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  Replacemement Parts


  Dr. Xavier Devlin is a misunderstood genius and my creator.


  My name is Ambrose and I'm watching my creator in the damp, musty cave where Dr. Devlin is putting the final touches on his newest invention, a time machine.


  I know you're thinking, Whhhhaaat?, but he really is a genius so if he says he's building a time machine then that is exactly what he's doing. I hope.


  The doctor had made all of the screws and bolts and the steel walls for his machine using the forge in the next cave. The hint of coal smoke still hung in the air from the fire he built in the forge to soften and work the steel.


  But events have not been going well for Dr. Devlin and I of late. In fact I felt useless to him as his assistant. What was my purpose if I couldn't help him in his work?


  He was run out of San Francisco by his nemesis, Mr. Indestructible, a self-titled super hero with an enormous ego. Then the doctor's dog died. Kong was simply put the best wolf dog hybrid ever. He ripped apart so many of the doctor's enemies I've lost count. Then we were exiled to this dank system of twisting caves deep beneath the Cascade mountain range to our current lair.


  Mr. Indestructible discovered all our previous lairs before the doctor made much headway on his plans to take over the world. Also Mr. Indestructible destroyed the wave-making machine Dr. Devlin planned to use to clear the California coast so his Utopian city could be constructed. The future of mankind needed Dr. Devlin; they just didn't appreciate him yet.


  The damp cave we were using at our latest lair assaulted my nose and mouth with the biting odor of rotting mold. Dr. Devlin had made my senses keener than the average human so I was especially sensitive to this environment.


  I sneezed when the sandy floor trembled beneath my feet and a cloud of dust from the cave roof overhead filled the room with grit invading my nose and mouth. That pesky so-called hero was no doubt tunneling in from the surface in an attempt to stop Dr. Devlin from completing his latest invention. Gifted with the strength of ten locomotives meant Mr. Indestructible is capable of tunneling through solid rock as simple as slicing through sun-warmed cheese. I expected he'd be here soon; time was likely growing short for our escape.
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