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Introduction

 

Pedal Faster is connected to my Reviver series, as are many, nearly all, of my dinosaur short stories. However, it is also a personal story as I wrote my good friend Lars into it. 

 

I’ve known Lars for half my life. We’ve done a lot of things together, paddled wild rivers, chased bears, and slept in self-dug snow caves in Greenland, but until now, we have never encountered dinosaurs.

 

This is a first. Definitely not the last.

 

Chris 
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1

 

The Rhodium private military company office in Salt Lake City was tucked away on a nondescript side street, quiet, with a row of almost empty warehouses, and a couple of retirees living in small wooden houses with paint-blistered walls and a web of old telephone lines looping from the roof to the poles on the street. The residents of both houses had lost their respective partners, and Volker Halgas, Rhodium’s Salt Lake City resident operator, had decided to keep an eye on Mrs Oxley in number forty-eight, and Mr Brolly in number fifty-two. Nothing too conspicuous or intrusive, more in the I was just passing and couldn’t help but notice category of neighbourly assistance. Halgas lived across town, but the half-cocked boffins at the Reviver Project kept him busy with unauthorized blasts of ceti radiation aimed at supposedly unoccupied and out of the way locations. So, following a string of so-called unfortunate events, including one Utah Raptor – aptly named after the state, an Ankylosaurus that proved to be quite a handful and heavier than the M1 Abrams main battle tank Rhodium borrowed to subdue it, and a couple of lesser known and hard to pronounce critters, Halgas moved most of his shit to the Rhodium warehouse and set up his cot in the back office.

When the Reviver boffins misbehaved and blasted locations across the state, Halgas let out his apartment and moved into the office on a more permanent basis. It was against company regulations, of course. But Halgas figured if the boffins with their multi-billion-dollar satellite could bend a few rules, then so could he.

Plus, between shouts, he could keep an eye on the old biddies in numbers forty-eight and fifty-two. Mrs Oxley’s arthritis was getting worse, and Brolly’s memory was like a rusted sieve that had been stomped on by the Ankylosaurus.

Big bugger.

Halgas remembered it well.

He also remembered how many nondisclosure agreements he had to sign to confirm that he couldn’t remember anything at all. His wrist still ached when he thought about it, and even more when it rained.

“I’m getting old,” he said, as he parked the Rhodium SUV on the stretch of tired and cracked paving outside the warehouse.

It was Wednesday, the one day in the week when the boffins behaved.

Halgas resisted the urge to groan as he shifted his sixty-something bones out of the driver’s seat and climbed out of the cab. He checked the central glove compartment between the front seats to confirm it was locked and the Gruber .50 calibre machine pistol was safely and securely stowed inside it. Halgas locked the vehicle, and then headed for the door. From the street, the warehouse was as shabby as the surrounding buildings with the same blistered paint and some scratched siding and bent aluminium gutters for good measure. Inside, however, was a different story.
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