the agency. Mr Jenkins smiled, 

and bent down slowly to pick up the calendar, wiping away the spilt tea from the cover that 

stated, ‘Gods garden is full of weeds!’ indeed it is Jenkins smiled.   

“Yes sir!” Mr Foster began, the sweat beads already trickling down his neck. “no, I’m not 

sure yet sir…yes…yes he was…” he listened, staring up at the MMM board, and reaching 

around for his computer screen as he balanced the handset between his shoulder and ear, 

“yes…yes…I can see that sir” he nodded, frantically searching down the list for Jack Garrets 
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file. Jenkins slowly walked over to the secluded cloakroom at the back of the shop, then 

disappeared behind the satin curtain. Mr Foster frowned as he glanced over briefly, then 

returned to his call. “No he was listed for 1971…spouse package…” he began typing away 

furiously on his keypad as he nodded, as the curser jumped from file to file on the screen, 

“Day 6501…but the client had other stops along that line to visit…no…no…only his 

wife…no other events of significance.” the telephone cord around his neck tightened as he 

reached inside his desk drawer for his calculator, “ somewhere between first contact and…” 

he typed away, “…and Day 6515…yes….valentine’s day is correct sir” panic was rising now, 

he knew that once the paradox poachers were called in he had little chance of keeping his 

cosy job in the suburbs, he would be back in the city filing for the next 20 years for sure now. 

“No, I’m not sure where that went at the moment sir…yes he had it with him…” he cursed 

his stupidity, he should have replaced Sarah’s locket himself, he had it in his hand after all, 

but no, he wanted to add another loop to his bonus tally. “No sir, he said he bought it…I’m 

reading it now sir…” Mr Foster scrolled down the list of Jack Garrets days until he came to 

Day 6501, “I have it here sir,” he sighed a relief, “yes it’s with the Filofax, I can retrieve it for 

you right away” he was already programming a new ticket for himself to travel to that very 

day. Jenkins reappeared from behind the curtain, sporting a dirty yellow overcoat and 

adjusting the strap on the bracelet wrapped around his wrist. Mr Fosters eyes frown turned 

into a squinting stare as Jenkins gave a knowing wave, then held out his hand. “But sir, it’s 

really no trouble…” Mr Foster paused, “yes sir…no I understand…and Mr Garret too?” his 

shoulders sagged in defeat, “I’m sure they meant no harm…the diversion is miniscule at 

worst” another pause, “yes sir right away…thank you sir…” he practically bowed at the 

receiver in his hand, then passed the phone over to Mr Jenkins outstretched hand, who 

seemed to be expecting the call, and then he slumped against his desk. How could he have 

misjudged Mr Garret so much? He had been his probation officer for so many loops now, 
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following the love story between Sarah and Jack since his job at the agency had begun, all the 

way back at the paradox charm department. The jewellery handed down to loved ones was 

one of the most common Paradox problems the agency had to deal with, and 99 times out of a 

hundred the loops were continued as they affected nobody but the two paradox probation 

lovers involved in the loop. But every now and again, somebody tries to give a little bit more 

information than is required, and goes and spoils it for everybody else. And that somebody 

this time was Jack Garret.  Mr Foster watched as Jenkins played with the calendar on his 

desk, and then slowly and calmly began typing away on his keyboard, scrolling down to Jack 

garrets file where it flashed DECEASED DAY 6501. He nodded, “yes sir…it might take me 

some time, I suggest a ten-year stake- out” Mr Foster shook his head as Mr Jenkins hung up 

the telephone and hovered his finger over the delete button. “This, my friend, is on you, 

Foster” Jenkins said apologetically, “I can’t help you now that the higher powers have passed 

your case onto the Paradox Poachers.” 

Mr Foster nodded, realising it’s never good news when Jenkins happens by”   

Mr Foster watched as Jenkins clicked the delete key, and sighed, his job was on the line now, 

unless Mr Jenkins screwed up his job. But that was never the case, Mr Jenkins always got his 

man. He watched as Jenkins left the shop and jumped into the Limousine, then he 

straightened his tie and went to make himself a cup of tea. 
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9. 

Having served many decades in the Paradox maintenance department, Mr Jenkins knew how 

to blend into the timeline he was sent to poach in, and todays job was nothing special. 

Apparently, todays contract was just another probie who had fallen off the wagon, trying to 

give up future information to a potential lover. His task was to recover the probies itinerary 

and time ticket, and dissolve the paradox. So, for the duration of this trip Jenkins decided to 

take the name Mr Gordon, or smelly Gordo’, local hoarder, and creepy guy, and recruit his 

partner along for the sting. It was a bit more elaborate than usual, because the paradox loop 

had been running for so long now, and it had to be dissected carefully, or there was a chance 

of a domino effect. Things had to be done correctly. Jenkins had to assess the problem, find a 

safe point in the loop, and dissolve the scenario as best he could, and being an artist who took 

great pride in his work, this was always carried out methodically. Some called him cynical in 

the agency, others called him callous, but most agreed his work often tied up loops with the 

most dramatic effect possible. The man was a callous genius, who liked to torment his 

contracts on occasions. So, today he thought he would try something special, seen as it was 

valentine day, perhaps sympathy was the order of the day, he thought, then his smile 

broadened into a chuckle. 

It took Jenkins almost a week of file requests, jumping the entire 50 years of his plan, back 

and forward, in and out, here and there. Prepping the groundwork for the scenario. He 

detested the invisibility procedure, and found it a rather poor way of poaching. His method of 

being out in the field, walking the beat, was far more rewarding. Actually, being visible in 

plain sight of his contract, and yet being invisible to them, was more the thrill of the chase. 

Folks in the neighbourhood thought it was creepy that they would go so long without seeing 

the old couple from across the street, then one day he would appear on a bench, or in a yard 
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sale, or behind them in a line at the shops, or rummaging through their bins. Then they got 

used to him appearing here and there, with his camera taking pictures, making sure the plan 

would not be interrupted by any chance walk ins while he was working. Having watched 

young Jack fumble his way around asking Sarah out, he was curious to see how he came 

about to owning the Paradox locket inscribed with the valentine message. He was rather 

disappointed to see it literally being dropped off by Mr Fosters client, old travelling Jack. The 

big twist being nothing more than that, a drop off on a bench under a tree. Rather 

disappointing really. After that, he decided to work back, mingling with the would-be lovers 

as they sat on the bench earlier that day. It amused Jenkins to get in the face of the person he 

was following, it gave him a sense of power to know that he was flying slow under the radar, 

that even those wearing invisibility clothing could not detect him, when it was them who 

were trying so hard to go unnoticed. When old Jack dropped off the locket and walked off 

into the misty nothingness by the white Cliffs, Jenkins had been watching. He had decided to 

take a trip all the way down the line, to where another window of opportunity showed itself - 

day 21021 -according to the Itinerary, that was the day Sarah had misplaced the paradox item 

in the hospital ward she was being monitored in. All he had to do was locate the locket on the 

chain, and recover it. The task was simple enough if Jenkins had simply activated the bracelet 

on his wrist and became invisible, but instead, he disguised himself as a nurse and walked 

into Sarah’s room, and found the locket on her bedside table. Unfortunately, Sarah had 

woken from her sleep as he left, and Sarah, in a state of rare calmness, she sensed something 

wrong, realising her locket was missing. Jenkins had stepped into the corridor, and watched 

the madness unfold, her frantic search for the token of affection from her husband, almost 

sent her into a frenzy. It was difficult to watch, especially when Jack entered the room and 

found her screaming on the floor. Not something Jenkins wanted to witness ever again. But 

callous or not, the task was done, simply enough, and the engraved locket now safely in his 
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possession, and out of the loop. It had been very confronting for Jenkins to witness, he had 

never seen a contract so attached to a piece of paradox jewellery before, and he felt rather 

sorry for her.  

Jenkins also had the Filofax book located now, and it could be recovered any point along the 

time line now, but he was just curious as to why Mr foster had been keen to keep this couples 

loop going for so long. It was no good stopping Jack Garret simply by not allowing him into 

the Limousine that day and confiscating both Items there and then, because the story was 

already in motion. Likewise, it was no good walking up to the bench and lifting the items 

before young Jack came into possession of them either, the line was already askew by then. 

Jenkins had found the Filofax in the yard sale, but again, his curiosity was not answered, why 

did Jack allow his wife take her own life on the Cliff that morning and not his own. Playing 

out that scenario had brought him to Sarah again. There were too many questions to this case, 

and the paradox was rather intriguing. what Jenkins had to do now was eliminate the paradox, 

that was his job, and obsession. 

Mr Jenkins decided to make the trip back to White Cliff 2015, the day Sarah and Jack stood 

on the edge of the precipice and had said their goodbyes together. He had watched their final 

moments several times from afar, never invisible, as they stood together, never one to judge 

anyone. He watched Jack sobbing on the grass for almost an hour afterwards, staring down 

onto the crashing waves below him, before eventually, a passer-by intervened and called the 

authorities. Jenkins could have simply pushed Jack over the cliff after his wife himself, and 

be done with the whole thing, but that wouldn’t have answered his questing- why? 

Jenkins followed the line all the way back through Jack Garrets days, all the way back to the 

bakery and the first signs of affection towards Sarah. Back and forward, back and forward. 

He tried every angle, but the paradox was always one step ahead. He thought he almost had it 
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on worked out on one occasion, but the maths just didn’t quite work out, failing to unravel 

the annoying paradox, that should have been so simple to solve. Time was ticking, not for 

Garret, but for Jenkins, and frustrations mounted daily, when he was asked if he required 

assistance. This had angered Jenkins, distracting him from his work, until finally his temper 

had got the better of him one rare valentine morning 1971, resulting with him, sat where he 

was now, on a bench, with Sarah Knowles lying unconscious by his feet and Jack Garrets 

missing Filofax Itinerary in his hand. Jenkins hadn’t meant to be so heavy handed with her, 

he should have just taken the book from her, pretending to be the author could have been the 

easiest approach. Instead he struck a paradox probation client, which was not exactly doing 

things by the Paradox handbook.  Still the book was recovered, and as he began idly flicking 

through Jack Garrets days in the Filofax book again, reading over the days spent in the 

hospitals where they waited for treatment news on Sarah’s tumour, Mr Jenkins had a thought. 

Then it dawned on him. 

It was him, Jenkins was the cause of the paradox.  

When he had struck Sarah across the bridge of her nose, only a moment ago, with Jack 

Garett’s Itinerary Filofax, the impacting trauma had caused bruising to her brain, which 

caused the nose bleed jack garret would attend to, and they would laugh it off as her being 

clumsy and falling over a root. This however, resulted in complications later in life, causing a 

small tumour to grow on her frontal lobe untreated. This brain injury had then brought on 

seizures, epilepsy and possibly even the onset of Alzheimer’s. Her memory of the days 

leading up to her meeting with Jack had been cloudy, and she was unable to recall why she 

was up on the cliffs early that valentine’s morning.  It all made sense to Jenkins, and he 

cursed, checking his watch. How could he be so thoughtless. His plan was now flawed, he 

was part of the paradox as much as Mr Foster and Jack Garett. If he wasn’t careful, he could 
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find himself being audited like Mr Foster. Sarah had nothing to do with the loop, she was just 

the unfortunate accessory in this paradox loop. All thanks to him. Jenkins cursed again as he 

knelt over Sarah. She was bleeding from her nose, and still unconscious. Jenkins had to think 

fast, he had already made a mess of the site with the initials carved onto the bench, which had 

been part of his initial plan, and Jack was due any moment. He realised he was now as much 

part of the paradox crime as that old fruit Foster. “Shit!” he cursed again, and rummaged in 

her bag for the other book she had recently completed, but forgotten to remove from the 

clutter inside. He pulled the dog eared first edition copy of The Time machine from her bag 

and tossed it on the wet grass next to Sarah’s unconscious body. Hopefully it would look like 

Sarah had taken a simple stumble, to Jack, and banged her head on the bench, and he would 

quickly come to her aid- if he knew where to find her that is. Jenkins quickly left the area, 

and retreated into the bushes. He had to think about this, and return at a later moment, time 

was becoming distorted in his head, he had to back track through Jack Garett’s days, and 

confirm the details, and the budget, if he was to ever break the Paradox loop. But for now, the 

Filofax was safely in his possession. Hopefully central command would allow a 6% over 

budget expenditure. 
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10. 

Jack fell on his bed exhausted, and kicked off his shoes, after another long shift delivering 

milk around the town of White Cliff. He hadn’t switched on the light in his room to even 

notice that the bedroom floor had been cleared of all the books and comics discarded around 

the feet of his bed, and sold in his mother’s garage sale while he was out.  All his manuscripts 

and story ideas had been neatly tidied on his desk, and his drawings of fantasy characters, 

pinned back upon his cork board.  Amazonian warrior women, and elf princess adorned his 

wall, alongside battling orcs and winged flying serpents. But he was more interested in the 

silver chain he pulled from his pocket tonight, the silver locket that was now dangling over 

his face, as he watched the locket swing back and forth, attempting to hypnotise himself into 

growing a pair, like he had done for the last couple of nights, and walking straight over to 

Sarah Knowles door and ringing the doorbell. All he had to do was ask her out, it wasn’t 

hard. The hardest part had been done already, hadn’t it? The old man had seen to that 

yesterday, and boy did he want to thank him. Only the stranger seemed to have just vanished 

into thin air when he went looking for him. Jack had run up and down that path with the book 

and the locket in his hand looking for the old guy, but he was nowhere to be found. When he 

bumped into Smelly Gordo’ from down the street, he had said he hadn’t seen anybody along 

the track all morning except the for the girl in the bakery, and suggested he try back along the 

pathway. He thought about the events of the day, and realised they would make for a great 

story, and reached over for his note pad, then began to write down ideas for writing his book. 

Jack sat up suddenly, the book! He had completely forgotten about the leather-bound book 

and rolled over, switching on the light by the side of his bed, then ducked under the mattress. 

The entire collection of his books was missing. “MA!” he shouted downstairs, jumping from 

the bed and stomping back to the doorway. “what the hell have you been doing in my room 

ma?” he leaned over the bannister when he got no reply, stomping down the stair into the 
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kitchen, “MA, what have you done with my books?” Jacks mother was busy stirring a pot on 

the stove, the thick aroma of chopped onion filled the room, as the soup bubbled in the pot. “I 

told you what would happen to them if you left them lying around the place son,” she said 

without turning around, “its high time you started paying your way in this house, so I sold 

them on” she lifted the big wooden spoon to her mouth and tasted the broth, “oh no…pass me 

the salt, Jack, will you”  she turned and pointed to the salt on the table. “You sold them!” he 

repeated dismayed. “Jack the salt… pass it here” his mother insisted. “Mum, do you realise 

how valuable those books were?” his jaw slackened, “No, and it was pretty obvious you 

didn’t either, the way you treated them, now pass the salt over here before I ruin the broth” 

Jack was speechless, as he handed her over the salt shaker. “Thank you, now set the table 

before your father comes home. Where is he anyway?” Jacks thoughts turned to the book he 

had found on the bench, the one the stranger had left behind, “did you sell them all?”  he said 

trying to calm the anger. “what about the ones Auntie Jeannie gave me?” he watched his 

mother cross the linoleum flooring with the pan of boiling broth, and place it on the 

sunflower embossed table cloth, “oh there’s a few odds and sods left in the garage, but yes, I 

think most of them went. Now wash your hands, and come and sit down” she wiped her own 

hands on her pinny, and returned to the cupboard for three plates. Jack ran through the 

kitchen to the garage, and turned on the light. On the floor was a beat up cardboard box with 

maybe a dozen or so books with torn covers. He fell to his knees and began rummaging 

through the books who never got the chance of a new home. His head dropped, everything 

was gone. The heavy book from the bench, and all the books he had collected over the last 

couple of years. Jack hung his head, and made his way back into the kitchen, where his 

mother sat dishing the broth. “look I’m sorry son, but we are a bit tight this month, and 

besides, you’ve read them all already, haven’t you?” she patted the chair next to her, “come 

sit down son, and eat” Jack sulked, his chin dropped down by his chest, and slowly wandered 
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over and sat down, his appetite gone, “who did you sell them to mum?” He asked, down beat. 

Mrs Garret ladled three steaming scoops of chicken broth into his bowl, and placed the hot 

china on the tablecloth between the set cutlery, “oh I can’t remember who got what, I sold the 

old chest of drawers to Mary down the street for fifteen dollars, Joanne took a load of your 

old baby clothes for ten dollars, old Mr Gordon  took a good few of your books,” she pointed 

to the soup, and Jack began spooning the boiling gravy into his mouth, “oh and, that young 

girl from across the street bought a couple of your books, including your colouring books, she 

said her nephew would be interested in them, he likes fantasy stories” Jacks eyes bulged, 

“you gave Sarah my drawings!” he nearly choked on his broth with embarrassment. “only the 

good ones” Jacks cheeks glowed red with embarrassment, and the aid of  the molten lava 

sloshing in his mouth. “did you at least see a big leather bound book in the box mum, its real 

important, and I need to get it back”  

Jacks mother gazed thoughtfully at the far wall, then turned to jack, “you know what this 

soup needs? More salt” Jack sighed, “mum, the book, I need to know who you sold it to, 

please” he drew out the please so it sounded like a whine, “pleeeeeeeeasee” “Jack, what have 

I said about whining at the table, and no I’m not sure who I sold the book too. Maybe try Mr 

Gordon, if not, try the young girl across the street, the pretty one, you know who I mean” 

Jack sighed into his soup again, there was no way he was going to knock on Sarah’s door and 

ask her if she had some of his old books. It would be hard enough to go over to smelly 

Gordo’s house and ask him if he had the leather-bound book.  “Jack, eat your broth before it 

goes cold!” his mother scorned, and Jack just mumbled his frustrations, as if this molten lava 

is going to cool down this century! 

The next day he watched Mr Gordons house from his bedroom window, knowing that he 

usually takes a walk down the cliffs around 8am, which would be the perfect opportunity to 
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sneak around to the rear of the house with his milk delivery, and enter through his kitchen. 

He had delivered around the back of the house before, so this would not look suspicious at 

all. If he was caught inside the house, then that would be a different story, and Jack would 

just have to improvise. He thought about just going over and asking smelly Gordo if he had 

the book, but the old boy would probably offer up some ridiculous deal for jack to clean his 

garden, or stack his newspapers, or even clean his house. Come to think of it, if he did get 

inside, where would he start looking? And that was if Gordo’ even had the leather-bound 

book. He had a feeling that it was Sarah who had the book, but really did not know why he 

thought that, it was just one of those inclinations, a hunch. His train of thought was derailed 

at exactly 8am, when smelly Gordo appeared at his door, and put the hood up on his filthy 

yellow raincoat. Jack wondered if he ever took that thing off, and gagged a little at the 

thought of the smell.  Jack watched as he walked down the path and turned onto the path 

leading to the cliff walk, and sprang into action. He knew he had a only small window of 

opportunity, so he had prepared his bag by the door, ready for grabbing.  At the doorway, he 

looked up the street to see Smelly Gordo must have already turned up the pathway, and he 

made his move. It suddenly dawned on him halfway across the street, as the two milk bottles 

clinked in his bag, that what he was doing was rather stupid. And pointless, after all, he 

wasn’t even sure what was inside the book anyway, it might just be a cookery book, with a 

list of recipes passed from generation to generation. All he did know was that he had to see 

what the book was about, he had to read it, because…well just because. He had a feeling that 

the book was important, and had been left by the stranger for a reason. And that reason was 

reason enough.  He vaulted the gate, forgetting the milk bottles, and sprinted up Gordo’s path 

by the side of his house that was overgrown with dandelion weeds at least six-foot-high, and 

rooted in a sludgy mess oozing from the rusted drain pipe that ran down the side of the wall. 

The back passage stank of mouldy food, and stagnant water, and the path had become so 



 
55 Cunningham/ header? 

overgrown with weeds, it was difficult to know where the vegetation stopped and the 

brickwork started. The back of the house was no better, clutter filled every inch of the back 

yard, in rusting piles containing an assortment of white goods and vehicle parts. The place 

was a dump. Wooden pallets had been thrown over and dumped in the garden from the side 

street, where opportune dumpers had taken advantage of Mr Gordons time away from the 

house. From the outside the whole house looked like it was in a sad state of disrepair, and 

ready to crumble. Jack wasted little time, and tried the door handle, and to his relief found the 

door open, and quickly stepped inside.  

He was expecting a foul-smelling hovel inside, and rooms as hot as an oven. But what he saw 

inside the kitchen made his jaw slacken, and droop. 

“Take a seat Jack, please” Jenkins said, from across the sparsely decorated room. He was sat 

in a large oval shaped recliner chair, with one arms resting on the side of the plastic chair, the 

other holding the stem of a large pipe sticking from the side of his mouth. Jack was frozen to 

the spot by the door. “Jack, I need you to come over here, and sit down, this is important” 

Jenkins tried again. He was dressed in his leather jacket now, his khaki bell bottom slacks 

hitched slightly on his crossed legs. “how about if I show you this,” Jenkins said, reaching to 

the side of the chair and pulling out the Filofax “will this make things happen?” Jack stared at 

the leather-bound Filofax in the man’s hand. “Jack, we have a lot to discuss about you, and 

your future, and I have very little time left on this account, so I’m going to ask you again, 

please come in, and sit down, so we can discuss this like adults” Jack shuffled forward, 

through the empty white kitchen into the lounge where the man sat, “My future? Who the hell 

are you, and what is this place?” he muttered inching closer to the centre of the room. “and 

where’s smel…Mr Gordon?” The room was white, clinical white. The walls were bare, and 

painted white also. The floor was tiled, all white, and the light from the ceiling was in strips 
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of bright neon white light. There were no windows where the windows should be, and there 

were no furnishings what so ever in the square bland room, except for the chair the man sat 

on, the coffee table he placed the Filofax on, and the swivel chair opposite him. On the rear 

wall hung a grotty yellow raincoat, with an old SLR camera hung next to it. “This is the 

waiting room Jack,” Jenkins held his hands outstretched, as the smoke from his pipe drifted 

and swirled above his head, “and my name, well to you, I am Smelly Gordo’, to me I am Mr 

Jenkins, whatever my name,” he smiled, “I am here to help you.” Jenkins paused, and 

frowned for a moment, as if asking for a break in the acting scene, “No, no…that’s not 

entirely correct,” he puffed once, twice more on the pipe, then poked the end of the pipe 

towards Jack, “… because, I think that now it is you that is here to help me,” he placed the 

pipe in the ashtray on the coffee table, “ please, sit.”  Jack looked at the man, and saw only 

the slightest resemblance of smelly Gordo’, then he glanced down at the book, “so how did 

you know I was…” “how did I know you would be here,” Jenkins interrupted, “Simple really, 

I just did some reading” he picked up the Filofax and flicked open the page marked day Day 

6308.  

Day 6308 Jack Garret observes smelly Gordo’ walking away from his house across the 

street, and delivers to the old hoarder’s den, he hates talking to the old man, he smells of 

thick tobacco. Dashing from his own home, he enters the garden and drops off the regular 2 

bottles of milk at the rear of the house, and notices the door open. He enters quietly, stealing 

$10 from the kitchen worktop and pays a visit to the local cinema, where he watches the 

movie THX 1138 starring Robert Duvall. This is more money than he earns in a month 

delivering milk with his father- and feels guilty to the core about the crime. He vows never to 

do such a thing again and spends the next two months making up the money he has stolen and 

repaying every penny with a note apologising to Mr Gordon of his lack of restraint at an 

opportune moment.”  
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“It’s quite a read Jack, you’d enjoy it. Unfortunately, I’m afraid it’s not for your young eyes, 

not yet anyway. You see, it’s not really supposed to be here at all, the information in this 

book can do some serious damage to you, me, and many others lines along the way. So, you 

can see my predicament, I can only manipulate the finer details of this Filofax entry, to 

ensure our meeting here goes incognito, suffice to say, anything we talk about will not be 

recorded in here,” he paused again, “Please sit down Jack, you’re making me rather 

uncomfortable” Jenkins waited for Jack to sit down, and after watching him check the front 

and back for traps, shackles and syringes filled with truth serum, Jack sat down. “Good, now 

here’s the kicker Jack, I think I’ve made a bit of a faux par, and…” “are you an alien?” Jack 

asked leaning forward, “it’s either an alien, or a time traveller, am I right?”  he corrected 

himself, “I’m guessing time travelling alien, and that’s a book of the future, did I do 

something to change the space time continuum? Do I kill someone? Do I kill the president?” 

Jacks eyes widened, “Jack, listen to me for a moment will you, I’m trying to explain 

something…” Now Jack was on a role, and interrupted again, “was it you who came into the 

bakery…” Jacks eyes bulged on stalks as he looked over at the yellow raincoat hanging on 

the wall, “no wait…It wasn’t you, it couldn’t be, I would have recognised the…it was me 

wasn’t it. I was the old guy at the bakery the other day, wasn’t I.” Jack bounced to his feet, 

“holy shit, I’m right am’nt I.” Jenkins frowned, not fully understanding how Jack came to the 

conclusion so fast. Perhaps all those science fiction books he read had a purpose after all. 

“Jack, sit down son, and shut the fuck up.” Jenkins demeanour changed to fit his 

surroundings, “Yes, I’m from the future, yes, that was your older self in the bakery, and yes 

he dropped this book off for you to get a head start in your romantic liaisons with Sarah 

Knowles.” Jack stopped bouncing about at the mention of Sarah’s name. “Unfortunately, that 

is a no no in the future, so I’m afraid we have to wipe you from the timeline- sorry, it’s 

nothing personal -just procedure.”  Jenkins smiled raising his hands in a -what can you do 
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gesture” Jack looked stunned, “what, but I’ve done nothing wrong…are you serious?” his 

voice broke a little. Jenkins smiled, “Na, I’m just shitting with you, now sit down and shut 

the fuck up, this is important okay?” Jack frowned at the change of tone, but sat down again. 

“Good, now listen to me Jack, as I said, I think I may have screwed things up a little, while 

trying to sort out your mess from the future, and seeing as your paradox now involves me, 

I’m going to need your help in fixing it, with me so far?” Jack nodded, “what did you do? 

Did you kill someone?” “What, no I didn’t kill anybody. Now, as I was saying, I cannot show 

you what’s inside this little book of wonders, protocol forbids it. What protocols do not 

forbid, is me suggesting where you should be, say,” he looked at his watch, “say 24 hours 

from just about now- mark that time Jack, its important.”  Jack looked at his watch, and made 

a mental note. “So here is what you are going to do Jack, and I want you to listen very 

carefully to these two instructions, okay,” Jack nodded, “mess these up, and its game over for 

us all okay, number one, I want you to go to lover’s leap tomorrow morning at exactly this 

time okay, with the necklace you acquired- you still have it don’t you?” Jack looked on dumb 

for a moment, then reached into his pocket for the locket and pulled it out. “Good,” Jenkins 

reached over and held it in his hand for a moment, “who’d have thought a simple thing like 

this could cause so much trouble” he shook his head and handed it back to Jack, “okay Jack, 

keep it safe until tomorrow, you won’t be disappointed. Now, number two is simple- “hang 

on,” Jack jumped in, “what do you mean I won’t be disappointed, what’s going to happen? 

And why do I need to take this…will she be there?” his eyes widened, “she will, won’t she. 

Sarah will be there, and I ‘ll be there to give her this, am I right?” He beamed. Jenkins sighed, 

“look I cannot say what will or what will not happen up there on the cliff, but if you are not 

there, this goes to shit, and I come back and rip you’re tongue from your neck for being so 

cocky, okay!” he held up the book again. “look, you will be there okay, fail to turn up, and I 

go not only medieval on your ass, but future-shock too- understand?” Jack nodded, his mind 
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already on tomorrow. “Okay, good, so the next thing I need you to do is a bit trickier,” he 

indicated to Jack with a finger, “I want you to, no…” he corrected himself, “I need you to, 

enjoy every moment from here on in, no regrets okay, never give up on life- be all you can 

be” Jenkins smiled at that, although he couldn’t quite remember which timeline that had 

come from? “Jack screwed his face up, “that’s it, that’s the instruction- be all I can be?” 

Jenkins nodded, “that’s it, live long and prosper my friend, and be excellent, or face the 

consequences!” Christ, all the clichés were all coming out now, he held his palm up and tried 

to open his fingers apart, but failed miserably. “You want me to save your time travelling ass 

by me living my life most excellently? What the hell does that even mean man, and if I don’t 

you’ll come back and kick my ass! Is that all you have for me? Aren’t you even going to tell 

me what the future is like?” Jenkins nodded and shrugged his shoulders, “That’s it dude, but 

be warned, I’ll do more than just kick that ass of yours” He smiled, with a grin that was more 

a sneer, “so go see the movie Jack , then go live your life, I’ll be watching to make sure you 

do! As for the future, well it’s just full of rich old men, wanting to live their life over again, 

and screwing up the timeline big style” Jack stood up, and pointed at the Filofax, “don’t I 

even get a quick look at the book?” Jenkins shook his head and stood up, “sorry buck rogers, 

you know the rules. Now go, and remember about tomorrow-not before 8am, it’s important” 

he reached out and shook Jacks hand, “you know-you’re one lame ass time traveller!” Jack 

grumbled, grabbing Jenkins firm handshake. “and you’ll be a lousy husband who’ll be lying 

dead in his own vomit, if you don’t do as you are told!” Jenkins muttered from his grin under 

his breath, “eh?” Jack frowned again, as Jenkins pulled his wallet from his pocket, “Nothing, 

now take this and go- remember, I’ll be watching, if the budget allows it!” Jack took the ten 

dollars from Jenkins, turned and began walking, “so you’re smelly Gordo’ right? Is that just 

your day job, or is it more a hobby for you, perving around town scaring off young boys?” he 

said pointing to the yellow jacket. Jenkins ignored him and pointed to the door, “the movie 
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starts at midnight, I suggest you get there early if you want to see what the future holds. Now 

close the door on the way out, Jack, and don’t let me catch you around here again okay. And 

if anyone asks, you stole the cash- oh and enjoy the movie- it’s the stuff of nightmares kiddo, 

your nightmares… if you’re not careful!” 

11. 

Jack left the kitchen the way he had arrived, retracing his steps back along the swamped 

pathway were the downpipe had burst by the side of the house, only stopping briefly to check 

his soggy footwear and to peer inside the front window for a moment. But, to his 

disappointment, all he could see peering through the filth, was bags of donated clothing piled 

high against the dusty paint chipped window pane, filled with the drying husks of a thousand 

dead flies. As for the man sat in the lounge, he just couldn’t tell if anything was behind the 

wall, and if he was to believe what just happened inside that, that waiting room, then in less 

than 24hours he was going to take the path to lover’s leap, and change whatever time paradox 

his time travelling older self had created, in some senior moment future event. That idea had 

stopped Jack dead in his tracks, time travel was real-His eyes widened in awe, as the thoughts 

began to flood his brain. A car horn blasted, breaking the spell, and Jack, still on the road, 

waved, then turned on his heels and ran, his soaking sneakers slapping the bitumen like pig 

cadavers on an abattoir floor. He crossed the street to his house and made his way back to his 

bedroom, where he pulled out his writing pad, and began to sketch his fantastical ideas away, 

before any of them were lost in the myriad of jumbled thoughts he was now having. Jack 

sketched for most of the morning, oblivious to his surroundings, his mind completely 

submerged in images of future dystopian societies collapsing in chaos because of a single 

choice a lone aging time traveller had made. His lead stained fingers ached and cramped as 

he drew sketches of pensioners in tin foil suits, with oxygen masks and oxygen tanks, instead 
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of ray guns. He drew pensioners with huge space suits kitted out with incontinence pants, or 

catheter tubes sewn into the silvery fabric lining. He drew ageing space warriors fighting 

battles from jet powered wheelchairs, and saggy breasted space vixens, with space boots 

covering varicose veined legs.  But the face that kept appearing on his sketches was always 

the same menacing time traveller- with his world ending threats. Jacks tongue darted in and 

out from his mouth as he drew sketch after sketch, the hours passing like minutes, until 

eventually he fell asleep, exhausted, surrounded by drawings of Mr Jenkins and his space 

weevils. 

 When Jack awoke, he was starved and went down to the kitchen to raid the fridge. Leftover 

chicken soup was the special of the day, and turned his nose up at the dish, checking the time, 

and saw that it was 1100, the movie Jenkins told him to see started in less than an hour. He 

cursed and ran upstairs, gathering his drawings, and stuffing them in his drawer, then he ran 

back down the stairs and clattered his way out the front door. The streets were empty, and the 

short cut he knew, took him past the old derelict house on the corner, through the kid’s park 

and out by the alley down the side of the fruit market, saving him nearly ten minutes, if he 

sprinted, and if he managed to get over the metal fence without catching his jeans on the 

barbed wire. He wondered why anyone would time travel just to recommend a movie to 

someone, and then tell them to enjoy their life or else. What the hell kind of stupid was that.  

He stopped, bent over to catch his breath by the fence, annoyed that he could let himself be 

duped like that. His belly rumbled, and he made a mental note to buy some food from the 

candy foyer at the cinema, but then had second thoughts, he could just as well spend the 

money on a kebab down main street. He wasn’t going to watch a movie, just because some 

old guy who had had his first bath in over a year, told him so. Screw that. He cursed out loud, 

leaning on his knees, then straightened up.  What he should be doing now, was marching up 

to Sarah Knowles front door, and asking her out on a date, that’s what he should be doing. 
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Maybe she would like to join him in a kebab. Jack inhaled a lungful of air through his nose, 

and snorted, clearing his nasal passages onto the floor, Fuck the movies! Living my life, that’s 

what I should be doing. He grinned, turning around while supporting himself on the wall, and 

set off back up the street to his house.  And another thing, why the hell would a guy from the 

future not be able to just jump back to a time to sort his own shit out, wasn’t that the point of 

time travel?  The more he thought about smelly Gordo’ the angrier he was getting, He had 

been duped alright. Let’s see him read this in his little brown book of destiny!  Jack stomped 

back up the road, picking up a brick from the rubble on the verge by the derelict house, then 

crossed the street, heading back to where he just came from. “I should be the one kicking his 

ass” he mumbled, as he sped up.  

 He stood outside Smelly Gordo’s house for a minute, wondering which window to choose, 

then opted for the one piled high with bags. He wanted to see who would run out and abuse 

him- smelly Gordo’ or the ‘too cool for school’ time traveller. Either way, one of the 

occupiers was in for a shock, he hoped it was the time travelling ponce that would run out 

when the brick in his hand crashed through the front window into his ‘waiting room’. His 

fingers twitched as he raised the brick, turning to look first up and then down the street to 

check it was clear. Then he drew his arm back and unleashed the projectile with as much 

force as he could muster. He thought about yelling some obscenity too, but decided to just 

grunt and watch as the brick flew through the air in a spinning arc…then bounced off the 

window without so much as a sound. Nothing! Jack watched as the broken brick split in two, 

and fell to the grass. He moved closer, cursing, “sonofa bitch!” this time reaching down for a 

broken piece of rusting pipe discarded by the fence, and lifted it like a javelin.  His anger 

boiled over at being threatened and taken for a ride by the old hoarder, and he readied himself 

to throw the impromptu spear, and then, in a moment of teenage rage, he had a better idea.  

Jan ran around the back of the house again, this time splashing through the funky water on 
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the path without stopping to check his sneakers. The door was open still, and he raised the bar 

as he entered the kitchen area. This time the room was in darkness, and the stench was quite 

foul. Only the moon light shining through the window gave any indication of the hazards in 

Jacks way as he heel toed his way through the garbage with his wet squeaky sneakers. It was 

a completely different house from earlier this morning, the stink itself made his eyes water as 

it caught him in the back of his throat.  The leftover ready meals, mingled with the stench of 

the tobacco smoke was making his gag reflex work overtime. He could hear the flies buzzing 

around the mouldy food in the sink, and feel things squish under foot, but he did not want to 

see what was being stood in, instead he just crept on in, the bar in his hand set high like a 

baseball bat ready to swing out, preparing to do a little scaring of his own. Jack made his way 

to the front room, only instead of having no furnishings in the room like earlier, the room was 

packed floor to ceiling in filthy piles of clothing, and car parts. Car parts! He actually had 

engine blocks sat in his front room, with oily rags stuffed and hanging from the head gaskets. 

Jack turned the corner and twitched as a hand came out of the darkness and grabbed onto his 

shoulder, bundling him and the attacker to the floor, “you little bastard, don’t you think I 

can’t see what you done, I have the bloody daily reports you fucking fool! I can see when you 

fuck things around and change the line! I can read every thought you change in this book 

Jack!” Jenkins kicked him to the floor and yanked the crowbar from his grip, “when I say do 

something, you fucking well do it Jack, you hear me! You stick to the plan boy” Jenkins 

raised the pole high over his head, and Jack could see his temple throbbing as if it was going 

to explode with the pressure, and cave his skull in. Jenkins realised this was too much, and 

dropped the rusting pipe “The next time I tell you to do something Jack, your only thoughts 

should be where I’m going to stick my boot if you don’t comply!”  each of his words came 

out with a complimentary kick to the ribs attached to them. Jack clutched his ribs as another 

kick thudded against his chest. “Now, let’s try this again you little retard, any screw ups and 
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you follow your wife over the cliff you get me!”  Jack didn’t understand that last bit, but he 

told him to fuck off regardless. “fuck off? FUCK OFF! I’ll give you fuck off Jack Garret!”  

Jenkins howled, swinging back another kick, as Jack struggled on the bags below. “eight 

o’clock tomorrow morning, by the bench on the White Cliffs Jack, sort your shit out- and if I 

see you straying from the line again, its game over! No more chances” Jack nodded, curled in 

a ball on the floor, counting the blows before they stopped for a second. He took his chance 

and grabbed the piping discarded on the floor and stumbled to his feet, swinging the bar in 

the air, but Jenkins was gone.   

@@@@@@insert chapter jack heading to cliffs early Day 6507 valentines day@@@@@@ 

But just as he was about warn Sarah as she sits oblivious to Jenkins creeping up on her as she 

sits on the bench, he caught a waft of something sweet and familiar in the air. Lilac perfume. 

He stopped and turned, and saw the figure of a woman standing beside him where there had 

been nobody standing a few seconds earlier. She was dressed in a long yellow rain coat, and 

standing perfectly still clutching a leather-bound Filofax book, similar to the one he had been 

searching for. She lowered her hood with one free hand, and young Jack saw she was perhaps 

forty years old, her skin clear and radiant, except for a long deep scar running across her 

forehead, just above her nose. Around her neck was a silver necklace, where a silver heart 

shaped locket dangled.  When she spoke, she spoke quietly, “you know, there is another way 

to get back at Mr Jenkins, Jack!” 
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