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PROLOGUE 
 
 
“Dad,” says a small boy, peering over the counter, watching carefully as his father stokes a 
wood-fire oven, “when will I be able to work with you?” 
The father chuckles, pulling a golden pizza out of the hearth on a gnarled, wooden peel. He 
slides the pizza off in one practised movement; it slips onto a crisp, white plate in front of his 
son. He adjusts a cap atop his head, pauses for a moment, and then pulls it off. 
“One day soon,” the father says, placing the cap on his son’s head, “you will be able to wear 
my cap, make my pizza, and serve my customers.” He smiles broadly. “Just wait ‘til you’re a 
little older, and I promise, the pizza business will show you more of this world than you could 
possibly know.” 
 
  



 

 

CHAPTER 1 
 
 
The bell jingled as Jay opened the door. It was the first day of a brand new week; yet another 
week at the Time Travelling Pizza Parlour.  
 
“You know, boss, you don’t have to say that out loud each time.” 
 
“Huh?” 
 
Jay hadn’t realised he’d been speaking.  
 
“C’mon, boss. Time to get to work,” said Harry in his ear. 
 
Jay yawned and stretched. “Y’know, you may be a time-travelling, talking hat, but that doesn’t 
mean you get to order me around.” 
  
“And you may own this pizza parlour, but that doesn’t mean I can’t make fun of you.” 
 
“Okay bud, we’ve got an order from 1856 that’s just come in. Large pepperoni for Nurse 
Florence. You ready to go, or do you want a rest?” Jay asked. 
  
“Sure you don’t want a rest?” Harry asked snidely. 
  
 Jay snorted. “These feet have at least a day of kick in them. Time to go.” 
 
“Aight, boss. Hold on tight!” 
  
Jay placed a hand on the cap. 
  
And then he was 
spinning through time, 
wind rushing in his ears, 
as he and Harry travelled 
back 163 years. 
  
When he opened his 
eyes, Jay was standing in 
the well-groomed 
garden of a large manor 
house. It was dark—he 
never had figured out 
exactly what time Harry 
would end up landing 



 

 

them. Still, the lights were on, and that was good enough for him. 
  
Just as he took a step towards the house, Jay heard thunder boom. 
  
“That doesn’t sound good,” Harry muttered. A second later, rain began to pour. 
  
“Just our luck!” Jay said. He tucked Harry under one arm and began to run towards the house. 
  
There was no doorbell, just an old-fashioned knocker shaped like a laurel wreath. Jay 
shrugged and knocked. 
 
 “Time Traveling Pizza Parlour,” said Jay, “I’ve got a large pepperoni pizza for Nurse 
Florence?” 
  
“Come in!” came a woman’s voice from within. “It’s unlocked!” 
  
He pushed the door open, placing Harry, who was now a rather tall tophat, back on his head. 
Jay’s foot hovered above the carpeted floor, about to step in, when Harry hissed “Mud!” in 
his ear. Sheepishly, he stepped back and wiped his feet on the doormat. 
  
Walking down the hallway, the first thing Jay noticed was that there were no pictures on the 
walls. The thing he noticed was that there were books everywhere. 
  
“Just through here!” said the female voice, who Jay assumed was Florence. 
  
He stepped through the door to find a sparsely furnished living room, with a woman sitting in 
a rocking chair reading a medical journal. A candle 
burnt low next to her, and she squinted with an 
expression of determination at the book. 
  
“You ordered a large pepperoni?” Jay said. 
  
She nodded. 
  
“Just put it on the table.” 
  
Jay—feeling awkward—decided to make 
conversation. 
  
“Florence, right? This is Harry, and I’m Jay.” 
  
“Pleasure to meet you,” said Harry. He got no 
response. 
  
Suddenly she shook her head, as though clearing 
cobwebs. “Excuse me. I didn’t sleep well last night.” 



 

 

 
“I get you.” Jay tipped his hat. She wrinkled her brow. 
 
“So, you’re a time traveller?” she asked.  
 
“Yeah.” Jay scratched his head. “Pretty decent gig, actually. Just a flip of the hat and I’m on 
my way.” 
 
“Interesting…” 
 
He nodded. “I’d better head off. I’ve got another order coming in. Have a good one!” 
  
But she was on her feet, standing in front of him. 
  
“You’re a pizza delivery man. What could you possibly need a time travel hat for?” 
  
“You’d be surprised actually—” he began, but she cut him off again. 
  
“I could be helping people, and you just deliver fast food!” She sounded angry for someone 
who looked so kind. 
  
“Time for us to go, boss,” Harry said from Jay’s hands. 
  
“Oh no you don’t!” said Florence, grabbing the hat. Jay snatched him back. 
  
“C’mon, lady! We’ve got to get home!” 
  
“And I’ve got to help the people who need me!” she said, tugging the hat. 
  
“Me and Harry are a team!” Jay yanked it back. 
  
“Helping people is more important than pizza!” 
  
“My job is more important than your time travel!” 
  
“It’s my duty to the people!” 
  
“It’s my duty to my pa!” 
  
Jay, holding Harry (who now looked much more beaten up) turned to leave. “Let’s go.” 
  
But as he felt the wind beginning to lift him and Harry off the ground, Jay felt another thing 
too: Florence’s hand around his wrist. 
 
“Just wait one moment!” she said. “If you think you have more right to that hat than me, 
you’re going to have to prove it.” 



 

 

 
“What do you mean?” Jay asked. 
 
“What do you say we compete for it? We can see who does more good in the world with that 
hat: a pizza delivery man, or a nurse. Whoever wins keeps the hat.” 
 
“Alright, you’re on, mate.” Jay extended his hand. After only a moment’s hesitation, she 
shook it.  
 
And then they were off.  
 

  



 

 

CHAPTER 2 
 
 
As their vision finally stopped spinning, they tried to get a hold on their surroundings. Jay 
stumbled slightly, tripping over the uneven cobbled streets below them and almost bumping 
into a passerby. He mumbled an apology at the disapproving glance he received. 
 
“Well, here we are boss; round one. Have fun with your competition, you two. 
 
They both looked around, trying to figure out where they had landed. They were in some sort 
of marketplace: there were stalls brimming with fresh fruits, grains and meats, bustling streets 
with people of all ages dressed in tunics of all colours. They saw rows of temples and white 
marble buildings lining the streets. Statues littered the area, decorating the top of pedestals 
that grew up from the ground of the community forum.    
 
Florence’s eyes widened, soaking up every detail of the place she’d read so much about. 
They were in the forums of Ancient Rome. 
 
Their strange clothing had attracted some attention, and they noticed the eyes of the guards 
that were stationed every few stalls fixated on them. Jay shifted uncomfortably and looked 
up at Harry, who now appeared to be a Roman helmet. 
 
“Real discreet,” he said sarcastically to the hat. “Now we really blend in.” 
 
The guards now took increased interest in them and marched over, suspicious of the 
newcomers’ intentions. 
 
One of the guards spoke, his voice deep and threatening, as if daring them to make a move. 
 
“Which province do you come from? Your clothing is unfamiliar and your helmet suggests 
you are of military origin. What is your business in Rome?”  
 
“Uhh,  we come from… Bondi and… uhhh… I have a gift for the emperor?” Jay said gingerly, 
eyeing the sword attached to the guard’s belt.  
 
“Convincing,” said Harry in his ear.  
 



 

 

The guard didn’t look certain, but gave 
them the benefit of the doubt. He waved 
over a messenger and instructed him to 
bring them to the emperor. They 
followed, slightly hesitant, as they were 
directed across the forums. 
 
In front of them was an older man who 
stood regal, a white toga covering his 
frame and two unfriendly looking men on 
either side of him, presumably more 
guards. A laurel wreath was perched atop 
his balding head, his eyes surveying the 
busy forums before him.  
 
“Ave Caesar,” the messenger spoke as he 
approached the man. The four guards 
glared threateningly at his brisk approach, stopping him dead in his tracks. “These two come 
from a distant land with gifts for the emperor.” 
 
“I have no time for these trivialities. I’m on the way to the Senate house, we shall be gathering 
soon.” He then turned to his guards. “Leave me, I have no use for your services”. 
 
Reluctantly the guards saluted him and left. Caesar turned and swept away from them, 
heading for a large, rather grand building across the forum. It was an overbearing structure, 
its pure white surfaces reflecting the light of the sun and making it difficult to look straight at. 
It was decorated with dozens of perfectly carved columns, the roof triangular and adorned 
with bronze statues of eagles. Squinting at the building, Jay could make out the letters 
S.P.Q.R. and watched as many older men in togas climbed the stairs to the entrance. He saw 
Caesar greeting them as he joined the groups about to enter the building.  
 
Florence turned to Jay, “What day is this?” 
 
“I don’t think days are a thing yet, but I guess it feels like a Tuesday to me.”  
 
Florence sighed. “What’s the date?” she asked in exasperation. 
 
“Uhh…Harry?” 
 
“It’s 44BC, the 15th of March,” the hat replied. “Oh, and it’s a Wednesday” he added.  
 
Florence gasped; her heart skipped a beat. “The Ides of March! Today’s the day Caesar will 
be assassinated! Your pizzas can’t help him now, a nurse is what he needs.”  
 
She rushed off in the direction the emperor was headed. Jay followed close behind, 
rummaging through his bag.  



 

 

 
Entering the building, Jay looked around, spotting Caesar walking briskly towards a doorway. 
At the same time he saw a group of menacing-looking people sneaking towards him.  
 
“Emperor, you forgot your gift!” he called out, ignoring the hisses from Florence to keep 
quiet. 
 
Jay opened the box and the smell of the warm pizza drifted throughout the room. 
 
Caesar stopped and walked over to him. “What is this?” 
 
“It’s pizza,” Jay replied simply. 
 
The assassins put away their weapons and approached them, curious about this strange new 
food. A few of them grabbed a piece then promptly whisked away the box and disappeared 
into the senate room.  
“Looks like we didn’t need a nurse after all,” Jay said cockily. “I win this round.” 
 
“Fine. Next round. Let’s go.”  
 
And with that, the spinning began, and they were thrust through time once more.  
 
 

  



 

 

CHAPTER 3 
 
 
“Where are we now?” Florence asked. 
  
Jay looked around. They were surrounded by skyscrapers, office buildings, towers,  and shops 
with gleaming windows. It was night-time again, but it barely looked like it: while the sky was 
dark, the lights of the huge buildings and the shops on ground level made it bright as day. A 
bird dove and wheeled in the sky above them; but when he looked at it a little closer, he 
realised it was a drone full of glowing neon. It was hot and humid.   
“I think we’re… in the future?” he replied. 
  
Florence tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “The future smells lovely,” she remarked. 
  
And indeed it did. Cinnamon and nutmeg drifted through the air, sweet and spiced, from a 
brightly coloured stall selling fried dough. As the two of them walked down the street, Harry 
on Jay’s head, they watched a man in his food truck slicing huge grapefruit—the tangy, citrus-
scented juice sprayed into the air each time another piece thudded down onto the chopping 
board. At another food stall, cooking bacon hissed and spat in hot oil, supervised by a woman 
who was tracking her orders on a purple holographic screen. 
  
“I’ve never seen anything like this before,” Florence breathed. 
 
“Don’t get used to it, because we–”  
  
He turned around. She was 
gone. 
  
“Where’d she go?” he asked 
Harry, exasperated. 
  
“I’d say she went into the huge 
building behind us with the open 
door, boss.” 
  
“Ah. Alright then.” Without 
another word, Jay followed her 
in. 
  
It was cool inside—a welcome 
relief from the humidity in the 
street he’d just left behind. Jay 
only just glimpsed the hem of 
Florence’s skirt swishing around 



 

 

the corner before she disappeared. 
  
The hallway had green floors and white walls, and was oddly empty except for what seemed 
like— 
  
“Harry, are those train tracks on the floor?” 
  
“I don’t know about train, but they’re certainly tracks of some sort—look out!” 
  
Jay turned around rapidly, to see a small robot approaching them. It was humanoid, with 
stumpy legs and long arms. On its face someone had clumsily drawn a smiley face in pink 
marker pen. 
  
He flattened himself against the wall, but it didn’t seem to notice him—it just kept rattling on, 
its feet skating fast along the rails. 
  
“So that’s what those are for,” Jay muttered to himself, then turned to follow where the 
robot—and Florence—had gone. 
  
When he reached the end of the long corridor, he saw a strange sight. The room was around 
the size of his pizza shop at home, large and low-ceilinged. Warm yellow lights blinked 
everywhere, and the room was warmer than he would have preferred. But the real shocker 
was what was laid out in the room: babies’ cradles. 
  
There had to be a hundred cradles, arranged carefully around more sets of 
tracks that Jay now knew were for the robots. More robots rolled 
quietly between the cots and leant over the babies. 
  
Among those robots was Florence. He almost hadn’t noticed her 
crouching over one of the kids, smiling and laughing silently. He 
approached her. 
  
“Florence! What are you doing?” 
  
“I just thought I would see how they run nurseries 
in the future,” she said. “And I don’t think they will  
want any pizza, Jay.” 
  
He felt a blush creep into his cheeks. “I wasn’t planning on offering them any,” he mumbled 
at the floor. 
  
Before she could snap something back at him, a sound made them both turn. 
  
One of the babies began to cry. 
 
The robot Jay had seen earlier rolled over to the cot. A prerecorded message began to play. 



 

 

 
“Please calm down. It is okay.” 
 
Then the robot whirred away. The baby continued to cry, waving its hands in the air.  
 
Florence strode over, skirts flying, and picked it up. She shushed it gently, swaying back and 
forth and soothing it. When she put it back down, it had ceased wailing. In fact, when Jay 
looked over, it had fallen back asleep. 
 
“I gotta say, I think she won this round,” said Harry in Jay’s ear. 
  
“Oh, shut up,” he said. But he knew the hat was right. “Come on, Florence.”  
 
She turned around, a smug smile on her face.  
 
“Time to time travel,” Jay said.  
  
“Alright,” she said. “But remember, it’s now one all.” 
 

  



 

 

CHAPTER 4 
  
 
Harry, Florence and Jay blinked into existence in the middle of a dusty road, midday sun 
shining overhead, heat immediately pushing its way into their skin. 
 “Round three,” said the hat, glowing slightly as it morphed into a stiff cowboy hat atop 
Jay’s head. “This is the decider. Welcome to the Wild West.” 
 Two rows of dry wooden buildings lined the road, a combination of one-storey hovels 
and more respectable two-storey homes; some painted a crisp white, others baked a muddy 
brown by the constant sun. 
 “What could we possibly solve here?” said Florence, holding a hand above her eyes 
to shield from the sunlight. “It’s just hot.” 
 Jay spun in a circle, and stopped when he was facing a particularly large building 
dominating the street, casting a momentous shadow in the dirt. “Surely there’s someone 
throwing fists in there.” 
 The building had a large sign over its door – ‘SALOON.’ 
 “Doesn’t look particularly respectable,” sniffed Florence. 
 Jay started towards the door. “Do you want to prove your worth, or not?” 
 Hitched outside the building, right next to a rickety step of stairs leading up into the 
building, stood a strangely large horse. Florence grabbed Jay’s arm and gestured to a figure 
atop the bay. 
 A small boy, no older than 
twelve, sat perched on the gargantuan 
beast, inspecting a small leather book in 
his tiny hands. At his hip, a comically 
large gun swung in a holster, gleaming 
in the midday light. Jay whistled. 
 “Y’know,” he said, “that’s 
exactly what I wanted to be when I was 
a young fella. A real cowboy.” 
 “That is a child,” said Florence. 
 Jay sighed. “Come on, let’s see 
what’s inside. “ 
xxx 
 The saloon was best described 
in one word: chaotic. 
 Through the swinging doors, the 
smell hit Florence and Jay first. The 
combined stink of sweat, boiled 
vegetables, woodfire and fermenting 
yeast floated through the air.   
 For Florence, the rest of the 
saloon was chaos. The building was 
large, the center open, but the entire 
floor was flooded with either people or 



 

 

tables. Patrons wove in and out of servers, carrying full steins. The entire I was dark wood, 
and the centrepiece a large, curved bar that spanned one wall.   
A phonograph sat next to the door, filling the room with jovial tunes. 
Sitting at the bar, barely visible between the whorl of people, a figure was keeled over. From 
where they stood, the pair could see the torn edges of his spoiled jacket, see his dishevelled 
hair, shining with grease; and his bony fingers clasped around a tankard. The bartender patted 
a hand on the man’s shoulder. In response, the man shoved him away and swung back on his 
stool. 
 His jacket fell away, revealing a bronze star gleaming on his shirt-pocket, and a rusty 
revolver hanging at his hip. 
 Jay swatted Florence’s arm. “Is that the sheriff?” 
 “It appears so,” Florence said, “though he doesn’t appear to be in very good shape.” 
 Another astute man crossed between two tables of women playing cards and leaned 
against the bar next to the sheriff. He slammed a hand down on the table to get the sheriff’s 
attention. 
 Florence and Jay squeezed between bodies to get closer to what seemed to be a 
developing argument – the perfect setting for their third round. 
 “Abraham,” said the man next to the sheriff, voice rough but firm, “it’s been eight 
days since my horse was stolen and you’ve still done nothing.” 
 The sheriff lifted his head. “Dominic, Dominic, it’s good to see you. Sit down, sit down, 
listen to the music as it sings this merry, merry tune.” 
 “You’re the sheriff,” said Dominic. “You have a job to do.” 
 The sheriff stood. “If you don’t think I’m doing my job, why don’t you try it?” He leaned 
and spat. 
 The other man grumbled. “Can’t be a sheriff without the star.” 



 

 

 “Then come get it!” The sheriff rushed the man, grabbed him by the waist, lifted him 
up onto the bar and slammed him on the countertop. The surrounding people gathered in a 
crowd as the other man got up and tossed a fist towards the sheriff; a full-blown barfight, 
complete with jeering and shouting. 
 Florence rolled up her sleeves as a burly man pushed in front of her. “Men,” she said. 
“Lord help me.” She took a few steps forward, pushing patrons aside, and stopped in front 
of the two feuding men. 
 “You two!” she shouted. “Get yourselves together!” 
 The sheriff paused mid-punch. “Excuse me?”  
 Florence ignored him. “You,” she pointed at Dominic, “you’re clearly frustrated. But 
this man here is clearly going through a rough patch in his life. Please, give him time and 
support him as he recovers.” 
“You,” Florence turned to the sheriff. “Get a hold of yourself. You might be upset right now, 
and I’m sure whatever has caused your anger is rather upsetting you, but you don’t want 
others around you to also be suffering. Do your job, refocus, and everything else will fall into 
place.” 
 The saloon went silent. Patrons nodded their heads, all staring at the nurse. 
 The sheriff cleared his throat and looked at Dominic. “I’m sorry, Dom,” he said, 
extending a hand. “I’ll try to get things done for you.” 
 Dominic shook his head. “Take the time you need. If you need any help, me and my 
lady can provide.” 
 The two shook hands.  
Jay, still caught behind the crowd, stuck a hand in his backpack. He brought out two warm 
pizza boxes and waded his way through the people, stopping next to the bar. 
 “Oi, lads!” he shouted, placing the boxes down and opening both,. “Now that we’ve 
all made up, eat your fill!” 
 Despite not quite knowing what the food placed in front of them was, the cowboys 
descended like seagulls, and soon the saloon was back in full swing.  
 Jay and Florence grabbed a table in the centre of the room, observing their handiwork. 
 Florence settled back in her chair, smiled, and rapped the table with her knuckles. 
“Listen, Jay, I’m sorry, but this is clearly a point for me.” The woman stretched out her arms, 
gesturing to the elated cheering from the men, sprawled around their table in the center of 
the saloon. “I solved the argument. And now look at these perfectly respectable people, 
enjoying their night.” 
 Jay cast his eye to Abraham and Dominic, arm in arm behind her, a slice of pizza in 
each of their hands. 
 “Yeah, nah,” said Jay, putting his arms behind his head. “Look around you, woman. 
These fellas are happy because of my sweet pizza.”  
 Florence recoiled. “Without my succinct conflict resolution, we would’ve had two 
bruised cowboys and a bar full of tension. Your pizza merely capitalised off my resolution of 
the actual problem.” 
 “Without my pizza we’d be eating nothing and everyone would still be all horrible and 
serious.” 
 “Without me they’d all be injured.” 



 

 

 “Not even. I brought them happiness.” Jay shook his head and leaned forward. “You 
did nothing. Didn’t improve anyone’s life.” He patted the cowboy hat atop his head, took it 
off, and tipped it towards her. “You’ll never get this hat.” 
 Florence stopped, completely frozen. Her expression fell into stone, eyes narrowed, 
eyebrows sharp. Her mouth formed a tight-lipped smile. “Oh, really?” she said. “I’ll never get 
the hat?” 
 Her hand shot out from under the table. Lightning-quick through the air. Her bony 
fingers grabbed the edge of the hat. She raised an eyebrow, securing an iron grip on her 
prize. 
 Jay tugged on the other end of the hat, but to no avail. He tugged again, then again. 
Florence tugged back. 
 With the saloon raging around them, the pair wrestled for the hat like it was the last 
thing they’d ever do. Their drinks spilled off the table, they stood, twirled in cacophony 
between patrons, all the while appearing to nearly rip their time-travelling hat. 
  Harry, suspended in the air, had seemingly had enough. A sound akin to someone 
clearing their throat escaped him, followed by a shout: 
 “STOP!” Harry’s voice carried through the entire saloon, and the dancing ceased, 
jeering silenced. “You’re both making fools of yourselves!” 
 Florence tilted her head. “Maybe so, but I am correct-“ 
 Jay cut her off. “Nice try, lady-“ 
 “SHUT UP!” The hat began to glow slightly, emanating a familiar red and blue light. 
“You two need to learn some manners.” 
 In the blink of an eye, the Wild West fell away around the trio, and the whole world 
itself began to spin once more.  
 

  



 

 

CHAPTER 5 
 
 
They both landed with a thud onto soft green earth.  
 
The smell of rain and dirt filled their nose as their senses struggled to take in the new 
landscape. Colossal trees towered above them, as tall as the sky itself, and above that soared 
mighty pterosaurs. Roars could be heard in the distance, loud enough to make Florence flinch 
and Jay jump out of his skin.  
 
The ground itself had begun to shake. They looked at each other in fear, and turned their 
heads towards the sound of trees snapping and of creatures scuttling. Petrified, they found 
themselves face to face with the king of the lizards himself, the Tyrannosaurus Rex.  
 
Looking around frantically, Florence spotted a fallen tree which had created a cave-like 
structure.  
 
“This way!” she yelled, grabbing Jay by the arm and pulling him in the direction of the shelter.  
 
Slipping a few times on the damp ground and stumbling over branches and piles of leaves, 
they reached their hideout just in time. They watched as the massive creature went past, and 
soon disappeared into the thick trees, out of sight.  
 
Breathing a sigh of relief, it finally sunk in where they were. 
 



 

 

“What’s the deal, Harry? Why would you bring us here? We could have been killed! And 
dinosaurs definitely do not want pizza.” 
 
“You two have missed the one lesson that can be learned from all this zipping around through 
time, and until you sort yourselves out, we’re staying here,” Harry said, sounding annoyed. 
“Oh and also, you better hurry; the meteor’s almost here.” 
 

“The meteor that killed 
the dinosaurs?” Jay 
yelled. “I can’t believe 
you got us into this 
mess!” 
  
“I can’t believe you’re 
not mature enough to 
get us out of it!” 
Countered Florence  
  
Jay huffed. “This is not 
about me! None of this 
would have happened if 
you hadn’t tried to steal 
Harry!” 
  

The lush greenery above them swayed in the wind. At any other time, the gentle swishing 
sounds would have been relaxing. Not now. 
   
Jay could see the glimmer in the sky, twinkling far above. It was beautiful. And it was incredibly 
dangerous. 
  
“We need to sort this out. What have I done that makes you so mad?” 
  
Florence clenched her fists, then relaxed. Squeeze, then relax. She did so five times before 
she even opened her mouth. 
  
“I just—” Then she shook her head. “You know what? I am the one being immature.” 
  
“Huh?” 
  
“I shouldn’t have done the things I did. And maybe we shouldn’t have had this… ridiculous 
competition.” 
  
The air was getting warmer, the sky a medley of red and orange. Florence kept talking. 
  
“But you know, I think we did make a rather good team.” 
  



 

 

Jay laughed. “Agreed.” 
  
Harry spoke up. 
  
“Was that so hard?” 
  
“Can you take us home now?” Jay asked. 
  
“You know, this could have been done in half the time if you just—” 
  
“Take us home!” Jay cried. 
  
And so he did. 
 
 
 

  



 

 

CHAPTER 6 
 
 
It was late afternoon when they arrived at the Bondi outlet of the Time Travelling Pizza Parlour. 
The sun, no longer so high in the sky, was illuminating the heavens like a canvas of orange 
paint as it set over the Sydney coastline. 
  
All of a sudden, Jay and Florence, with a tight grip on Harry, jerked back into reality, 
materialising behind the preparation bench.  
 
“So is this where the magic happens?,” said Florence. 
  
“Literally,” Jay said with a chuckle. 
 
A long pause followed as the sun melted into the sea at Bondi beach.  
 
“You ever seen a sunset like this?” Jay asked. Florence shook her head.  
 
“Then let’s step outside,” Jay said. “It’s only a couple minutes’ walk to the beach.” 
 
When they got there, their feet crunching in the dry sand, there were only the last few dregs 
of people there: lifeguards in their tower, lazy swimmers floating in the surf. The ocean was 
the colour of the red sky, soaking up each ray of the sun before it went down. The wispy, fairy-
floss clouds above the sea were tinted baby pink, lit in the last light of the day.  
 
“It’s… beautiful,” Florence said softly.  
 
“It’s my everyday,” Jay replied. “But I love it anyway.” 
 
“You get to see this every day?” 
 
“Pretty much, yeah. Unless I work late, but… I try and get home to see the sunset.”  
 
“You know, we really did learn something today,” Florence said.  
 
“Today is a relative term.” 
 
“You know what I mean! We work better as a team. In fact, I think we’ve done more good 
today than I would have done on my own this week.” 
 
“More like this year!” Jay laughed. Florence silenced him with a deadly look. “You’re right,” 
he admitted, rubbing the back of his neck. 
 
“You two did good today,” said Harry. “Even I have to admit it.” 
 



 

 

They all smiled.  
 
“So… together? From now on?” 
 
“Together.” 
 

  



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Jay’s life is fun, working to deliver pizza to every period in time. 
But when a well-meaning nurse tries to hijack his trip, the two 

end up on an adventure spinning through time, having to 
realise there’s something more at stake than pizza. 

 
Recommended for children age 10-15 

 
 


