Reincarnation: The Conciquences

by Ashren

Chapter One: Two lives

“So, what took ya so long? I thought you said that your new car could break the sound barrier, and had four jet powered engines? I thought you said, just this morning, that I would be picked up, by my mom, from school, in front of all my friends, in the coolest, most modern car this side of the thirtieth centuary? Did I hear that? Well, obviously not because I was once again left standing outside school by myself looking like a complete dork waiting for my mother who was once again LATE!” The chain dangling from her pocket jangled as she stamped her foot on the last word, glaring up at her nervous looking mother.

“I’m sorry Torrance, but you know that I have to work late at the moment, ever since we discovered that new-funky machine left over from the last alien landing. We have to work out what it is. I lost track of time.”

“But you PROMISED! And its TORRA! You know I hate being called Torrance!” She raged, stamping her foot again.

“Sorry sweetie, I….forgot,” Said the mother, making a mental note. “I’ll buy you a new 4-D video game on the way to pick up your father, will that make it up?” Torrance considered.

“The Curse of the Return of The Revenge Of The Monkeys from Mars III and IIII?”

“I said one video-” began the mother, but then said “Okay.” As Torrance clenched her fists and took a huge breath, about to scream. At these words, though, she breathed out, and then her small face broke into an ultra-cute smile.

“Thankyou mommy! You’re the greatest!” She said, throwing herself upon her relieved mother, then dragging her by the wrist towards the car.

“Where did we go wrong with her?” She thought inwardly.

*~*~*~*

“You need any help, mom?” Tora peered down cautiously at Jane who was approaching the treehouse, staggering under the weight of an unseen-hand-held object.

“Oh….that…would….be helpful…actually,……thankyou….dear!” She said, stopping and sitting down on a log to get her breath back. Tora swung down to help her, landing lightly next to her. She stared at the tennis ball-sized black object at Jane’s feet.

“What the heck is that?” She said poking it with one finger.

“I don’t know dear. And please don’t swear.” She added absent-mindedly as she massaged her hand.

“I wasn’t swearing.” Said, glancing up at her mother. She turned her attention back to the ball, and tried to pick it up. “Ah…oww…why’s it so heavy?” She said, her legs buckling under the weight.

“Like I said dear, it’s nothing I’ve ever seen, not even when I was in England. That’s why I’m so interested in it,” She continued, standing up. “It’s an un-discovered substance. Very strange indeed.” Between them they managed to heave it up the ladder into the treehouse.

“Where…should…we…put…it?” Gasped Tora.

“How…about…the…table?”

“Oh…kay.” They placed it heavily on the table.

“There. Phew!” Said Jane, brushing her hair out of her eyes.

Crunch. Thump. Crunch.

They both turned again. Where the ball had been, there was now a hole in the table. They looked down. Another hole through the floor.

“Um…Oh well, what were you ment to use something like that for anyway?” Said Tora shrugging.

*~*~*~*

Torrance sat grouchily outside the lab, playing ‘The Curse of the Return of The Revenge Of The Monkeys from Mars III’. Her mother had fitted a console there in desperation after she had thrown a tantrum because she had to wait another half-hour after her father had been accidentally zapped to Pluto. It had actually been her fault, because she was bored and started hitting buttons while her parents were talking. Her mother reasoned that it was their fault, for neglecting her. Though both intelligent people, neither of them were very bright as far as parenting went.

Torrance blew up another Martian-Monkey, then threw down the control and took off the head set.

“MOM! This game is a load of CRAP!” She yelled through the doorway.

“Please don’t swear honey.” Said her mother.

“I’LL SWEAR AS MUCH AS I WANT TO! I WANT TO GO HOME!” She screamed.

“Sweetie, you haven’t tried the other one I bought you yet, mabey that one will be better.” Said her mother pleadingly. Torrance glared at her and stomped off.

“As I was saying, Janet, we have discovered what the piece of alien technology is used for.” Her father gestured towards a robotic arm holding a round black ball.

“You see, when we took out the micro chip from inside and looked at its programming on the computers, we saw that it is programmed to transport objects.”

“So?” Said Janet.

“Well, its no transport like we’ve ever seen on earth. It does not transport over distance but time. It’s a time machine!”

“A time machine, Tarl? Are you sure we shouldn’t be getting therapy for you as well as Torrance?” Asked Janet, doubtfully.

“Oh, no, we’re sure of it. We’ve been sending different earth substances back of different qualities. We have just started using mercurium- the densest substance known to man. One piece this size weighs-”

“Yes I know the properties of mercurium Tarl. How do you know you haven’t just sent them to Russia or something?” Said Janet, still dis-believing.

“Ah, that’s the clever bit!” Said Tarl proudly. “When we send them back in time, we then move the machine, and a few moments later, they re-appear where they disappeared. But,” He said before his wife could protest that that didn’t prove anything “When they re-appear, they are different. They have changed over a large amount of time. They went back in time, and then stayed there, all that time, until now. Do you see?” Janet looked bewildered.

“Nnnnot really. I’ll just take your word for it.” She said.

“Only, we’ve had one problem. The mercurium hasn’t come back.”

“Here it is!” Said a lab assistant, pointing to the floor. He took a remote control and moved the robotic arm over to pick it up.

“Hmmm.” Thought Tarl. Then he said “Oh I see! It must have been moved. Perhaps it’s travelled back to a time when there were creatures strong enough to pick it up!” He turned to the lab assistant. “Can you calculate how far back in time the substances went, from how much they have aged?” The assistant nodded and started working.

“Well, that’s all very clever dear, but shouldn’t you try to find out how to bring the substances back again?” Asked Janet.

“Yes dear, we’re working on it. But for now, we will continue with our present experiments.”

“I’ll take Torrance home.” Said Janet, looking ill at the thought.

“How is she getting on with the therapist?” Asked Tarl quietly.

“Well, She said something about me letting her dominate my life too much. Mabey she needs a distraction, like a younger brother or sist-”

“NO! No, no, sorry.” Said Tarl making everyone in the lab turn to look at them. “Sorry.” He said more quietly. “Sorry, it’s just the thought of two Torrances really…doesn’t…sound…good.” Janet nodded.

“MOM! IM BORED, I WANNA GO HOME NOW!” Yelled Torrance.

“Yes sweetie.” Said Janet turning. “I’m just coming.”

“Now sending second mercurium sample-” Said the assistant.

“MOM I WANNA GO HOME NOW!” Yelled Torrance, running across the room.

“TORRANCE DON’T GO NEAR THAT-” Screamed Tarl. There was a flash. Torrance disappeared.

 They stood frozen for a moment, then Janet screamed

“OH MY GOD YOU SENT OUR DAUGHTER BACK IN TIME!”

Chapter Two: Stuck in the Past

Jane sat thinking, her legs dangling over the edge of the treehouse roof. Tora had gone off to look for her father, Tarzan, and she was left alone to have some peace and quiet. Turning her head, she looked up at the treetops, the truly beautiful and perfect world she was now a part of. Far away from the busy, noisy, organised life that she used to lead which was England, here was the endless jungle, the cloud-high mountains, the stretching beaches, the deep blue ocean and, above all, her family, that was here. She could not ask for anything more.

Unfortunately, she was just about to get a lot more.

“MOM! MOM WHAT HAPPENED?” Jane jumped as she heard what sounded like her daughter’s voice resounding through the forest.

“Tora? Tora where are you?” She called, carefully sliding over the roof and onto a thick branch. She looked around, hoping for a clue as to where her daughter was.

“MOM? MOM GET OVER HERE NOW!” Jane frowned, as she turned to face the direction of the shouting.

“What has gotten into her?” Jane thought angrily at the rudeness of the voice, and taking a vine she swung off after her. Coming to a clearing, she looked down towards the small figure standing alone on the ground.

“Tora, whatever has gotten into-” Jane began. Then she noticed Torrance fully.

“Tora, what on earth are you wearing?” She screamed, staring at the T-shirt with a monkey from mars on it, and the long baggy trousers and sneakers.

“What do you mean what am I wearing? What in hell are you wearing?” Jane looked down at her clothes, thinking about what people would say or even do if she were to wear them in England. She blushed, then snapped out of it. This was Africa!

“You’ve never had a problem with my clothing before. Where did you get those from?” She said, gesturing non-approvingly towards Torrance’s trousers. She looked down.

“Don’t you remember, Mom? Dad bought them for me when we went to Venus over the summer.”

“He…did?” Said Jane, thinking that the girl might have a few screws loose. “What was wrong with your old clothes?”

“Ha, you can hardly talk Mom. Look at what your wearing, I mean what’s with the cave man outfit anyway?” Jane gave her an odd look.

“I don’t know what game you think your playing young lady, but it’s gone far enough. You’re coming back with me to put some normal clothes back on!” Jane took Torrance by the wrist and started pulling her towards the treehouse.

“Mom get off me. GET OFF ME OR I’LL SCREAM!”

“What has gotten into you? If you don’t come with me now, I won’t be letting you out of the house for three days!”

“AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAH! Screamed Torrance, kicking at Jane and lashing out at her with her free hand.

“Mom? What’s going on?” Called Tora, appearing on the scene. Then she saw Torrance. Torrance saw her. Jane saw both of them.

Silence for a few moments.

Then Jane screamed even louder than Torrance had. Dropping the small girl’s arm, she stumbled back a few paces, her eyes flicking backwards and forwards between the two identical girls, then her shocked expression changed to a vague smile, as she keeled over in a stunned faint.

“Look what you did to my Mom!” yelled the two girls in unison.

*~*~*~*

“WHAT DO YOU MEAN, YOU CAN’T GET HER BACK?” Yelled Tarl at the cringing lab-assistant, who was busy feebly pushing buttons. Janet stood sobbing into a handkerchief, gibbering about how all this wouldn’t have happened if she had just taken Torrance home when she wanted to, and about how she was probably all lost and scared, about to be eaten by a dinosaur.

“Well, we’ve made some progress.” Ventured the assistant gingerly.

“WHAT?” Shouted Tarl, turning eagerly.

“We’ve worked out that she travelled back about one thousand one hundred years. It’s the year 3000 now, so……she is in the year 1900.”

“What was this area like in that year?” Asked Tarl urgently. “She hasn’t been dropped into the sea or a volcano or anything has she?” At these words, Janet cried even louder.

“No…It was a dense jungle inhabited by gorillas, elephants, baboons, leopards-”

“Leopards-s?” Asked Janet fearfully, her wide blue eyes peering over the top of her handkerchief. “We have to go back and find her!” She said.

“No, Janet, we can’t get back again!” Said Tarl. His long hair was tied back into a ponytail behind his head to keep his usual dreadlocks out of his experiments.

“I’m not leaving my poor baby 1100 years in the past in a jungle full of gorillas and leopards! I’m going to find her.” Tarl shook his head.

“I suppose your right. Mabey they’ll find out how to bring us back again while we’re there.” He said.

“And what if they don’t?” Asked Janet, quavering.

“Well, we’ll be stuck there forever.” Said Tarl. Jane bit her lip.

“We have to go back.” She said. “Even if we do get stuck.” Tarl nodded.

*~*~*~*

Jane woke up, and found that she was laying in her bed in the treehouse. Tora stood next to the bed looking relieved. Jane sat up.

“Oh, Tora, I had the most shocking dream!” She said. “I dreamed that there was two of you, and the other one was wearing the strangest AAAAAAAAAAAAAH!” She screamed, and jumped back, on seeing Torrance  standing on the other side of the room. “Its…..its……its……her…….you…….what’s….happening?” She stuttered, pointing a shaking finger at Torrance, who glowered at Tora.

“TORRANCE? TORRANCE WHERE ARE YOU? ARE YOU OKAY?” Jane jumped as she heard what sounded distinctly like her own voice filling the quiet forest outside.

“MOM? WHERE THE HELL HAVE YOU BEEN?” Torrance yelled back, peering out of the window.

“There you are? Are you hurt sweetie? Did you get chased by a Leopard?” Janet called up from outside. The next thing Jane saw, as the door opened, didn’t make her feel any better than she had when she had been confronted by a girl who was identical to her daughter, but now, against all odds, stood before her a figure which made her feel many times worse. Herself.

Well, Janet actually, who unlike Jane, did not collapse again back onto her bed, upon seeing her double standing in front of her, but simply looked a little surprised and turned to her husband as he entered for an explanation. Ten years of living with a man who had a tendency to zip off to the other side of the earth whenever he wanted to, and seven years of having to look after a girl whose scream could persuade even a ferocious twelve foot man eating alien to do her bidding, not much surprised her anymore.

“Um, so does anyone have the faintest idea what is going on?” Asked Tora, looking from Torrance, to Janet and Tarl, and to the unconscious form of her mother, and then back to Tarl. “You look just like my dad. But I know your not him because…well…” She said, looking at his clothes and the way he stood. “I don’t know how he is going to react to all this,” She continued, looking worried.

“Your father?” Said Tarl. “Who-”

But his un-finished question was answered as Tarzan himself landed softly behind them. They turned. He saw their faces. His confused gaze lingered on Tarl, then slowly shifted over to Janet.

“Jane?” He asked, unsure of what he should do. She shook her head and stepped back, revealing the room beyond the doorway, Tora Torrance and Jane, who stirred and slowly opened her eyes.

“Tora! I had the strangest dream-” Tora stood in front of her before her line of vision had time to travel to the other people in the room.

“Mom, please don’t freak out on me again, but it wasn’t a dream,” She said quickly, knowing that the sight Jane was about to see was even worse than either of the others which had caused her to faint that day. Two Toras. Two of herself. And now, Two Tarzans as well. “I’m not sure how to prepare you for what you’re about to see, but…just don’t faint. Again.” She added. Still looking at the puzzled look on her mother’s face, she stepped aside. Jane stared.

“What…what’s…who…how…but…Tarzan?” She asked, staring open mouthed from one face to the next. “Oh, I get it…great joke Terk, which ever one you are, you really got me.”

“This is not a joke, um, Jane.” Said Janet. “We come from the future. Oh dear, that doesn’t sound any better does it,” She added, giving a weak smile to the bewildered Jane. “Um, my name’s Janet. This is my husband, Tarl,” She said gesturing towards Tarl, “And my daughter, Torrance.”

“IT’S TORRA! HOW MANY TIMES DO I HAVE TO TELL YOU?!” She screamed, throwing her arms into the air in rage.

“Um, my name’s Tora. Don’t you think it would get a bit confusing?” Asked Tora, shooting Torrance a surprised look, and giving her the impression that she would never dream of talking to her parents like that. Torrance answered her with a glare of pure evil, but Tora ignored it, a thing that not many people managed to do.

“So, what’s the deal with us all looking the same?” She asked, turning her glare to the floor.

“I think I might know.” Said Janet looking slightly distant in thought. “I saw something like it in an old T.V show,”

“T.V show?” Said Jane faintly.

“Yes. It’s a programme you watch on a television.” Explained Janet.

“Television?” Said Jane, none the wiser.

“It’s a-”

“JUST GET TO THE POINT!” Yelled Torrance impatiently.

“Oh, sorry sweetie. Well, there were these women, who were witches, and one of them cast a spell to go back to her past life. While she was there, she saw all these people who looked like people she knew in her life. Oh, and her past life looked like her in her future life as well.”

“Did they act the same?” Asked Torrance, eyeing Tora, Jane and Tarzan’s choice of clothing. Tarzan himself had by now made his way across the room, and was crouching next to Tora and Jane, and looking warily at the others.

“No. The future lives evolved. Some things about them were the same; for example the witches all lived in the same house together in both lives, and also some things were different, like that they were cousins in the past life and sisters in the future life.”

“It certainly would explain a lot.” Said Tarl. “But how did this happen? Out of all the places we could have ended up, we went back and found our past lives.”

“Coincidence?” Said Tarzan. It was the first thing he had said since he had arrived back at the treehouse. Tarl smiled warmly.

“We haven’t been properly introduced!” He said, advancing across the room. Jane pushed herself back further into the pillow, and reached over to pull Tora away, but Tarzan stood up, not wanting to seem scared as he had been the last time he had met other humans. He held out his hand, copying Tarl’s action.

“Tarzan.” He said. He had gotten off on a much better foot with his double than the other’s. Jane was terrified of Janet, and the hate between the two girls seemed to hang in the air.

“Dad, can we go back now?” Asked Torrance gloomily.

“Ah, that’s the problem sweetheart. We haven't worked out how to get back yet.” Said Tarl, turning his attention to Torrance.

“But I want to go HOME!” She said angrily.

“Well I’m sorry honey but there’s nothing anyone can do right now.” Said Tarl, not wanting the look to turn into a tantrum. “We’re stuck here until my assistant finds out how to reverse the time machine.” He turned back to Tarzan. “And I do hope that you kind people will find it in yourselves to take us in as your humble guests until that time.”

Chapter Three:

They spent their next few days in the year 1900 living with Tarzan Jane and Tora, and tried to adapt to their surroundings, without the help of their modern technology that had been left behind in the thirtieth century. Various notes of progress were sent back using the time machine, displaying hastily scrawled messages like “Nearly there” and “Almost got it now”, as if the people back at the lab were scared that Tarl’s head would suddenly pop up through the machine, and start yelling at them for not working hard enough to bring them back. On the contrary, in fact, Tarl was having the time of his life back in the past with Tarzan, who was more than eager to show him all the flora and fauna of the jungle. While he scurried around collecting specimens, Jane, who had finally come to terms with the person who made it appear that a mirror was constantly following her around, Janet, and engaged themselves in long conversations about life in the year 3000. The only people who were not happy, infact, were Tora and Torrance. Tora disliked the way that all Torrance had to do to get her own way with Janet and Tarl was to scream real loud, and regarded her as a spoilt brat who needn’t be bothered with. Torrance simply hated Tora because Tora hated her. Torrance also wasn’t getting on well with Jungle life; more out of spite than anything else, she refused to eat the fruit that everyone else ate, and so food packages had to be sent back to them aswell. This was only to the delight of Jane though, who got to try spaghetti, ice cream, fish fingers, chips, crisps (They knew what happened if Tora wasn’t constantly supplied with sugar) Most of which things she had never tried in her life, and certainly not since she had come to live in the jungle.

Jane noticed, though, a change in Tora’s mood from being stuck looking after Torrance. She had become grouchy and snappish, much like Torrance herself. She and Janet decided that if they didn’t want Tarl’s horror of having two Torrances to come true, they had to get the girls to make friends. Easier said than done. The only way Jane could see was to try and get them to spend time together, but that was certainly not working. Never the less they kept trying.

“Um, Tora dear,” Ventured Jane pleadingly. “Why don’t you take Torrance to that cliff you like to jump off with Terk. I’m sure you’ll have lots of fun, and you can also show her how brave you are.” She continued, trying anything to make her agree. Tora didn’t like the idea of breaking the tradition that was that it was her’s and Terk’s drop, but proving that she had the guts to jump off the top of a eighty-foot cliff certainly did appeal to her.

“Okaaay Mom.” She said, trying to make it sound like it was the last thing she wanted to waste her time on, but really she couldn’t wait to see the look on Torrance’s face, when she asked her to jump off the top of a cliff. She thought about how she was going to go about this, because she couldn’t simply invite Torrance to come with her. She formulated a plan in her mind.

“Well, I’m going to go jump into the lake now,” She said loudly. “I bet Torrance would be to scarred though. She’ll just have to stay here with her mom and miss out on all the fun.” She glanced at Torrance. She had heard.

“What makes you think I’d be scarred of jumping into a lake?” She said, coming over and glaring at Tora.

“Oh, just that theres an eighty-foot drop to jump. Your right, though, no biggie.” Torrance gulped, but there was no way out of it now.

“I’m not scarred. I’ve jumped off much higher things than that.” She lied.

“Well come on then, show me.” Said Tora, smirking inwardly. She led the way through the forestry, until they came to a high cliff ledge, produding out over a vast blue lake, which lay rippling and sparkling a long way down beneath them. Torrance gulped again, but wasn’t going to chicken out infront of Tora.

“Go on then, jump. Show me how good you are, then I’ll show you that I’m better.” She said.

“Fine with me.” Said Tora. She walked back along the ledge a few paces to give herself a good run-up, then sprinted forwards and leapt out over the edge. Torrance watched her as she sped downwards, then saw the water erupt around her as she landed and sunk. She saw her tiny head surface above the water, then squinted as she watched her making her way to the edge of the lake, getting out, and then disappearing into the undergrowth, what looked like many miles below her. She waited, nerves knotting up, for about ten minuets, until Tora arrived.

“You were quick.” She remarked.

“Not give you enough time to think of an excuse, did I?” Taunted Tora. Torrance felt herself reddening.

“I’ve…decided…not to jump from here.” She said hesitantly. Pointing, she gestured towards another ledge about fifty feet further around the gorge. “It looks…higher to me.” It was actually considerably lower, but she pretended that it was her mistake. There was a thin ridge running around the cliff between the two ledges, and Torrance proceeded to edge her way along it, taking as much time as possible, and trying not to look down. She hovered now, over a small strip of land where the water didn’t quite meet the cliff base. If she were to fall, she would die. She glanced down and suddenly had a panic attack. She couldn’t breathe! Her foot slipped, and knocked away some of the loose soil beneath her feet, which crumbled. She screamed and grabbed for a branch, just as the rest of her platform broke away from the cliff.

“Tora…help me!” She choked, gasping for air, dangling over a sheer drop to the ground. Tora had already sprung into action. As much as she disliked the girl, she didn’t want her to die. She scaled the cliff face nimbly, pulling herself up onto a ledge above Torrance, and looked around for something…like a vine! She grabbed it and lowered it down to where Torrance was suspended, holding on to a branch that was quickly giving way under her weight.

“Here, grab this!” She yelled. Letting go with one hand, Torrance made a mad swipe for the vine. The branch cracked threateningly. She caught it on the second try, and let go of the branch. It sprung back, but the momentum created was all that was needed to dislodge it from the crumbly soil. It fell past her, as she held on tightly, to scared to pull herself up. Tora, fortunately, had spent her life swinging around on vines supporting her own weight, and was considerably stronger than Torrance, who had spent her life developing the muscles in her thumbs and voice box. With one last haul, she dragged the girl over the edge and onto solid ground. They sat for a while to get their breath back.

“Tora…why did you do that?” Gasped Torrance finally.

“What, didn’t you want me to save you?” Tora replied.

“Don’t be stupid…it’s just…I thought you hated me.” She said.

“Well, ya but, I didn’t want you to die.” Said Tora. Torrance smiled weakly.

“I think it would be a bit difficult to hate you, now though, don’t you think?” She said.

“Truce then?” Said Tora holding out her hand.

“No, more than that. Friends sounds much better to me.” Said Torrance. She stood up and took Tora’s outstretched hand, pulling her up.

“Thanks…Torrance.” She said, smiling back. Torrance grinned. She put her arm over Tora’s shoulder.

“So Tora ma man, there has to be much more interesting things in this big ol’ jungle you haven’t shown me yet.”

“Oh, yeah, of course. How else do ya think I kept myself occupied all my life.” She said as they walked back in the direction of the treehouse.

Chapter Three: Back to the future (O_O)

On arrival back at the treehouse, the two girls received some very important news.

“Good news! We’ve just been sent a message saying that they’ve found out how to reverse the time machine. They’re activating it at 12 o’clock, so we must be ready.”

“That’s…great Dad.” Said Torrance weakly.

“What’s up? Don’t you want to go back?” Asked Tarl looking faintly amazed.

“No...It’s just, I was just getting to know Tora. But I suppose…should get going now or it will feel worse later.” She sighed.

“R-right.” Said Tarl, amazed that Torrance hadn’t thrown a tantrum over it. Mabey the therapy was working… “Any way, apparently, the machine is causing a bit of trouble, damaged somewhat in the crash they think, and is a little unstable. They’re pretty sure they can bring us back,” said Tarl hastily at the look on Torrance’s face, “but they think that will be the last of it. No more time machine after that.” Torrance looked at the floor.

“Oh, so we’ll never be able to come back and visit…then.” She said quietly. Tarl patted her on the shoulder.

“Were all going to miss them. It’s not exactly the sort of thing we’re going to forget in a hurry, and the same with them, isn’t that right Tora.” Tora laughed and nodded.

“How long do you have?” She asked. Tarl looked at his watch.

“Ten minuets. Better get our stuff together hadn’t we.” He said putting his arm round Torrance.

*~*~*~*

Nine minuets later, the two groups stood facing each other in the clearing where the future lives had arrived.

“I wish I could see a computer with my own eyes, I can’t even imagine how wonderful it would be to come back with you!” Jane said to Janet, her eyes wide with the mere thought of it.

“Well, I just wish you could! But of course, under the circumstances…” Janet replied sadly. On the other side of the clearing stood Tora and Torrance.

“It’s so sad you have to leave. We just made up, and you’re the first other human friend I’ve ever had.” Said Tora. Torrance hugged her.

“I’m gonna miss you, but we’ll always be friends, even though, technically, either I haven’t been born yet or you died a couple of hundred years ago. It’s too confusing for me.” She said. They broke apart, and Torrance walked backwards towards the centre of the clearing to join her mother. Tarl finished saying goodbye to Tarzan, and then he, too joined them.

“Goodbye!”

“Goodbye!”

“Five, four, three, two, one…”

FLASH!

Silence.

*~*~*~*

The next thing Torrance saw after she had blinked from the flash was that she was back in the lab, standing between her parents.

“Well, here we are! Well, we were always here actually, it’s more ‘now’ we are than ‘here’. Ack.” Said Torrance. She looked up at the lab assistants, but they didn’t seem to be looking at them…

“Um, was this ment to happen?” They turned around. Behind them stood Jane, Tarzan and…

“Tora!” Said Torrance, her face splitting immediately into a wide grin.

“Wha……what happened?” Said Jane looking around in total ore. Tarzan was inspecting a large carboy full of small bacteria, and picking up and closely examining odd looking tools which had been layed out on the desk. Tora just stood there, looking like she was about to faint, and staring around with amazement. She had lived her whole life in the jungle, and, apart from Torrance and her parents showing up, had never even glimpsed a civilised human environment, unlike Jane and Tarzan.

“Tora?” Said Torrance looking a bit worried. Tora continued to look dazedly around. “Tora, are you alright?” Tora’s line of vision suddenly snapped down to meet Torrance’s.

“Is this……The future?” She asked sounding distant.

“Well, to you it is, yes.” Said Torrance.

“How did this happen?” They turned to look at Tarl who was arguing with one of the assistants. One of them mumbled something. “What do you mean you can’t send them back? You had no trouble sending Torrance back!” He said, exasperation edging his tone.

“We told you the machine was broken. It must have given itself a larger blast area by accident.” Said another of them, who had been hoping for a raise for finding how to bring his boss back from the last millennium, but could now see the chances of that were pretty slim.

“Well, can’t you fix it? We can’t leave them here, in a time that they’re not adapted to. It was hard enough for us to get used to jungle life, but for them… I mean look at Tarzan.” He said, gesturing to the crouched figure who was at that moment poking at a Bunsen flame, and then sucking his fingers when it burned him.

“I suppose we can try,” Said the assistant, still looking at Tarzan who was nursing his red fingers. “But it’s going to take a while. The machine’s totally busted.” He said, pointing at the time machine, which appeared to be smoking. “We aren’t used to this kind of alien programming, but…we’ll see.” Tarl turned to face the others. They all looked at him, except Tarzan, who was crouched under a table with his blistered fingers in his mouth.

“It looks like we have gotten into a difficult situation.” Said Tarl. “But, it’s not all bad news. You showed us such excellent hospitality in the last millennium, and now, we have the chance to give you ours! We will look after you until we can send you back to your own time.” He added. Torrance and Janet beamed at Tora and Jane. Tarzan just continued to look vaguely around the room, half of one hand still in his mouth.

*~*~*~*

“And this…Is my room.” Said Torrance proudly, pulling back the door. It slid into the wall, and Tora gazed around open mouthed at the room that lay within. Torrance didn’t bother to point this out; Tora’s mouth hadn’t really been shut since they had walked out of the lab. The car journey home, too, had been entertaining (for Torrance) with Jane screaming at every turn and covering her eyes, Tarzan getting into a fight with his seat belt, and Tora, well, just staring open mouthed out of the window, as the unfamiliar scenery flashed past at a hundred or so miles per hour.

They both entered the room, and the light came on automatically, causing Tora to leap backwards in fright yelling ‘WOAH!” Torrance laughed as Tora scrambled up again, her mouth now closed, but picked up her dazed staring again. She eyed the ceiling lamp warily as she walked past, following Torrance as she pointed out the different features of her room. “There’s my huge collection of 4-D and 3-D video games,” She said, pointing to a huge stack of plastic cases piled in one corner. “And of course, my virtual reality game station,” She added, gesturing towards the console like the one she had been playing on at the lab.

“Your wha…?” Tora managed to say faintly, but Torrance had already moved on.

“An this……Is my bed!” She announced, throwing her arms out wide to indicate the enormous four-poster, which looked more like a bouncy castle than a bed. She ran and dived onto it, bouncing up and down on the jelly-like mattress. “Come on Tora!” She called in mid handstand. Tora walked over and sunk gingerly into the corner of the waterbed.

“Wow, it’s so, um, floaty.” She said, not really thinking about what she was saying, still trying to take in all the strange and in-imaginable gadgets which littered the room.

“Are you okay?” Torrance asked, in the same tone as she had used back at the lab.

“Yes……I’m……fine.” Tora replied hazily. “It’s just…so…different here…now, even.”

“Well, just as long as you don’t decide to…pass out or anything.” Said Torrance sounding concerned. She decided to change the subject. “Um, I think we’re going to have to do something about your clothes. You could wear mine, but I don’t think you’d like them very much.” She considered a while, under the vaguely puzzled face of her friend. “When did you say you were from, again? 1900, wasn’t it. Wasn’t that the time when everyone decided to build a huge and pointless dome thing in the middle of London?” She flinched under Tora’s bulge-eyed expression. “Ooh, sorry, too much information. No, the 1900’s were when women wore huge tents, men thought they were superior and children were given names like Authur and Gertrude. We learnt about it in school.” She said proudly. “No, I don’t think your mom would much like it if you wore my kind of clothes either…”

*~*~*~*

“Ooh, look, that’s a nice one! I’d much prefer it to these ones.” Hinted Jane, dragging Torrance back to look in a shop window, at an extremely frilly Victorian style dress, mush like the one she used to own.

“Jane? That’s a costume shop.” Said Torrance, giving Jane a pained look, and pulling her back to the other side of the street.

“This is more like it.” She said, stopping outside of Totally New Look. Jane looked through the window at the display doubtfully. It’s a bit short, don’t you think? This one seems better as far as length goes.” She said, pointing down at the hem of the dress she was wearing, a rather old an unused summer dress which belonged to Janet. Tora and Torrance had swapped mothers for the day, to get themselves some proper clothes. While Torrance dragged Jane around the different shops, buying her unnecessarily expensive dresses at one end of the highstreet, Janet led Tora around at the other.

“Hey, Torrance!” Yelled a voice from somewhere behind them. Tora did not look around, until a hand grabbed her shoulder, and she was faced by a tall blonde girl, a little older than she, dressed in what looked like two very thick black elastic bands, and some very high-heeled shoes. Must be one of Torrance’s friends, Tora thought to herself.

“H-hi. Aren’t you a little cold in that?” She asked. The girl laughed.

“Ha very funny. Do you like it? I just bought it the other day. Where have you been for the last week? Have you been skipping school again?” She said, looking annoyed. Janet looked up on overhearing this, and considered saying something, but stopped herself.

“Um, sorry. I…I’ve been…sick. Yeah, sick off school.” Tora lied. The girl looked suspicious.

“Really? I called at your house and no one was in.” She said. Tora’s mind raced.

“I was in…hospital.” She said, thankful for her mother’s stories about when she used to live in England.

“For a whole week? You must have been pretty sick if it took them that long to cure you. Were all the machines broken or something?” The girl said, still looking suspicious.

“Um…yeah! All broken. That was the problem. Yeah.” Tora said quickly.

“Uh-huh. Any way, I got to go now, I’ll see you in school, okay?” She said, turning on her ridiculously high shoes. Tora watched her disappear into the crowd, seeing where Torrance had got her bitchiness from: Her friends. They were going to have a shock, as Torrance had changed dramatically since they had last seen her. She followed Janet into a shop, full of clothes reminiscent to the blonde girl’s.

“Um, perhaps I should get those ‘trousers’ things after all, I think even mom would prefer them to these.” She said, holding up a tight leather skirt with studs around the waist.

*~*~*~*

“Torrance? I think I met one of your friends today.” Tora said at dinner. She had finally settled for a long white skirt, which she could hardly walk in and a sweater with an anime character on it. She had been fascinated by these shiny-haired, huge-eyed creatures, and Torrance had explained about cartoons and such, with which Tora had been equally enthralled. They had watched some when they had got home, on a television the size of one of Torrance’s bedroom walls. Jane was wearing a long flowery skirt and a blouse, her hair tied back into a bun like the one she used to wear when she had her Victorian apparel. Tarzan was adorned in a baggy T-shirt and jeans, but they had abandoned shoes and socks, as his feet were too wide.

“Really? What did she look like?” Asked Torrance, looking at her over the edge of her bowl.

“Tall. Blonde hair. Not much clothing. Shoes with sticks stuck to the bottom.” Tora said through a mouthful of rice-and-something-gooey. Torrance put her hand over her mouth to stop herself laughing.

“Um….oh that’s Nathalie. I know her from school. What did she say?” Said Torrance.

“Er…she asked where you’d been, and she asked if you had been sk-” Tora caught herself before she could finish the sentence in front of Janet. Then she whispered: “If you’d been skipping school again. What’s that all about?” Torrance glanced at her mother.

“Um, yes, I skipped school a couple of times, when I was younger.” She whispered back. Then in an even quieter tone: “Tora? Do you want to know a secret? And you’ll promise not to tell anyone.” Tora nodded. “When I was younger, I used to be bullied a lot. I couldn’t talk to my parents about it, I hardly know them. Dad’s always working…and Mom…well she’s never really taken much part in raising me. I was always left with the robot-carers in the nursery centres when I was tiny. Anyway, one day it got so bad, that I was too scared to come to school. When Mom dropped me off, I hid round the back, and crept out. I did that for a whole week, until one day Nathalie and her friends saw me. I thought they would tell on me, but they thought it was cool. They let me in to their group, and no bullies ever touched me again. That was the only reason I stayed with them. That and that they would probably tell on me if I didn’t hang out with them. I didn’t realise it before, but they turned me into a malicious little brat. I wish my friends had been more like you.” Tora looked at her sadly. She reached across the table and held Torrance’s hand, smiling reassuringly.

“Well, now you do.” She said. Torrance smiled too.

*~*~*~*

The following morning, they received the depressing news that they had received back in the jungle: the time machine was working again, but this was definitely the last trip it would be taking. Collecting their few belongings together, they drove back to the lab the next day. Fortunately, the past lives had become more used to car journeys, and there was not so much screaming and leaping around as there had been on the first trip. Swerving gracefully around the last corner, the daunting shape of the laboratory block loomed up ahead. They got out and made their way over the street, receiving some odd looks about their clothing, from passers by.

“Ah. Now theres one more thing. In order to not mess up history, we are going to have to…um…‘brainwash’ you.” Tarl explained once they had gotten up the stairs. He looked round at the questioning faces. They looked like someone had already modified their memories. “You see, if we sent you back with the memories you have now, you might do something that completely changes history. Who knows what you could do? Perhaps you use your new knowledge of predator’s weaknesses, to wipe out the whole leopard population, from seeing a nature documentary on the t.v. That’s why we didn’t let you take any high-tech stuff back. Do you see?” They nodded slowly. Tora looked sadly at Torrance.

“So…I won’t remember you…at all?” Torrance shook her head. She walked over and hugged her.

“I wish I had a sister like you Tora.” She said.

“Me too.” Tears started coming to their eyes. Breaking apart, they hit a high-five, then each backed away to join their parents.

“Miss you.” Said Torrance.

“Me too. Oh…no I won’t be able to will I?” Said Tora. They both laughed, more to stop themselves crying than anything else. Janet, Jane, Tarl and Tarzan had all said goodbye, and they stood in two groups on either side of the room. Tora waved.

“Bye.” She said.

“Bye.”

FLASH

Only one group standing in the lab.

*~*~*~*

“Um……why are we here? And how did we get here?” Tora asked, looking questioningly from her mother to her father.

“I don’t know. One minuet I was surfing, the next, I was here. My memory must be worse than I thought.” Said Tarzan.

“Well, no harm done, is there? No. I think I’ll go back to the treehouse now…then.” Said Jane uneasily.

“I’ll come with you.” Said Tora.

“Me too.” Said Tarzan.

*~*~*~*

“I was sort of half hoping that the machine wouldn’t work again.” Said Torrance. They had gone back home, and were spending a nice family lunch together, something they didn’t usually do. Tarl was normally at work at this time, and though Torrance came home for lunch from school, it was never in an atmosphere where they could talk like this. Torrance was invariably in a bad mood about school, and Janet would be worried that she hadn’t cooked food that Torrance liked. This time though, the only thing that broke the happy mood, was the fact that they were all missing Tora, Jane and Tarzan.

“Yes, I think we probably all felt that, a little.” Said Tarl, a fork-full of roast chicken half way between his mouth and his plate.

“You mean, a lot. Tora was like…my sister. Well, I guess actually in several ways she was closest thing. I wish I had a sister like her.” Torrance said, her cheek resting on her palm as she stared blankly into her plate. Janet and Tarl exchanged glances. Torrance tuned her head to look at her parents.

“Mom? Dad? I think there’s something I should talk to you about. Tora would have, if it had been her.” She looked down again. “When I was younger, I used to get bullied a lot. I was so scared that one day, I skipped school.” She waited for her parents to barite her, but they did not. “Well, some of the girls, who are my friends now, saw me sneaking out, and they thought I was cool. They sort of let me into their ‘popular’ group. But I didn’t really like them. I liked it because it ment no one bulled me anymore, but I also stayed, because they would tell on me if I left.” She looked up at her parents again. “And that’s why I’m such a bitchy and demanding child, because I was influenced by them, not you. Of course, you helped a little by spoiling me rotten, but I think that, none of it would have happened if I’d been able to talk to you guys about it, and that’s a thing I’ve never been able to do. So I think, we should spend more time together, like this,” She finished, gesturing to the table. “ I really want to know you guys better, just like Tora and her parents. Are you mad at me for skipping school?” She asked.

“No, of course not sweetie. I would have asked why you didn’t talk to us about it at the time, but I understand why now.” She moved round a couple of chairs and hugged Tora. Tarl got up and joined them.

“Well, I’m all in favour of this family spending time together thing. Let me see…I’ll take Saturdays and Sundays off and-”

“You could cook more often dad, this chicken is great!” Said Tora eagerly.

“Yes, I’ll come home for lunch and cook.” Said Tarl. “Years of pouring out chemicals to the exact right amount and setting machinery to go off at the precise split second moment they’re ment to, has left me with infinite knowledge of how to make batters and to set ovens.” He said. They all laughed.

“And I’ll take care to pick you up from school on time.” Said Janet.

“No mom, you go pick dad up on time, so you can spend more time on prising him away. I’ll take public transport, or walk. Mabey I’ll meet some new friends. People more like Tora, than Nathalie and the rest of that group.”

“Great, how can we celebrate?” Asked Tarl.

“I know! Let’s play a three player tournament of Bust-A-Groove four hundred and twenty nine!” Suggested Torrance eagerly.

“Um…okay.” Said Janet and Tarl

*~*~*~*

