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To My Wife and Kids,

You Mean the World To Me

Preface

Do you believe in wizards?

Merlin and the Wizard of Oz were the two most famous wizards in history.

And they are both fictitious.

But wizardry and sorcery go back thousands of years to ancient Egypt and the ancient Greeks who thought their gods had all sorts of wonderful powers.

Was Joshua in the Bible a wizard or merely a man who understood physics when he made the walls of Jericho fall down?

Today's fictional wizards, such as Harry Potter and John Lewis, certainly have a much bigger range of magical powers than any other earth inhabitants in history.

It makes for good reading.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​


Runes

[image: ]




[image: image]

[image: image]

Grandma Robinson’s Library

Grandma’s House

IT WAS SIMPLY MADDENING.

There was a thought in his head, a memory at the edge of his brain and it wouldn't come out.

And John Lewis aged 11 and a bit was bored.

His mum had talked him into going over to Grandma's house because today was her birthday. However, it was mid-week and the big rambling Tudor mansion was full of his aunties who had gathered from around the world at his house yesterday. Some had come from as far away as New Zealand and Canada while most had come from different parts of England, Scotland and Wales. Why they had come was a mystery and nobody told kids anything because his family thought he was just a kid.

It had actually been a bit embarrassing yesterday afternoon when all of his aunties had hugged him and kissed him in their front parlour at 28 Duke Barn Field, Coventry. But his aunties had all been genuinely pleased to see him and they all knew that John had been adopted by his “mum” after his real mother had died in a fall 10 years ago.

When John left the house that morning, he had no idea that all of his aunties were coming so had been really surprised to see them. Equally, his aunties were surprised to see their nephew so soon as they were actually meeting to discuss him and didn’t think he would be home before dark which at that time of the year was well past 9 pm.

Unlike John or any of the males in the family, his aunties had the knowledge that John was descended from a long line of magicians. If the star signs were right, he could be as powerful as Merlin – one of his ancestors. What they didn’t know was that their nephew had actually been away for about seven months in another world where he had picked up all sorts of magic. 

Dragon time was a strange thing. As far as his family knew, John wasn’t even one day older, but after great adventures in the alternate world of Iteria where he saved a princess, fought magicians, been kidnapped, met a dragon and identified a traitor, he was actually 7 months older. And of top of that, because John had trained every day to be a junior swordsman, he was much taller and fitter. Why his family had accepted the changes in him without comment, John didn’t know, but it certainly made life much easier.

His family also knew that some strange force was at work, but what they didn’t know was that this strange force had attracted him to some standing stones that allowed passage through to another world and that on his return no actual earth time had changed.

John didn’t know until his return that afternoon that all of his aunties, his Mum, Grandma Robinson and his cousin Sybil had magic. It was in Iteria that he had picked up the ability to see magic in people. And that had happened as soon as he had arrived in that other world. With the help of Count Russo, John had managed to keep that ability a secret from most people.

John also didn’t know if his aunties and his mother and his grandmother or Sybil, knew that he had a magic aura and he certainly was not going to tell them that he had seen all of their magic auras that afternoon when he had arrived home. There was a saying: “Let sleeping dogs lie” and he intended to do just that.

This morning, all the magic aunties had assembled outside the large wrought iron gates of his grandmother’s Tudor mansion whilst nervous armed guards watched carefully as Grandma Robinson verified each one singularly before they were allowed through the circular iron gate. This first entrance was patrolled by Bill who was a commando in disguise as a gardener. At the curved gravelled driveway was another watch house. This time manned by commandos in full battle dress. This largely forgotten Tudor estate with its high brick walls and extensive grounds was one of Britain's best kept secrets.

His Uncle Arthur, who lived here too, was a chief boffin at Bletchley Park – the secret coding station that had won the Second World War for the Allies against Nazi Germany. In case the Germans learnt Bletchley Park's location and its purpose, the then Prime Minister Winston Churchill, authorised a backup site and chose Grandma Robinson's Tudor mansion.

It was a brilliant idea.

‘Who would have thought to hide a secret facility in the most bombed city of Coventry?’

Apart from the commandos and their watch house, which was out of sight of the road, nothing looked like it had been changed. And it was still a huge black and white mansion with tiny glass window panes, large red brick chimneys, extensive lawns and a red gravelled driveway. In fact, all of the reinforced bunkers to protect the scientists from bombs were under the house and were only used whilst air raids were on. Sybil had shown him the secret entrances but like most of his family John had never been down to where all the machines were stored.

This old Tudor house had many secrets, but MI6 would never have dreamed that the house would be filled with witches one day.

John might not have been so bored if his cousin Sybil was there, but she was at Bletchley Park today working with Alan Turing on a new computer project even though the Second World War was over. By the weekend the Tudor mansion would be full of interesting scientists because they used grandma's house as a weekend retreat away from fighting something called the Cold War in secret. Today, being mid-week, there were no boffins in sight and so family members were allowed to visit.

Only yesterday Grandma Robinson had promised him extra rations and that promise was in jeopardy because as she put it, ‘The bloody Socialists are now in power and they will try and shut down Bletchley Park.’ If that happened, then all the extra rations that came to the mansion weekly to feed the scientists would cease and John would miss out too.

Anyway. as a kid, politics didn't interest him. 

‘But if the war had been over for three years, why then was his dad still in Germany?’ 

‘What was this Cold War the adults kept talking about?’

‘All boring!’

The women of his family were having a big argument.

‘Elizabeth the First was the most important woman in history,’ declared his mum strongly. ‘She stopped all that religious killing between the Protestants and the Catholics.’

‘I disagree strongly’ asserted Aunty Barbara who had come up from Southampton to Coventry for a few days, ‘the most important woman was Boudicca because she stood up to the Romans when they treated her cruelly and proved that women could be great leaders.’ 

‘You know who my choice is,’ asserted Grandma Robinson, ‘but we'll talk about that later.’

Close to lunch, the women drifted off herd-like to the spacious kitchen. They were still arguing and John walked idly over to one of the many bookcases that lined the library walls. Sybil’s mother entertained a whole heap of boffins every weekend so that there were all sorts of books from poetry to novels and books on philosophy and books on religion. On the walls were photographs of King George V1 in his royal regalia or in full military uniform. The king was held in high reverence by the people of Great Britain, but they had no idea what the daily life of royals was like. In contrast, John did know because he had spent the last six months being treated as a member of the royal household of Princess Alicia Maru. He had only been home one day, not long enough to miss the unlimited food, having servants to run a bath for you or help you to dress and having every command unquestionably obeyed. Back home, John’s mum would scrape some coins together and send him up to the shop to buy a few essentials, but in Iteria everything was provided – a big change for a poor boy from a council house!

What attracted his eye, however, was a set of very familiar books strewn on one of the tables next to some clean ashtrays for a change. 

‘That is interesting,’ he thought, ‘they have the same set of my favourite history books.’

Sticking out of one of the volumes was a bright yellow bookmark. 

John opened the book.

Staring out from the page was a line drawing of Boudicca on a chariot. In her left hand she held the reins of a couple of prancing horses and in her right hand she held a spear and a shield on which was drawn a magic rune that himself had drawn in his exercise book only an earth day previously. It was quite distinctive being a double vee with additional lines on each side of the vee.

This was what he had been trying so desperately to remember.

Before he had gone on his last adventure through the standing stones, he had carefully drawn all of the magic runes on the stones in his notebook to make sure that he touched the same stone when he returned. It was just as well John had done that, because having stayed over six months in another world called Iteria saving the life of Princess Alicia and picking up lots of magic on the way, he might have forgotten which stone he had touched. John certainly didn’t know enough about the magic standing stones to know what might have happened if he had touched the wrong stone.

One thing he did know however was that something or other was pointing him to another one of the stones.

‘This was no co-incidence.’ 

‘It must be a sign.’

No longer bored with the prospect of a long summer holiday, today he would plan and to-morrow he would go back to the Standing Stones touch the stones with the Celtic runes he had just seen in the book and see what happened next.

There were times when John wished he could actually do something with his magic – like making all of his notes from Iteria invisible – but the best he could do was to keep his army haversack with him at all times.

‘Who wanted to look through a kid’s haversack and read his notebook?’

His mother had laughed at him for bringing the haversack and the commandos had actually looked in his bag. But no one wanted to read what was written in a kid’s book.

‘What do I need to take with me this time?’ John thought as he absently sucked the end of a pencil and shifted an open newspaper out of the way.

“SHIPTON WITCH PROPHESES REVEALED” screamed the headline on the page.

‘Another sign!’ 

It was only one day that he had only just discovered that all of the women in his family were witches and here was a newspaper article about a witch!

The newspaper article might be a distraction to the main purpose of finding out about Boudicca but he still carefully folded the page and tucked it in his bag to read at home.

‘What possible connection could a modern witch have to do with Boudicca?’

Council House

‘Hello Whiz, where are you off to so early in the morning?’ asked his sleepy brother Colin as he came down the narrow carpeted stairs of their council house in his khaki socks.

The Whiz, alias John Lewis, turned around as best as he could in the narrow kitchen. He already had his borrowed canvas knapsack on his back, and ‘Ar you know, just off to do some more walking to get ready for the cross country when school starts.’

He had had to invent a story about how he had been practising for school athletics to hide the fact that he had grown six months in a day and got so much fitter.

John Lewis had been an ordinary English schoolboy who had survived the bombing of Coventry during the Second World War until on a visit to Glastonbury last Midsummer's Day where he had gained magic by drinking water from a sacred bluestone well. As a consequence, when he touched the carvings on the standing stones in Thornbury village yesterday. he had been transported to another world called Iteria. Everyone had been expecting him and they named him The Chosen One, giving him an ancient artefact that allowed him to understand any language. There he had met Princess Alicia and uncovered a plot from a neighbouring country to invade Iteria because they want to mine the gold that was common in the kingdom. He had also met James and spent six months practising sword and staff exercises every morning and was now really fit. John had used his newly-found powers of logic to bring the Royal families of the adjoining kingdoms together for a series of Royal Games. As well as that he had developed the power to absorb magic and the ability to repel any magic spell aimed at him. Using these powers. he had managed to thwart the plans of the evil Count Orloff, which had included trying to kill him several times. Count Orloff came from the neighbouring country of Maderia and wanted war. All of these activities had taken six or seven months of Iterian time, but he had returned to the village of Thornton on the same day a few minutes later.

Not that he thought anyone in the family had any idea that he was now a powerful wizard or that he had developed the ability to see anyone who had magic. And now he knew he was part of a family with magical powers who behaved quite normally. That was a puzzle to be solved at a later time, perhaps when the only person he felt confident to talk to – his cousin Sybil – was available again.

A year ago, he was just an ordinary kid who took things for granted. That was until he had drunk from a sacred well in Glastonbury and received the magic of a logical mind. Most of the following year he had managed to hide his abilities from his teacher and schoolmates and the family didn’t seem to notice how well he could argue things out. But all that had changed when he had used his abilities in Iteria and gained those extraordinary powers. Not that he could change someone into a toad or throw bolts of power around as had the magicians from Maderia. And yes. a dragon had spoken to him whilst he was there, but there were no dragons in his world anyway unless you believed the story books. So that didn’t count.

Of course. he had accepted the secret complex of bunkers under Grandma’s house and the constant stream of boffins each weekend as normal just as their neighbours did without comment.

He had also accepted the fact that Sybil had been going to the secret coding facility at Bletchley Park since she was a baby. But now she was hardly ever at school except for the times her eccentric mother demanded she be “civilised” by attending her all-girls’ school.

John already knew that Sybil was the smartest person he knew and that he was the only one who could beat her at cards, but he was beginning to realise after having been treated with respect as a royal for six months in Iteria, that he had seen how the boffins had treated her with respect at his Grandma’s house. As well she had the brightest magical aura of all of his family. He was really looking forward to having a chat to her when she came back.

But right now, there were the puzzles of the runes to solve.

‘Would he still be able to travel or would he have to wait a year until the next Mid Summers Day?’

‘Would he travel to another world again?’

‘Thanks to Sybil for the loan of the knapsack Colin; I've packed a few supplies so I'll be away all day,’ John disclosed as he turned and walked out the back door. Nobody used front doors in their street. They were strictly for visitors.

‘Remember that Mum wants you home by dusk,’ called out a pyjama-clad Colin as the door banged shut.

This time he was better prepared and actually had his trusty knapsack on his back with some extra food and some items he thought might be useful. His bangle that gave him the ability to understand and speak any language was safely tucked up the sleeve of his left arm.

Secrets

Brr..rapt, Brr..rapt, Brr..rapt.

Sybil opened her eyes totally disoriented.

Brr..rapt, Brr..rapt, Brr..rapt.

There was that rotten noise again! In the half-light peeking through the drapes in her bedroom she could see a small square travelling clock vibrating on her cedar dressing table.

She almost fell out of bed as she rushed over to press the button on the top and stop that infernal racket. It wouldn’t do to wake her father so early in the morning. He would be like a bear with a sore head all day.

‘Thanks Aunty Minnie, she groaned to herself, ‘you have probably woken up half of the house.’

The travelling clock had been Aunty Minnie’s pride and joy when the family had travelled to the French Riviera nearly forty years ago and she had taken great pride when showing Sybil how to wind the clock up and set the alarm.

‘This will make sure you get up on time,’ she had asserted and wouldn’t take “No” for an answer.

Their ancient Tudor manor still had lots of antiquities in it, such as a chamber pot and a large Chinese crockery basin and water jug. She splashed some water into the basin, found a cotton flannel and proceeded to wash her face, rub behind her ears and rinse her hands.

Hopefully only Aunty Minnie would be up and preparing breakfast in the large modern kitchen. The plan was to have a quick breakfast and then rush round to her cousin John’s house and find out what he got up to yesterday that had made all the dramatic changes in him. Once that was done, she still would have time to run back and get a lift with her father to Bletchley Park. Even though the World War with Germany was over, there was something going on called the Cold War and the team were going to be needed to break Russian code.

Sybil knew she was no ordinary schoolgirl. Sybil Robinson was a rare combination of two magical royal bloodlines – the first bloodline stretched back centuries through a royal Indian lineage. This had come about because a soldier-warlock descendant of King Arthur had married a daughter of the of the legendary King of Kandy (the last Ceylonese king to be defeated by the British in the 18th Century). The second bloodline was, of course, the one protected by the Shipton coven. In fact. it was only her socialite mother who had no magic amongst the womenfolk in the family. Gifted with magic from a baby, Sybil’s grandmother and Aunty Minnie had brought her up and taught her to control her magic. Her Aunty Minnie was an amazing and intelligent teacher being one of few Siamese girls to be university-educated after being sent to England by her father, Viscount Luang Surakarn Kosol. 

Still, her mother could not cope with a very lively intelligent and precocious child and insisted her father babysit at the secret coding facility Bletchley Park even though a war was going on. It was fortunate that he did, because her childish questions about patterns on coding tapes led to a breakthrough on how to decode the German Enigma Code. Later she was responsible for another breakthrough and as a reward Alan Turing took her under his wing and taught her about coding. Now she was helping him develop an artificial intelligence machine. They also made her a paid member of the team with a proper ATS uniform to protect her against bureaucrats who might question why a child was in an MI6 secret facility. 

Of course. she was supposed to go to school and when her mother insisted occasionally that this happened, her grandmother simply ensorcelled the staff and children into believing she always attended school.

Sybil Robinson had also known from a young age that the portents showed John had the magic potential of a Merlin. He became her responsibility. Until last year his innate magic had not manifested itself. But that all changed when a mysterious force had encouraged John to visit the most magical place in Great Britain – Gloucester – and he had picked up Old Ones’ magic. For 364 days they had kept him away from all other sources of magic and the coven had organised a meeting of witches from around the world to discuss him on Day 365. The family had persuaded John to go for a long walk that day in an area that had little magic. Somehow or other he had been exposed to magic because by the end of the day he had grown several inches taller, had a whopping magic aura, was bronzed and fit and seemed a lot more mature.

Keeping secrets was no problem for Sybil. After all the witches in the Shipton coven had been able to keep its bloodline secret for 1900 or more years. First. they had to protect their bloodline against the Romans who ruthlessly pursued and killed all the Druids. Later they protected their menfolk by steering them into professions such as the clergy, science and government and keeping them ignorant of their magic capabilities. Except for a couple of notable exceptions such as Arthur Pendragon and Merlin, they had been successful.

But all good things come to an end eventually. 

There was nowhere in the modern world the coven could hide a magician with a potential greater than that of Merlin. Thank goodness the war was over and travel was now possible. On Grandma Robinson’s command, they assembled family witches from around the world at Aunty Madge’s house to discuss John only for him to return home just as the meeting was about to commence.

Until the weekend the family witches would be staying at the Tudor mansion and, as they were supposed to be keeping an eye on John too, they again had no chance to discuss him.

Yesterday she had to keep up her pretence of being a young scientist helping Alan Turing.

She worried all day and. on the way home too.

Jumping out of the staff car as soon as the car passed the first barrier, she raced across the rich green lawn, through the vast vegetable patch and burst into the kitchen.

‘What happened Grandma?’ she cried.

‘Nothing my child,’ answered a bemused Grandmother.

‘What do you mean?’

‘Nothing!’

‘John was with you the whole day. Surely something happened?’

‘We spent most of the day in the kitchen,’ reported a sheepish Grandmother.

‘John was bored and spent most of the day in the library.’

‘Do you know what he was reading?’

‘He seemed to be reading about Boudicca. I just don’t understand how a young person can get so excited about reading about the Romans.’

‘It was a bit strange. He was bored for a long time, but late in the afternoon he was pestering Aunty Madge to go home.’

‘We all know there is something strange going on, don’t we?’

‘Excited about Boudicca hey,’ Sybil mused.

‘That’s about the same time as Ursula Shipton isn’t it?’

‘Wait on. He’s already met Hillary Shipton hasn’t he and he doesn’t know we are all related to the Shiptons. We only changed our names to Partridge because there were too many Shiptons around.’

‘Don’t forget the ghost,’ reminded Grandmother Robinson. ‘He met Henri Partridge in the pub at Glastonbury.’

‘Oh, I forgot to tell you,’ confessed a still sheepish-looking Grandma Robinson. ’Remember Mother Shipton and how we used my cousin in Whitehall to hide all the stuff about her in Australia during the war?’

‘Well, a journalist has somehow or other got some material about her prophesies and John has got a clipping about Mother Shipton from a newspaper. We could do nothing to stop it from being printed as information about Mother Shipton is now not under the Official Secrets Act.’

‘There are too many signs,’ concluded a still worried Sybil, ‘something is about to happen.’ 

‘I’ll go and see John really early in the morning. I’m sure he’ll tell me how he managed to change.’

That’s when Aunty Minnie had piped up about her using her travelling clock to set an early morning alarm. 

Now it was the next morning and there was only her and Aunty Minnie in the big kitchen. The diminutive Siamese had prepared boiled eggs, toast and marmalade and some of that special tea sweetened with condensed milk.

‘I’ll grab a tin of ham and a whole loaf from the pantry,’ called out Sybil. ‘My excuse for being there early will be that Grandma promised John extra food and I have to run back and go in the staff car with my father.’

There was hardly a soul about as she first ran down the leafy avenue, then across the bus route and over the Common into the street leading to Duke Barn Field. It was a working man’s street, but she must have been between shifts as the street was empty.

Using the common entrance, she ran around the back and knocked gently on the kitchen door. 

‘Is there anyone home?’ she called out.

The door opened.

‘Come in cousin,’ said her cousin Colin still in his pyjamas, ‘you’re quite early.’

‘True,’ retorted Sybil, ‘Grandma Robinson wanted me to bring round some bread and ham as she promised John some extra rations.’

‘Oh. you well and truly missed John. He left ages ago with that haversack you gave him on his back. It looked full so I guess he intends to be out all day.’

Her face fell.

She had missed him!

‘Did John say where he was going?’ she enquired hopefully.

‘Nope, he just said he would be away all day and I reminded him to be back by sunset.’

That she was disappointed was an understatement and she just stood there holding the bag of food. 

‘There was nothing she could do now to protect John.’

‘He was on his own.’

​​
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Old Ones magic
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KING NUDD AT GLASTONBURY

Council House

For the second time in as many days Sybil Robinson sprinted across the green lawn of the Tudor manor, through the vegetable patch and burst through the back door of the kitchen.

Spying her Grandma and Aunty Minnie alone in the kitchen, she cried, ‘It’s too late; John’s gone!’

Startled by the sudden intrusion, Grandmother Robinson responded with, ‘Gone?’

‘Do you mean he’s dead?’

‘No not dead. He left really early this morning so I missed him. There’s no telling what might have happen to him.’ 

‘I thought the answer out on the way back. The only way he could have grown so much, got so fit and brown was if he time travelled. And on top of that he has so much more magic and he’s so mature.’

‘Surely not,’ argued Grandma Robinson, ‘it’s only your gypsy cousins that can do that and we haven’t heard about them doing it for centuries.’

Sybil could not of course tell anyone outside of Bletchley Park about the Philadelphia Project on invisibility that had gone horribly wrong just five years ago, killing a number of American sailors, sending quite a few mad and leading to the disappearance of others. But it had confirmed in her mind that the myths about people who time travelled in different times of history and in different continents might have some elements of truth. The Americans thought they were just dabbling in advanced technology, but once dragon time became involved, they didn’t understand what was going on. So, they had abandoned the project and used their scientists to build an atomic bomb instead.

‘Oh, I wish we had never let him near Gloucester!’ cried a worried Sybil

‘I think you have a point there, child,’ suggested Grandma thoughtfully, ‘the changes to John did all start there. It’s where he picked up the Old Ones’ magic and some from Henri Partridge.’
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