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Prologue

How would you feel if 38 years of your life
were suddenly taken away overnight?

 


In the serene tranquil hills of Wales, where
the whispers of ancient tales mingle with the soft caress of the
breeze, lies a story that defies the bounds of time and
imagination.

 


"Forty Years Tomorrow" beckons you into a
world where reality is as elusive as the mist that shrouds the
landscape, and the echoes of a past long forgotten resound with the
force of thunder.

 


It was the year 1974 when the fabric of one
man's existence was torn asunder by the cruel hand of fate.
Abducted from the hillside, he vanished into the abyss. His very
existence was erased by the machinations of a shadowy conspiracy,
reported dead in a staged bike crash, his life became a footnote in
the annals of official records, a mere whisper in the winds of
history.

 


But time is a relentless force, and destiny
is a cunning mistress. In 2012, against all odds, he is returned to
the very hillside where his journey into oblivion began, untouched
by the passage of four decades, his age frozen in the amber of lost
years. Yet, as he steps back into the world he once knew, naked and
penniless, and without memory of his many years away, he finds
himself a stranger in a world that has moved on without him.

 


His loss is staggering, his family, his
friends, and his very identity are all gone, swallowed by the
voracious maw of time. No longer officially existing, he is adrift
in a sea of anonymity, grappling with the shards of a shattered
past and the spectre of a future unknown.

 


But amidst the chaos, there is a flicker of
defiance, a glimmer of hope that refuses to be extinguished. "Forty
Years Tomorrow" is a journey into the heart of darkness and
redemption, where the lines between truth and fiction blur like the
shifting sands of time. From the hidden depths of government
establishments to the shadowy corridors of power, our protagonist
embarks on a quest for justice and vindication, to prove his story
is true, unearthing the buried secrets that threaten to unravel the
very fabric of reality.

 


But the journey does not end there. As he
emerges from the shadows, still hunted by the ghosts of his past,
he must navigate the treacherous waters of modern life, where
technology reigns supreme, attitudes have evolved, and the currents
of change run swift and deep. With courage as his compass and
resilience as his shield, he embarks on a new chapter, forging
bonds of love and kinship in a world that once deemed him lost.

 


"Forty Years Tomorrow" is a testament to the
indomitable spirit of the human soul, a celebration of resilience
in the face of adversity, and a reminder that even in the darkest
of nights, there is always the promise of a new dawn. So, dear
reader, brace yourself for a journey that will take you to the very
edge of existence and beyond, where the past and the present
collide in a symphony of hope and redemption.

 


 


To prove to non-believers that there is more
to this world than their eyes can see.


 


A personal note from the
Author.

 


Notes on 2024
revision

 


I originally wrote and published this book
back in 2012, and although I was happy with it at the time, after
reading through it again some twelve years later, I found certain
areas which I believe I had either not explained correctly, or in
as much detail as I believed was necessary. There were also a few
details and ideas that came to mind that I thought I had previously
included, but that I had somehow omitted.

 


The main element of the story is about
abduction, conspiracy and cover-ups, and the characters fight to
prove that what happened to him was real. Written as ‘Faction’,
using real places, real people, and real events, interwoven by the
fictional story of the main character.

 


I wanted the reader to better understand the
character, to place themselves in his shoes, to be able to go back
in their minds to when they were twenty, to remember their
feelings, attitudes and their understanding of the world around
them. I wanted the reader to understand his thoughts, realise his
predicaments, and grasp all his sadness and his fears. I wanted
them to fully understand his confusion about how the world had
changed, the differences between the 70s and the millennium years,
how technology advanced, and how personal attitudes had
changed.

 


A few of my regular and most trusted readers
also told me that it perhaps lacked some of the ‘Realism’ or as
some suggested the ‘Hotness’ of my previous work, that it had
skirted around his sexual encounters making it seem somewhat
colder. The ‘Norm’, the acceptability and attitudes to gender,
relationships, and the openness of sexual relationships have
changed dramatically over time, and this needed to be better
addressed within the storyline.

 


The main story remains the same, but I hope
that it now flows better, makes a little more sense, and that it
better depicts the mindsets of all the various characters
involved.

 


I do hope you enjoy the reworked version.
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‘You can’t convince a
believer of anything;

For their belief is not
based on evidence,

It’s based on a
deep-seated need to believe.’

 


- Carl Sagan.

 


 



Chapter One




Nineteen Seventy Four

 


 


Paul looked in the big
mirror that spread along the whole wall above the row of sinks, as
he scrubbed his hands for the umpteenth time that day, and still
dressed in theatre greens he thought he looked real haggard, the
bright overpowering fluorescent lighting that occasionally
flickered at the ends of the tube, making him appear in his
thirties, not the almost twenty years of age that he now was.

 


This last shift was proving to be so very tiring,
his excitement had been building up all week, this was the last 3 –
10 pm shift before his holiday officially began. The operating
theatres had been working flat out now for the last few weeks, many
of today’s planned operations had already been delayed or even
cancelled due to a heavy load of emergencies that were passed down
from the casualty department on the floor above. Although there
were no windows in the theatre suite, working late always seemed to
give the enclosed rooms a more oppressive aura. Things had a unique
quiet slowness to them, the staff even seemed to walk differently,
as if the echoing loudness of their footsteps would do damage, they
crept about the brightly lit theatre suite light-footed, but even
so, the clip-clop of their hard wooden clogs rattled throughout the
corridors. Counting out loudly the number of cotton swabs hanging
on the used swab rack, he double-checked the count of the dedicated
Swab Nurse. Then as the Anaesthetist observed for any changes in
the patient's consciousness, Paul quickly changed a used Nitrous
cylinder over for a fresh one. After a quick trip to the storeroom
next door to collect yet more Hartman’s solution, he set it up in a
drip. This operation was already running over an hour later than
the surgeon had originally predicted.

 


Paul was hungry, there had been no time to stop for
a dinner break this evening, and although he was supposed to be
working the 3 – 10 shift, he had been there since 7 am that morning
covering absent staff. His feet ached, his body felt tired, and his
temples throbbed due to the oppressive closeness and humidity of
the underground theatre suite. Paul was longing to take a
refreshing shower and get out of there, to once again feel the
fresh air outside. Feeling the wide-open expanse of the car park
after so many hours trapped in the limited boundaries of the
theatre enclosure, was always like a release from a prison
cell.

Finally, the operation came to a much-welcomed close,
and even though he was already late and way into overtime, he still
had to mop the floor and wash down the operating table before he
was free to go. The Night Nurses could do the rest after any
remaining operations came to a close, overnight three of the four
theatres were shut down, leaving just one on standby for any dire
emergencies that just couldn’t wait till morning, they would
hopefully have time to clean up the rest.

 


He kicked off his white sweaty rubber wellingtons,
quickly scrubbing the dried blood from the outside of them and
rinsing out the insides before hanging upside down on the boot
rack. As he stripped off and threw the green cotton pyjama style
top and bottoms into the white cloth linen bag that was tied to a
circular stand on wheels, a young nurse climbed naked out of the
shower cubicle and walking past him picked up a clean towel from
the pile in the corner, taking her place he stepped into the warm
welcoming shower. The initial embarrassment that he had first felt
when starting to work in theatres, of both sexes sharing the shower
and the changing facilities had long gone, theatre staff had
somehow become sexless, just bodies, in some ways just the same as
the bodies they operated on.

 


Clean and fresh and now dressed in jeans and a
t-shirt, he walked back into the Nurses station where the theatre
nurses had gathered and made coffee. The room was thick with smoke
as they all made the most of this temporary lapse of pressure, a
welcomed break from the emotional and physical intenseness of a
long drawn out operation. He lit his cigarette and eased his legs
into his nylon overtrousers and slipped his feet into the black
leather motorcycle boots. Slurping down the last of his warm drink,
he told them that he would see them all in two weeks, and picking
up his helmet he walked outside to the staff car park. He sat for a
minute or two astride his bike, breathing in the freshness of the
night, clearing his nose of the aroma and expelling the sterility
and surgical laden air from his lungs. Putting on his crash helmet,
he pressed the starter button on his bike and moved off, and after
stamping his card and clocking out at the gate lodge, he set off on
the short ride back to his Grandmothers house.

 


 


 


“Your girlfriend phoned earlier from
Margate”, His elderly grandmother told him. “She thought you would
be home just after ten, she said to tell you that it has rained a
lot and that the caravan leaks, but her Dad is trying to fix it.
She also said to have a nice time while you’re away and she will
see you later in the week”.

Paul had known Sally since first starting at
school, they had been in the same class together and lived just
several doors apart all of their life. They had become almost
inseparable over the many years, exploring the woods together,
making camps, climbing trees, and they had often performed side by
side in many compulsory school concerts. It had been hard for both
of them when his parents had taken up the offer of the cheap
ten-pound flights, and they had emigrated out to Sydney in
Australia in 1968, forcing them to part. But even ten thousand
miles apart, they continued to remain best friends, writing
fortnightly on the wafer-thin lightweight blue airmail paper,
writing using the smallest handwriting, so that they could manage
to get as much information on both sides of the paper as they could
fit, then posting the letters knowing that it could be delivered
anywhere up to three weeks later.

 


Almost two years ago, just as Paul reached
his eighteenth birthday, the pull they both felt of being apart had
become too much, homesickness overcame the excitement of a new life
down under, and after making arrangements to live with his
Grandmother he had returned home to England. He had been working at
the hospital ever since, saving up as much money as he could so
that he could buy a new motorbike, a replacement for his old slow
unreliable single-seat moped. Just two weeks before he had proudly
picked up his brand new red and black Honda from the motorcycle
shop, now with the deposit paid he now only had just over two more
years to pay off the hire purchase. The motorbike would save many
long bus trips by his girlfriend, providing them with transport and
a way to get away for the day when he was off for a weekend. Of
course, she had wanted him to get a car, but that was far beyond
his wages at the moment working in the hospital.
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It was his birthday this coming Sunday, he
would now be twenty years old. Nineteen fifty-four seemed so long
ago. ‘My God’ he thought, ‘I shall be joining the next age range’.
He was the first of his small group of friends to leave their
teens, although the others were only a few months behind him. A
birthday card had arrived via airmail from his parents the week
before, it now sat behind the small Spanish donkey that sat on the
mantelpiece above the electric fire, an obligatory present to his
grandmother from a neighbour who spent all their holidays out in
Spain. Paul also had a card from Sally, and he tucked it into the
side pocket of his rucksack ready to open up on Sunday morning.

 


Even though he had a few friends, he still
had not got over that loneliness of being apart from his parents
and his two younger brothers, the telephone being far too expensive
to use to call them and also being so unreliable, it could take
ages for all the individual links to be made in the chain of
communications, and then just as you faintly heard their voice on
the other end, the connection would suddenly cut out. All he had
here was Sally and his Nan, her husband - his old grandfather had
passed away twelve years prior, and his other set of grandparents
several years before that. He did have a few distant Cousins and
the odd Aunt and Uncle, but they were scattered widely across the
country and they were not that close. He missed his girlfriend too,
Sally had been away on holiday with her parents for the last two
weeks, although she would of much preferred to have stayed at home,
then Paul could have visited her, perhaps taken the chance and
maybe stayed over. Her parents were very ‘Old School’ and even
though she was also nearly twenty, she was still expected to be in
by ten o’clock. They were almost constantly chaperoned when
together in her parent’s house, limited to the front room and
kitchen, definitely never allowed up in the bedroom. But they
looked forward to putting an end to that in the next year, planning
to get engaged at Easter, then marrying when they both reached
twenty-one and could find and afford a flat. Until then it was just
stolen moments when babysitting for her older sisters friends, it
was the only time they were alone together when inside, hastily
making out on the settee, with one ear open for the child in the
next room, the other for the front gate in case they returned home
earlier than planned.

 


Paul Turned on the radio in his room, the
novelty pen holder resembling Telstar or Sputnik, or some other
weirdly shaped space junk, the radio had been made as an
advertising gimmick for some unheard of company. It made him laugh
as the radio sprang to life with a late-night discussion on the
launch of the UK’s ‘Skynet 2a communications satellite’ from the
Kennedy Space Centre, how apt he thought. The radio discussion
moved on to the finding of water molecules in the tail of Comet
Kohoutek by Canadian scientists Dr Herzburg and Dr Hin Lew. It then
again changed to a report about the return to earth of Skylab 4. He
had a light interest in space, but this sounded boring, so he tried
to find something a little more upbeat to listen to while he
carefully packed his rucksack. The faint distorted sounds of ‘Radio
Seagull’ crackled through the tiny speaker, he quite liked this
station but it was always noisy and faded on and off. In the past,
it was known as Radio Caroline, and there was talk on it that once
again it would be rebranding itself and permanently broadcasting
once again as ‘Caroline’ sometime over the
following month. ‘That’s if Ted heath doesn’t start jamming it
again’ he thought to himself, sometimes his prime minister annoyed
him, why couldn’t he just leave the pirate radio stations alone and
concentrate on reducing the 8.4% inflation rate instead. A year had
already gone by since joining the EEC, and everything was still all
doom and gloom.

 


The radio station fizzled out into an
annoying hiss, and Paul gave in trying to find the wavering
frequency again, instead re-tuning it back to the BBC and Radio
one. Yes, that’s better he thought, he could now hear Diana Ross
without all the static. Diana was okay, he could deal with her, it
was certainly a much better option than listening to his
girlfriends favourite at the moment that was for sure, Donny Osmond
just wasn’t his cup of tea at all, he much preferred to listen to
Slade or Mud, even Roxy Music. Donny and her other favourite Gary
Glitter wouldn’t last long, of that he was sure, ‘Bloody one-hit
wonders’ he muttered to himself under his breath.

 


Paul opened up the weekly pay packet that he
was given that afternoon, and once again counted out the money
inside. He put aside what he needed to pay his Nan for his rent and
food, and also the money towards his bike payment, then opening up
his small box where he kept all his money, he worked out what he
had left to spend while away. It would take a few gallons of fuel
to get the long way to Wales, no doubt they would use up a few
gallons whilst there and then a few more on the way back home. It
had all gone up again this week, another increase and it had now
reached forty-five pence a gallon. Fags had gone up again too, they
were now 45pence for twenty, and he wondered if he would even be
able to afford to both run his bike and smoke if the prices kept
increasing, never mind afford to get married.

 


The radio went into the news bulletin, mostly
about the first anniversary of Richard Nixon’s inauguration for his
second term, which by all accounts was supposedly happening
tomorrow on the 20th. He paid little attention to news from abroad,
it all seemed quite irrelevant to those in the UK, British politics
were hard enough to understand, what was going on thousands of
miles across the water just didn’t seem important. The DJ returned
and played the new number one, the New Seekers ‘You won’t find
another fool like me’. It was quite a catchy tune, but not as good
as last week’s, Slade had been number one all through Christmas,
but even though he loved the group, by now he had heard Noddy
Holder scream out ‘It’s Christmas’ enough times to last him until
another year, it was now time for something new, Christmas was well
and truly over.

 


Paul opened his bedside drawers, pulling out
a few thick jumpers to wear under his nylon waterproof riding suit,
some thick long white football socks to stop his calf-length boots
from rubbing, a few pairs of underpants, a couple of t-shirts, a
spare pair of jeans and his best shirt just in case they went out
in the evening, the white one with the ‘Homepride flour grader’
print, the ones that had caused such a stir of late due to
copyright laws. The big blue flares with button-up pockets on the
thighs he put back in the wardrobe, if they were going walking
cross country in ‘Wet Wales’ as evidently it was known, then
twenty-two inch flared trousers would not be the best thing to
wear, he had already thrown in an extra pair of denim jeans, that
would do just fine.

 


Slipping the folded AA map into the outside
pocket, then packing the small novelty radio after turning it off,
making sure that it was wrapped well amongst his socks, he carried
the bag back down the stairs. His Nan had already gone up to her
bed, so plugging the headphones into the big old Rigonda Radiogram,
he slipped the big cups over his ears and put the long-playing
album over the spindle. Volume up, the repeating notes of Mike
Oldfield’s Tubular Bells started quietly, slowly building as each
instrument gradually joined in. He laid down on the sofa listening
to this new amazing album as he had a coffee and cigarette.

 


‘Tubular Bells’ said the deep voice, and the
stereo chime of each of the bells rang throughout his ears. The arm
lifted from the record and returned to the side of the deck with a
click and the spinning 33 rpm deck stopped turning. He looked out
of the window, checking his bike and making sure the waterproof
cover was still in place, then turning the lights off he went up to
bed.

 


 


 


Paul was awake even before the alarm went
off, watching the blue numbers on the white background of the clock
face, waiting for them to fold and flip over to the next, and he
turned the buzzer off before it woke up his grandmother. It was the
second weekend in a row he had been up early, swapping the previous
weekends shift at work for one after his holiday, he had spent the
last Saturday along with other members from his St John Ambulance
division, competing in the area first-aid competitions. That was
where he had originally met the two friends that he was going away
with, the three lads met up every Monday night, work permitting, at
the Division’s Headquarters, where they would regularly practice
their first-aid skills, and at times cover events in the local
area.

 


He threw his legs out of the bed and went to
the loo, then pushed the now hardened and slightly cracking rubber
cups over the bath taps, he juggled the hot and cold taps until it
was an acceptable temperature, praying that it would remain
constant long enough and not suddenly go cold as it so often did.
The quick shower over, he cleaned his teeth in the steamy mirror
and began to get dressed in his many layers, it was surprisingly
warm for January, but on the motorcycle and doing high speeds for
so long, he knew that it would feel very cold. At least it was dry
and there were no predictions of snow, yet he had heard that Wales
was always wet. He had not been to Wales since he was very young,
and even then that was down in the south, in the valley’s where his
mother was born, this time though they were heading much more to
the north.

 


Why Wales? He had asked himself that very
same question quite a few times of late. It had not been his idea,
he would have been quite happy with a trip to Margate or down to
Brighton, places that they often rode to, but his mate Keith had
heard something about the Red Kite, a rare bird that flew over the
Welsh mountains. His friend was a member of the Young
Ornithologists Club, an avid bird watcher, as well as being
fanatical about astrology, and they had semi-reluctantly agreed to
go along with him. Paul wasn’t at all bothered about birds, nor
watching what seemed to be unmoving stars in the sky. He couldn’t
tell ‘The Plough’ from ‘Pegasus’, he just wanted a nice long run on
his new bike, to try it out, and run the new engine in. Until just
a few week’s before, he only had a small 49cc Puch Maxi moped, and
that would only do 45 mph on a downhill slope with hurricane
tailwind, he was looking forward to running the engine in so that
he could open up the new bike a bit. Remembering to pack his Kodak
127 camera and two spare rolls of film, and the old pair of
binoculars that he had borrowed from his Nan, the ones she always
kept on the bookshelf, kept in the polished but well used
reddish-brown leather box with ‘W.D.’ written across it, that he
believed to be a keepsake from his granddad’s time in the Army, and
something that was perhaps never returned. He slung the rucksack
over his back, folded up the rain cover for the bike and put it
away in the fibreglass top box along with his cagoule and his
ankle-length ‘bumper boots’. Making sure he had his money and
cigarettes he rode the bike out onto the main road, and twenty
minutes later he arrived outside of his friend’s house.

 


It was overcast, a bleak dull looking day,
but at least the roads were dry. Keith had the address and
directions to the small Bed & Breakfast he had pre-booked, and
the three studied the map and rechecked the route. They were
planning to do it in two-hour stages, stopping to get a warm drink,
some food and to use the toilet facilities. They knew the way to
Trafalgar Square and then via Buckingham Palace up to Hyde Park
Corner well, a route they had often taken before and an area they
had frequented over the last few years as they provided first-aid
cover for the annual ‘The Trouping of the colour’, after that they
would just look for the signs leading to the M1 motorway, planning
the first stop of the day at the Scratchwood Services’.

 


Martin shot off to fill up his tank at the
garage now it had opened, and on his return they re-sealed
everything once again, expelling the air from the plastic bags and
then securing them with carpet tape. Then they repacked the bikes,
the small lightweight tent that they intended to use for their
planned overnight trek was tied across the back seat of Paul’s
bike, he was hoping that they would change their mind about this,
walking in the hills during the daytime at this time of year was
one thing, but to stay out overnight would be so damn cold, even if
they were in a tent. On Keith’s back seat they tied the small
camping style icebox, packed with three Watney’s ‘Party Four’s’ and
a few plastic picnic cups, leaving just enough room for a fresh
pint of milk when they got there. They were originally going to get
a couple of the larger Party 7’s, but they felt a bit too heavy to
carry on a long hike. Martin also had a box on his bike, his was
packed with coffee, sugar, and the simple foods that they could
cook in the ‘Billy Cans’ on the tiny camping cooker that the box
also held. If it rained, then the water hitting them at 60 mph
would soon find its way inside, so they repacked their rucksacks,
trying to lighten them as much as possible, they again sealed up
the bags containing t-shirts, jeans and baseball boots, placing
them inside the weatherproof top boxes before forcing the lids
shut.

 


 


They were now ready, crash helmets and
gauntlets on, goggles firmly wriggled into place, they started up
their engines and set off, riding slowly at first to get used to
the new weight distribution on their bikes. As they entered the
high street they were held back behind a bright yellow Ford Escort
with L plates, as the young unsure lad jerked and kangarooed along
the high street on his first lesson, and nearly side-swiping a
parked Austin 1800 and the Express milk float who was making his
daily deliveries. Dodging the two kids riding their new ‘Chopper’
bikes that they obviously had been given at Christmas and the dark
green 701 Greenline coach that was setting off on its long route
from the high street, they rode very slowly past the new white
Rover P6 3500 Police car that was tucked away in the pub car park,
it’s single little blue light just about showing over the stone
wall and giving away its presence. Seeing the other side of the
road clear, they gunned their throttles and overtook the No.89 RT
Bus as it slowed down to almost walking pace as it started
struggling to climb up Shooters hill, the grey-haired uniformed
conductor standing on the open rear step, swinging around the pole
trying to keep warm.

 


Just after ten o’clock they pulled into the
Scratchwood service station, now off the motorway, they parked up
close to the shop area and lifted the bikes up onto their main
stands, they locked them up and stretched, hair flattened by their
white skid lids, they brushed their hair back and headed off to the
covered cafeteria to warm up. They had not really gone that far as
the crow flies, but the painfully slow traffic as they wiggled
through central London made it feel as if they had. Hopefully, now
that they were on the motorway their progress to Wales would be
that much faster, just as long as the rain held off and the wind
changed direction.

 


Coffee inside and after another quick smoke,
they re-checked the map and set off once again, buffeted by the
wind as they passed lorry after lorry as they fast headed north.
Junction after junction of the M1 slowly went by, junction 19
eventually came into view near Rugby and they turned off onto the
M6. By now they were feeling really cold from the constant 60 – 70
mph wind seeping through their collars and finding its way under
their tunic tops. So as they approached junction 3 they were happy
to see the sign for Corley Services, a fairly new service station
that had opened up just two years before. Again they stopped and
went inside for a hot coffee, and this time to get something to
eat. The sandwiches were dry and hard, and the origins of the
slightly sweet-smelling meat inside of them appeared quite dubious,
they were made no doubt by the very same people who made the much
laughed at ‘British Rail Sandwich’.

 


Ordering another black and very bitter
coffee, they sat in the warmth of the cafeteria watching the cars
and the coaches come and go, each stopping briefly while the
occupants quickly and desperately ran to the toilets, before
leaving to continue their journey. They questioned between them why
these coaches hadn’t stuck a ‘Portaloo’ in the rear, it would make
travelling by coach so much better, it could be a very long wait
for the coach to make a toilet stop. They had one more cigarette
before leaving the cafe, the tin foil un-emptied ashtrays almost
overflowing on the grubby drink and food-stained blue Formica
tabletops, used no doubt by many thousands of people throughout the
twenty-four hours a day they were open.

 


Setting off once again they continued along
the motorway until they saw the signs for the A5, stopping briefly
at the side of the road somewhere near Shrewsbury to rest their
numb backsides, having a smoke as they walked back and forth to
exercise their stiff legs. They had to admit that it was a long
ride, a very long ride, and they were not even in Wales yet,
although at least the signposts did now mention Wales. They
wondered what the journey would have been like before the two
motorways were built, originally the A5 had been the single road
that ran from Marble Arch that they had passed much earlier that
morning in London, right up to Admiralty Arch in Holyhead, although
they were certainly not intending to go quite that far.

 


Leaving the A5 near Shrewsbury they headed
along the narrower A458, over just ten miles or so the scenery
started to dramatically change, the flat green and muddy brown
fields gave way to sloping hills, the trees changed from the Oaks,
Elms and Birch to much taller Fir trees, those near to the road a
dark green, but changing to appear dark brown and black as they
stretched away in the distance climbing up the sides of Long
Mountain. As they approached Buttington they saw the towering masts
of the Criggion Radio Station, part of the wartime communication
network, but now used for signalling the ‘Resolution class’
submarines and the newer ‘Swiftsure class’ like the ‘Sovereign’
that had launched just a year before.

 


They rode through the small town of
Welshpool, and then out along the now narrow country lanes to
Llanfyllin, slowed down by the many farm vehicles, tractors and
sheep lorries travelling at a snail pace, that chugged along and
seemed not to be in any rush. Then it was on to the village of
Llanygynog, where they started to climb higher, the temperature
rapidly dropping. The temperature was not the only thing that
dropped away, the narrow mountain track which snaked its way around
and over the mountains fell precariously away to one side, with no
wall or fence to stop vehicles going over the edge. They took it
slow, carefully riding around small clutters of Sheep that seemed
to be doing their best to force them over towards the massive drop.
The tight horseshoe bend led up to a more wooded area and soon they
dropped back down the steep hill, curving around at the bottom they
kept their eyes open on the right for the phone box and post box
that would indicate the turning they needed to take. Passing ‘Pale
Hall’ they knew that they were almost there, and just like written
on the directions that they were given, they found the Bryntirion
Pub on the corner and turned again to the right. Several miles
later they entered the sleepy village of Llandrillo and searching
for the small ‘Hana chapel’ and the Police house, they looked out
for Rose Cottage, the tiny bed & breakfast that they had booked
into.

 


They parked up their bikes and knocked on the
door, it was soon opened by a middle-aged lady who introduced
herself as Gwyneth, she welcomed them inside and showed them to the
rooms that they would be using for the week. After changing out of
their motorcycle suits, Gwyneth made them all a hot drink and they
sat down in front of her large open fire, the big log precariously
balanced over the pile of coals burning fiercely, the odd glowing
sparks spitting into the air and creating small puffs of smoke that
filled the room with a burnt woody smell. As they lit another
cigarette Gwyneth refilled their cups, they felt as if at last they
were thawing out, the stinging redness of cold hands was slowly
dispersing and their normal colour returning. Gwyneth offered them
an evening meal which they gladly accepted, there was little else
in the village apart from The Dudley Arms, and they were not sure
if this pub did meals or not. After they had eaten they headed off
there anyway, spending the rest of the evening propped up against
the small bar in the Smokey dimly lit pub. There were only a few
others in the bar, the old chap who sat with his friend playing
Dominoes, drinking their bitter almost in unison as their pipes
billowed a blue-grey cloud into the air that hung about a foot
below the ceiling, and a man and his wife over at the other side,
who were maybe arguing, but they were not sure with them both
talking in Welsh, they had no idea what was being said between
them.

 


Unlike the London pubs that they were used
to, this one seemed so quiet, there was no jukebox to play music
here, and it almost felt as if they had somehow stepped back in
time, these locals were not wearing the wide flared trouser’s, or
the bright shirts with big collars as was worn in London, but were
dressed in thick brown tweeds and thick woollen jumpers, and all
seemed to be wearing caps. They fully expected to hear an air raid
siren, and for an ARP warden to shout out ‘Turn that bloody light
out’, just like they had seen on the popular comedy series at the
time called Dad’s Army. Even the road outside looked dated, there
was no bright coloured Mk 3 Cortina’s, No Mini’s, No Hillman
Hunters, just a few dark green Landrover’s, some pick up’s others
full-bodied, parked at the sides of the road, the only variation to
this fleet of utility vehicles being the blue and white Morris
Minor Police car parked outside the Police house.

 


Slightly merry they ambled back along the
narrow pavement to the bed and breakfast, checking that their bikes
were still safe, they pushed at the front door. They mused between
them that the local people must be so trusting around here, the
door was left unlocked even though everyone had gone to bed, and
bicycles were just left out in the street. Finding the light switch
they climbed the narrow staircase to their rooms, after putting his
wallet under his pillow, Paul undressed and slid under the thick
brown wax cotton cover, it felt quite cold at first, but soon
warmed by his body heat it became quite snug. The drink now helping
the tiredness from the long ride, he yawned and before he knew any
more he had fallen asleep.

 


The knock on the door at eight o’clock by
Keith brought him suddenly to reality, his eyes slowly focusing, he
reminded his brain where he was and wearily climbed out of the warm
bed. He just had enough time to wash his face and dress, before he
heard the faint tinkle of the breakfast bell echo its way up the
stairs.

“So what are we going to do today then lads?”
Paul asked, the other two wearily wiping their eyes and sleepily
waiting for their cooked breakfast to be dished up.

“I have been thinking about that!” said
Keith, “They filmed that Prisoner series not that far from here,
you know the one, where he rolled around the streets in that big
white ball!. It’s supposed to be a really weird place, it’s only
out by the coast, so it shouldn’t take us that long to get there!”.
The other two were not great fans of Patrick McGoohan, the
television series itself was a little too ‘Alternative’ for their
liking, and it always had confusing plots that were hard to follow,
but with little else around them in the way of amusement, they both
reluctantly agreed. Keith asked Gwyneth how to get there, and she
hurried off to get her husband who was again cutting logs out the
back, as he would be able to explain it to them far better.

 


Suiting up, they left just as Gwyneth and the
still-unnamed husband left for chapel, as they straddled their
bikes it seemed that the whole village had closed, the only people
to be seen were the ones now disappearing into the small church.
With a scribbled map pinned in front under the tanks petrol cap,
they headed out west towards Bala lake. The journey out to
Portmeirion was much further than they expected, the roads here
were far from straight, twisting and turning like a bowl of
spaghetti making progress slow. The road signs seemed sparse too,
and they often wondered if they were even heading in the right
direction.

 


The coast was misty, a faint fog like rain
made it necessary to constantly wipe their goggles, and although
dressed with layers of thick clothing, after riding over the high
mountain roads they felt really cold. They sat in the small coffee
shop, this one was a bit more on the posh side than the service
station from the day before, the tables had crisp white cotton
covers, stainless steel and glass salt and pepper pots, not the
cheap plastic variety, it even had fancy cloth napkins. They felt a
little out of place dressed in their motorcycle gear, but the staff
did not seem to mind, they darted around the tables smiling and
serving steaming food and drinks, obsessively removing used plates
and emptying ashtrays as soon as any signs of ash was flicked into
them.

They ordered another coffee, this time
accompanied with a thick slice of what they thought was fruit cake,
but which turned out to be more of a sort of fruit bread called
called ‘Bara Brith’. After having a final cigarette they ventured
back out into the cold wind, walking this way and that, exploring
the many different styles of buildings. Keith seemed to photograph
everything so that he would have something to show his parents, he
told them that he wished that he had brought his dad’s new cine
camera, it would have been great to show them walking around this
strange place, pointing out where all the Prisoner scenes had been
filmed.

 


They began the long trip back to the sleepy
little village, stopping off occasionally to view a few sights
along the way. Parking up at the big lake in Bala to stretch and
have a smoke, they saw that you could hire out rowing boats, and
decided to come back the next day to explore the massive lake. They
were all used to rowing, their summers were often spent messing
about on Danson Park Lake back at home, either fishing or just
racing each other up and down in the long wooden boats. Although
still reasonably early the small sweet shop and tobacconist in the
village’s small high street, was just closing, they had arrived
back just in the nick of time to buy some cigarettes, as yet they
had not seen anywhere else to get them in the village, and even the
pub only had a small range tucked away behind the bar. Refuelling
their bikes at the garage before that too closed for the night,
they headed back over to Rose Cottage.

 


“It’s going to cost you a fortune getting all
those developed” Paul jibed, as Keith for the third time that day
changed the film roll in his camera, writing his name and address
on the tiny plastic tubes before sealing them back in the tiny tubs
and small yellow cardboard boxes. Keith had a much more modern
camera than Paul, his camera used 35mm film and had an adjustable
lens, in-fact it had a few interchangeable lenses. Paul preferred
to just aim and click, even if the odd picture was over or
under-exposed. Keith’s mutterings of ‘F8’ and other cryptic words
referring to the settings of the lens were all lost on him.

 


The open fire spat, giving out loud
thunderous cracks that continuously made them all jump, they were
not used to open fires, one of their local pubs had one, but it was
rarely alight even in winter. Paul did remember his other Nan
having one when he was small, remembering her spending so long each
day shovelling it and cleaning it, then the time it took to relight
before it eventually gave off any heat. He also remembered her
using a paste to blacken the metal backplate, and her endlessly
scrubbing and polishing the tiled front, only for a sudden puff of
black soot to recover it just seconds after she had finished. He
had almost forgotten those days, during his time out in Australia
he couldn’t remember using a fire, and where he stayed now at his
nan’s, everything was run on electricity.

 


Gwyneth seemed a nice lady, quite portly, her
hair greying with age with odd white strands, which curled up and
stood out from the rest that was pulled tightly back in a bun. She
always wore a ruffled flowery ‘Pinny’ which covered her thick plaid
skirt, and she wore thick woolly socks that were just visible over
the fluffy collar of her brand new red slippers, perhaps a present
this Christmas just past. She offered them a hot drink or a mug of
her soup that she had made just that afternoon, and soon returned
with a tray of mugs, the rising steam distorting her face as it
rose. She hovered around them in an almost motherly nature, perhaps
thankful for the company and someone new and different to talk to,
and a welcome change perhaps to her normal monotonous daily
routines.

 


“So what do you do to amuse yourself around
here Gwyneth?, What is there to do?”. Paul asked her as she offered
around a plate of digestive biscuits.

“Well there’s the Chapel, and we sometimes
play dominoes over in the Dudley, the village hall do bingo on
alternate Saturday nights, and we both attend the choir on a
Wednesday. I also meet up with my friend Pat one night a fortnight
for a chat, she is a nurse you know, sometimes brings her daughter
over too. so really we do have quite a busy schedule here”. It all
sounded very exciting to the three young London lads, as exciting
as a visit to the dentist.

 


Gwyneth cooked them their dinner, they had
arranged with her to do it as an added extra after finding the
village and the surrounding area defunct of a Wimpy bar or kebab
shop, or any of their other normal venues for eating. It wasn’t a
bad meal she dished up either, it felt like she was trying to
fatten them up ready for the next Christmas, as soon as there was
any room on the plate she piled on yet another helping of steaming
potatoes from the big pan she had on top of the Aga cooker. This
oven was constantly topped up all day long, and the kitchen felt
like a sauna, smelling of burnt wood and coal dust and sizzling
meat fat.

With nothing else to amuse them, they once
again spent the evening at the village pub, this time to celebrate
Paul’s birthday. Declining an offer to play cards or dominoes, they
sat around one of the corner tables studying ordinance survey maps
and working out which route they would walk and where to maybe camp
out for the night, unbelieving Keith’s constant assurances that ‘It
wasn’t far’. They planned to ride as far as they could to save
carrying the tent and icebox, and then leave the bikes while they
hiked the rest on foot. After a local had told them that it was
going to be wet and rainy for the next two days, which was by all
accounts known by something to do with his seaweed and the way that
his lambs were behaving, not that they could believe his sheep
could predict the weather, they decided on postponing their trek
until Wednesday night.

 


Paul wondered why they had not left this trip
to the summer, at least it would have been warmer and less likely
to snow, they could have even camped out for the whole week and
saved themselves a fortune on bed and breakfast. But Keith’s job
often kept him grounded in the summer, during those months he was a
pool attendant at the local open-air swimming baths. They spent a
lot of time there too as volunteer first-aiders for St. John.
Martin was also much busier in the summer months, the previous year
he had joined the AA as a mobile mechanic, and the great migration
of cars and caravans off on summer holidays often kept him at work
till late.

 


The two old chaps that sat at the other end
of the bar took it in turns to walk through and use the toilets
outside the back door, they resembled steam trains on a relay
service, their pipes puffing out blue clouds as they slowly chugged
across the room. The lads had almost choked when they had
themselves used the loo after one of the gents had just been, the
small unheated area with a closed door and no open windows trapped
the thick smoke and made it foggy inside, making it hard to breathe
for anyone that followed them. The two old gentlemen stood up and
uttered ‘Nos Da’ towards the lady behind the bar as they put their
coats on and walked towards the door. They had told her that they
needed an early start the next morning to drive over the mountains
to Welshpool, to attend the cattle market with their trailer of
sheep they had to sell.

 


“Where are all the girls?” Martin asked, “God
some holiday this is going to be, I thought we might of all got off
with some of the local girls, but doesn’t look much chance of that
does it”. Paul was the only one with a steady girlfriend, and he
had been under very strict orders that he wasn’t to play around, or
else. What the ‘else’ exactly was he wasn’t quite sure, Sally could
be quite moody at times, and if she had even a slight whiff of
suspicion that he had even talked to, never mind flirted with or
done anything else with another girl, then he would be in for many
weeks of quiet sulky behaviour, bad tempers and total restrictions
on any play.

 


The pub shut its doors for the night, there
was no ‘lock in’ tonight that Gwyneth had told them frequently
happened, so they walked back to Rose Cottage. The sleepy village
was just like a postcard, nothing ever appeared to move in it,
everything appeared to be exactly in the same place no matter what
time of day or night you looked at it. The Police car hadn’t moved
from outside the house that doubled as a station just a few doors
away since they had got there, and the bicycles still laid against
the same walls under the front room windows.

Slipping into bed, Paul untangled the
stiffening cream wire of his tiny earplug and re-tuned his radio,
his usual stations were nowhere to be found, so he listened for a
while to a welsh broadcast, unable to understand the spoken bits,
but enjoying the music even if the tracks were very dated until it
was time to sleep.

 


Riding out through Corwen after their hot
breakfast, the trio headed off for Llangollen. The unnamed ‘Mr
Gwyneth’ had again given them directions, this time travelling in
the opposite direction to before, pointing out where to find the
old steam railway and the canal that was shown in the big oil
painting hanging on the wall above their fire. The roads had been
full of smoke billowing trucks, clouding the attached trailers and
suffocating not only the sheep and cows inside but whoever was
following them too, most had seen far better days, and none of them
seemed to understand the principles of using indicators to make a
turn, he guessed that just like their brake lights, maybe these too
didn’t work.

Llangollen was interesting, well it was up
till they had finished lunch, by then they had seen it all, twice.
The trio was more used to visiting places like Margate when they
ventured away from home, full of noisy amusement arcades, rock
shops and candy floss, and breathtaking rides like those in
Dreamland. This place seemed a little flat, more a place for older
people perhaps, and not modern teens or the new ‘Twenty something’
that he had now become. Seeing a sign saying ‘World’s end’ it
intrigued them, and they decided to explore it, so they rode
through the twisting lanes, gradually climbing higher until they
reached the highest point their bikes could manage. Parking up, the
three clambered up the wet slippery slopes to the top of the rocks,
standing so high they could see for miles, that was when each misty
cloud had finally passed over. Keith was over the moon as he
spotted two kestrels, but unfortunately his binoculars; telescope
and camera were all the back at the B&B.

They rode back as the light began to fade,
with the roads unlit, they wanted to return before it was too dark,
the many bends and the debris dropped on the road by the farm
vehicles and from the smell, the animals too, making it a slow
dangerous journey even though it was only about ten miles.

 


 


Tuesday was nice and dry, even though the
wind felt really cold, the lads returned to Bala Lake as planned
and hired out one of the rowing boats that they had seen on Sunday
on their previous outing. The damp wood of the boat slightly
frosting over in the chilling wind, they carefully climbed aboard
trying not to tip it over, and they were soon rowing strongly out
into the middle of the watery expanse. It surprised them how a lake
could have waves, never had they rowed against waves back in Danson
Park, that was always as flat as a mirror, this was tiring and very
slow progress was made, the distant hills not appearing to get any
closer and the end of the lake was still way out of sight. The mist
started to fall quickly, and it soon began obscuring the view of
where they had started from, making it feel as if they were rowing
through the clouds. Still being somewhere in the middle of the
lake, they were worried that they would now lose their orientation,
and not be able to get back before their time ran out. Turning the
boat around they rowed in turn until the wind once again stepped
up, then getting Keith to take off his jacket as he was the biggest
of the three, they pushed the oar handles into the armholes of his
jacket, holding the oars up high and wedging the paddle end firmly
against the wooden seat, the wind soon made it billow out, and they
felt their speed gradually increasing as it began to sail rapidly
through the choppy water. Such a speed they built up, that when
reaching the shore the boat shot up the loose stones of the bank
and came to a stop three quarters out of the water, this was
certainly welcome as their feet didn’t even get wet. A now very
chilly Keith was more than glad to get his jacket back, hastily
replacing it and doing it up as they returned to their
motorbikes.

 


Not getting to the far end of the lake as
they had planned, they instead decided to ride around the outside
of the lake to see what was there, going anti-clockwise they even
ended up on the right road that would return them to the village.
They were soon sat cosily in front of Gwyneth’s crackling warm
fire, their wet Nylon riding suits hanging on large hooks in the
kitchen above the Aga stove to dry out from the misty rain. Gwyneth
as usual fussed around them filling mugs with yet another batch of
homemade soup, and the regular chop-chop could be heard echoing
through the kitchen as her husband continued to create kindling in
the yard outside, before bringing them inside along with some thick
logs for the Aga oven and the fire.

 


That evening was spent just the same as the
three before, walking off to the nearby pub once their dinner had
settled, they again sat at the end of the long platform seat by the
window, while the two human trains billowed away at the other end.
There were a few more in the pub tonight but it was still far from
busy, the men stood beside the wooden bar and their wives sat
quietly almost isolated over in the corner, each segregated into
their separate zones. Occasionally a fresh drink would be carried
over to the ladies, it appeared to the three lads that here it was
not the ‘done thing’ for ladies to go to the bar to order a
drink.

 


They struggled not to laugh when the music
started, no it wasn’t coming from a jukebox, nor a radio, it was
coming from the group of four men standing up at the bar. The first
song in Welsh sounded to them like it would be more suited to the
church, but the group of men carried on singing throughout the
evening, some of the tunes they thought they had heard before,
maybe sung by Harry Secombe on a Sunday radio program they weren’t
sure, stopping only to sip a pint, roll a cigarette, fill and light
a pipe or to visit the chilly outside toilet.

 


Returning to the house, it seemed deathly
quiet after the loud harmonious singing in the pub, the three sat
with hot cocoa and smoking in front of the slowly dwindling fire,
as they made last-minute plans for the following day before going
up to their respective rooms. Paul sorted out what he needed to
take with him, the compass; his Nan’s binoculars, and his
baseball-style bumper boots. He threw in the sealed bag containing
the T-shirt and shorts, he had decided that he would leave these in
the top box of his bike in case he got wet while they hiked, at
least then he would have something dry to put on if he got too wet.
He was still hoping that the other two would change their minds
about camping out for the night, and instead return to the warmth
of the fire, one of Gwyneth’s hot meals, and this quite hard but
warm cosy bed. His eyes slowly flickered as he pulled the thick
heavy cover under his chin, the thick waxed weighty cover over the
sheet and the blankets making his chest feel heavy as he tried to
breathe, but again within just a few minutes, he was fast
asleep.


Chapter Two




The Crash

 


 


They all went hungrily down
to breakfast on that Wednesday morning, Gwyneth served them full
plates of sausages and bacon, and used her metal slice to place a
couple of freshly fried eggs on the top of each plate. They told
her of their plans to camp out overnight in the hills, and she
worriedly warned them of how the weather could change rapidly up
there on top of the mountain, telling them that the door would be
left open just in case they changed their minds and returned. Then
leaving them to eat she went back to the kitchen, to start her
daily soup.

 


As they prepared to leave Rose Cottage, Gwyneth
reappeared with three parcels in her hand, each wrapped tightly in
greaseproof paper and secured with string, she had made them all
packed lunches of sandwiches and slices of her freshly made pork
pie, she also gave them a big flask of her hot soup in case they
were to get cold. They thanked her and told her they would see her
the following day, then secured everything back onto their bikes.
They rode off through the narrow lanes, and then along unmade
tracks, working their way up towards the edge of the mountain area.
They had looked at two routes to take, the other being from the
road they had first entered the area by, but it would have meant
much further for them to walk if they were t reach the peak that
Keith so badly wanted to visit.
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The uneven track with deep ruts indented in
the wet mud by the passing of many tractors made riding very hard,
soon these tracks stopped altogether changing to well-worn
footpaths in the grass. They tried to circle the woods but it
became too hard to maintain balance and they found they could ride
no further, the terrain had now become rocky, big shards of jagged
slate threatening to rip the tyres and even the smoother parts were
covered in bracken and very slippery.


They stopped and turned off the engines,
sitting on a pile of rock they worked out their exact position on
the O/S map, this was as close as they were going to get by bike,
the rest would have to be done on foot. They worried about leaving
their bikes here out in the open, imagining the sheep that freely
roamed would knock against them and possibly push them over, or
them even being stolen by local joyriding kids. The truth was that
the local kids would never venture up this far, local or visitors
to the area it did not matter, few people ever came up here as
there was little or no reason to do so, maybe the farmers had to
once in a while to round up sheep when it was necessary, but the
rest of the year it was left deserted. Coming from London, the
three lads were not used to the honesty and openness of rural life,
back home they wouldn’t dream of leaving their front doors or cars
unlocked, maybe it was because in the big towns nobody knew each
other, not even those that lived next door, so they did not have
the same sense of security and trust as these local people.

“Let's tuck the bikes just into the woods, we
can lean them up against the trees so they won’t fall over, even
camouflage them a bit so nobody will be able to see them”. Paul
thought that his idea was a good one, and after a few seconds of
thought so did the other two, so they tried to find some easily
recognisable landmarks which would enable them to be found when
they came down from the mountain. They found two large rocks,
standing about three feet apart and standing much higher than the
rest, using a piece of flint they gouged out two identifying
crosses on the side of them, and un their heads drew an imaginary
line between the two rocks over to the nearby patch of woodland.
Worming their way through the undergrowth a few yards inside they
found some suitably strong trees to lean their bikes against, and
after unpacking what they needed from the top boxes they locked up
the steering. Paul covered his bike with his dark green rain cover
to keep the bird droppings off his shiny new bike, and then they
all gathered broken branches and brambles, laying them over the top
to hide the bikes away from sight. It was all unnecessary, but it
gave them a small feeling of security, after all these bikes had
cost them a lot of well-earned money, Paul’s bike alone had cost
him over £1200 and by the time he had paid the hire purchase fees
it would be half that again.

 


They returned to the two rocks dropping their
bags beside them, then just to make sure they tested out their
idea, lining themselves up between the two rocks and walking
directly to the woods and finding the bikes. They felt happy now
that this was achievable, even if the light was fading or it was
dark. After a quick smoke and walking back to collect their
belongings, they tied the tent onto one of the rucksacks, the
cooker and Billy cans to another, and the two Party Four cans of
beer to the remainder. With food evenly distributed to make all
their bags weigh the same, they left the remaining beer can in the
cooler box hidden in the undergrowth beside the bikes, and then set
off across the hills.

 


The three had been on countless orientation
exercises, even during winter months, some in far worse conditions
trekking around through Kent countryside in deep snow, all whilst
keeping their eyes on the dozen or so younger cadets in their
charge. But even without any snow, this was proving very hard
going, it was uphill all the way and the early morning mountain
mist had made the rocks and grass so slippery. They stopped to eat,
unwrapping the sandwiches they had been kindly given that morning
by Gwyneth, almost having to yawn to get the thick crusts into
their mouths, all agreeing that this fresh bread was amazing
compared to the thin pre-sliced bread they were used to.

 


Keith constantly scanned the horizon through
his binoculars, hoping to catch a glimpse of this now fabled Red
Kite. There were several false alarms, Kestrels and Peregrine
Falcons flew far off in the distance, and dark menacing-looking
Buzzards circled overhead them like waiting vultures, perhaps
waiting for them to fall so that they could come down and pick
their bones clean. Occasionally dark grey Rabbits would bound
across their path, freezing when they saw the men, perhaps aware
that humans could be dangerous, their hearts pounding so fast it
made their whole bodies vibrate, then suddenly making a frantic
dash for safety into the nearest clumps of vegetation to stop them
ending up on a Sunday dinner plate.

 


The route up was easy enough to find, they
could see the darker peaks that they were heading for in the
distance, finding their way back would be much harder though, so
they marked as many rocks as they could find with scratched arrows
hoping it would make the return just as easy. They even made large
arrows out of loose rocks, pointing back in the direction that they
had come from, and carefully marked the map with a pencil recording
their travel path and anything they could use as a landmark. They
took all the precautions they could think of, just in case a severe
storm sprung up and they had to quickly return, in bad weather or
if in the dark.

 


The grassy areas started to thin out as they
made their way closer towards Cader Bronwen, so they decided to
make camp whilst the ground was still soft enough to take their
tent pegs, they didn’t fancy laying down and trying to sleep on
sharp rock anyway. So in a small hollow that appeared to be more
protected from the winds by the higher points around them, they
unpacked the small tent, and searching for a suitable rock they
hammered the metal pegs into the hard ground, crisscrossing the
guidelines to make the tent more secure in the wind. Setting up the
tiny cooker they made themselves a brew, it was nice not to have
the heaviness of the rucksacks on their backs, they would weigh
less from now on, made lighter by leaving all but the necessities
in the tent, just carrying the Binoculars and Cameras they would
make much faster progress up to the higher points.

 


Paul wondered if this last part of the climb
was really necessary, he didn’t know much about the habits of the
Red Kite, but he surmised like all birds they would hang about and
nest in trees, and from what he could see there weren’t that many
trees higher up in the distance. They found a suitable rock edge
that protected them from the now bitterly cold wind, scanning and
rescanning the horizon through binoculars, alerting each other to
any birds that flew within sight. A military Phantom jet suddenly
flew over them, the unexpected noise making them dive for cover
onto the wet ground as it screamed across so low above them.
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“Bloody hell Keith you never told us the Red
Kite had afterburners!” Paul said as they stood up and dusted
themselves off. They could smell the unmistakable kerosene fuel so
very different from the petrol they used in their bikes as it
slowly fell to earth. If there were any Red Kites up here, they
doubted if they would be flying around now this big metallic bird
had screeched through at a few hundred miles per hour, so lowering
their binoculars they sat with backs to the big rock and searched
their jackets for their cigarettes.

It seemed they were there for hours, the
hopeful buzzards returned to circle above them, and apart from the
odd Rabbit that was all they saw. Another jet flew over, maybe it
was even the same one, this time a little further away from them so
they did not feel the need to be swallowed up by the ground. By now
Keith was getting downhearted, after all this, he still had not
fulfilled his purpose and seen what they had come soo far to see.
Martin was also getting restless, he felt cold and wanted to get
moving to warm up, wanting to return to the more protective tent.
He suggested that he go back alone, he could search for some dried
bracken and see if the trees we had passed had any fallen branches,
he would then begin to sort out a fire for later. Paul stayed with
Keith for a little longer, hoping for his friend’s sake that he got
to see this hawk or whatever type of bird it was.

 


“So how big is this bird Keith? and what is
it? Is it a hunting bird?”. Paul wanted to get some idea of what
they were looking for, and even without getting out his RSPB
pocketbook of wild birds, Keith as he often did, started to rattle
off endless information about them.

“Their Raptors, ‘Milvus milvus’,
part of the Accipitridae
family, that’s the same group of birds of prey as those Buzzards
circling up there, and the same family as Eagles and Harriers. It’s
about twenty-six inches long, with a seventy-inch wingspan. It has
a forked tail and the end of its wings look like spread fingertips.
it’s a real beauty and it’s very rare, there are only a few pairs
left in the wild, that’s why I wanted to come here, it’s been one
of the few places they have been spotted over recent years, you
will certainly know it if you see one!”.
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Keith was perhaps a bit of a nerd when it
came to birds and stars, he just absorbed and remembered the
strangest facts and figures, he could tell you where any bird came
from, what it ate and how long the gestation period was of each
species. But his sponge-like brain often came in handy when they
entered the various pub quizzes back home in London, which they
normally won or at least were placed second.

 


“Can't wait for tonight”, Keith said, “It
looks as if it is going to be a clear night, that means it will be
bloody cold and maybe very frosty, but without so many clouds we
should be able to see such a lot in the sky. Have you ever seen the
stars from a place like this Paul? because there is no light from
street lamps, you get to see far much more!”. It seemed that even
if Keith did not get to see his rare bird, at least he would be
happy counting all the sparkly dots in the sky.

 


After another half hour went by they decided
they had waited long enough, standing up they prepared to return to
their camp. Just as they stood up Keith suddenly froze, quickly
raising his binoculars he became really excited, there flying
straight towards them was the Red Kite he had come to see. Quickly
changing over to his camera he clicked away rapidly as the big bird
flew directly towards them, curving away at the last moment and
passing less than twenty feet away. Even Paul had to admit it was a
lovely looking animal, it reminded him of the American eagle with
its white jagged collar. It circled nearby for a while, then it
suddenly dropped to the ground, as it rose back up they could see
it carrying something in its talons, from the distance they
couldn’t be sure exactly what, but Keith predicted perhaps it was a
baby rabbit. Another Phantom jet flew across scaring the bird away,
and minutes later a heavy rumbling sound came across the mountains
and the lumbering form of an RAF Hercules transport plane passed
over them not fifty feet above their heads. Elated they had at
least seen it, and if Keith’s camera had managed to focus had
managed to get some close-p pictures, they started walking back to
the tent.

 


 


Darkness fell amazingly fast, most daylight
had gone by the time they were approaching their camp, luckily the
flickering of the fire gave them something to head towards. Martin
had lit the small fire surrounded by the small circle of stones
that he had scavenged from nearby. The battery lantern was also lit
and now hung from the top of the tent doorway, giving off just
enough light to watch over one of the billy cans that now sat on
the small single burner stove, as it boiled water for a hot drink.
The other billy-can propped up on rocks placed in the flames of the
fire was now cooking the few tins of baked beans that came with the
small sausages, and the tinned new potatoes. It wasn’t the best of
meals, but it was at least warm and filling.

 


Dinner over, they sat on one of the flatter
rocks beside the tent, the last of the gathered fuel slowly turning
itself to embers, both the heat and light from the fire slowly
diminishing. There wasn’t enough burnable wood around for them to
keep the fire alight all night, and it did little to warm up the
tent anyway, they did not have any wild animals to worry about, so
keeping just a little wood tucked under the edge of the tent to
stay dry and ready for the morning, they left it slowly die
out.

 


Piercing the top of the four-pint beer can
and slurping its contents into the plastic picnic cups, Keith
excitedly told Martin all about what he had seen. Keith had already
got his small telescope from his rucksack, its spindly screw-on
tripod with extendable legs now resting on the hard rock as Keith
eagerly scanned across the heavens. Martin climbed into the tent
saying he had now had enough of the cold, and although it was only
seven o’clock he fell asleep wedged over to one side. Twenty
minutes or so later the other two also climbed inside, the clear
night with just a few black clouds in the distance making the
temperature outside drop considerably. It wasn’t much warmer in the
tent, Keith laid down in the centre with his telescope poking out
between the partly opened door, his now lowered tripod sitting just
outside, and his breath continuously fogged up the eyepiece.

“Phoarr has one of you stepped in sheep shit”
Keith suddenly said, his head nestled between the other two men’s
feet. Martin stirred and like Paul after checking their boots
turned around so that all their feet were facing the other end.
They hadn’t brought blankets or sleeping bags, they were far too
heavy and bulky to carry on the bikes, so they wore all their
motorcycle gear apart from their helmets, and right now they wished
they had even brought those too.

 


“There are some strange lights over in the
distance, looks kike they are out west over towards the coast,
maybe there is some form of military exercise going on over the
sea,” he told them. A few dark clouds started to pass overhead,
pulling the zip shut to keep out the draft while they blew over
Keith too laid down in the dark, closing his eyes and almost
drifting off.

 


Suddenly there was a loud whine, not unlike
the whine they had heard as a child from those metal pump-up
spinning tops. Something extremely bright quickly passed over the
top of the tent, momentarily illuminating the apex of the ridge
tent with an almost blue light.

“What the?” the three shouted in unison, they
all jumped up and Keith fumbled to open the zip to see if he could
see what it was, expecting a plane or helicopter to be flying
overhead, but it hadn’t sounded like either, but then what else
could it be. Before he could get his head out there was another
whoosh as whatever it was flew past yet again in the other
direction, but now it was somewhere behind them. All three quickly
clambered out, their eyes scanning the skies to see what it was,
the moon was temporarily obscured by some thick dark clouds that
made it hard to see, but they got glimpses of lights, something was
curving around, a dark undefined shape in the distance giving off
an eerie glow. Martin flicked on the light and checked his watch,
it was eight thirty-six, then turned it off again so that they
might see more through binoculars. As their eyes strained to search
the clouds the lights zig-zagged in the distance, looking as if
whatever it was, it was totally out of control.

 


“I don’t like this!” Keith said, “That’s
spooky!”. He shakily lit his cigarette, “Maybe it's bloody
aliens”.

“Oh shut up you moron, it’s a plane or
something, not a bloody spaceship” Martin replied, although his
face showed his unease as he bent into the tent to find his
cigarette packet. As Paul and Keith looked west towards the coast
where Keith had previously seen those strange lights, another loud
deafening whine screamed overhead behind them, making Martin fall
inside the tent, they turned just in time to glimpse an array of
lights before the speeding craft suddenly dipped below the ridges
behind them and disappeared from view.

 


Suddenly there was a bright flash in the
distance, a second or two later there was the sound of a loud bang,
followed by a loud rumble that echoed across the night sky. The
earth beneath their feet shook like an earthquake making them fall
to their hands and knees, A sudden reddish glow filled the dark
night sky in the direction they were looking.

 


“What the…” Martin said as he clambered back
out of the tent. The other two had froze, unsure of what they had
just witnessed they stared across the hill, unsure of what it
meant, or even what they should do.

“It was a spaceship,” Keith said in a
tremble, his voice even higher pitched than ever, “And it’s crashed
just over there” his wavering finger was pointing in the direction
they had been earlier towards Cader Bronwen. “Definitely not a
plane, that was some friggin saucer!”. Martin had turned on the
light again, and both of their faces looked extremely pale to Paul,
all three of them were visibly shaking.

“Stop all the crap about flying saucers, it
must be a plane, we saw a few of them earlier remember, and you
Keith, you said yourself that there must be a military exercise
going on in the distance. Get the torches, we had better go and see
if we can help” Paul told him. The three were all first-aiders, it
was their duty to try and help. “It must have been a plane, there
may be survivors that need our help!”.

“I’m not going there if it was aliens” Martin
exclaimed, “I’ve read stories of people being butchered and
experimented with, I don’t want to be probed!”. Martin was almost
hiding behind the tent, placing himself as far away in the opposite
direction as he could get. Keith grabbed the torches, and the small
first aid wallet from Paul’s rucksack, not that it would help much
if there were survivors of such an air crash, it only held a few
dressings, a triangular bandage and some safety pins. They started
to walk in the direction of the crash, Paul and Keith leading the
way, Martin a few yards behind them, swaying their torches from
left to right to highlight their path and to stop them from
tripping over the scattered rocks.

 


As they reached the ridge, the moon finally
started to break free of the clouds, its bright white light faintly
illuminating the undulations of the mountain range. As more and
more of it came from behind the clouds it was like a false dawn,
the distant slopes getting lighter and more defined. Their eyes
were still straining to see, and their small torches were far too
weak to illuminate the distant ridges. As the last wisps of cloud
left the moon to glow free, they could make out a shiny reflection
on the slope of the distant peak. Its curved shape was brighter and
it stood out from the dark ground surrounding it.

“Shit, I told you, it’s a bloody saucer,”
Keith said, “I’m not going nowhere near that!”.

“Me neither”, Martin said, “I’m getting out
of here, I’m not staying up here to be an experiment, I’m going
back to get my bike and get as far away from here as I can!” He
looked scared and his voice revealed his panic and fear. “Are you
two coming or am I going alone?”. He hadn’t waited for them to
answer, he had already turned to walk quickly back towards the
tent.

“ Stop all the saucer shit, we can’t see it
properly from here, I’m sure it must be a plane, we need to get
closer and see what it is,” Paul said. Keith was looking back and
forth between the crash site and Martin’s shadow that was quickly
disappearing into the night, Keith was shaking like a leaf and
suddenly he shuffled back down the slope.

“Hang on Martin, I’m coming with you!” he
shouted, rapidly starting to run after him.

 


Despite Paul’s pleas that it may be a
passenger plane, possibly with many people on board, that there
could be survivors and that they couldn’t just leave them to die,
Keith and Martin were disappearing into the darkness, they were not
going to take the risk it wasn’t what they imagined.

“Get to the Phone in the village and call for
help!” Paul shouted after them, “Call at that Police house and get
them to get search and rescue, and get some ambulances, I’m going
to head down closer”. He prayed that they had heard him, they had
already vanished into blackness, the odd flicker of their torches
eventually seizing altogether as they dipped down below the
ridges.

 


This route had proved difficult even in the
daylight, in darkness it was ten times harder, he couldn’t see more
than two feet in front of him as he tried to avoid the gulleys and
jagged rocks, and as he descended the slope he lost his footing
many times. It was painfully slow progress down the slopes, with
still maybe half a mile or maybe more to traverse before he could
reach the plane. Paul felt his heart beating so fast, it hadn’t
beat like this since that fateful evening on the 11th of June way
back in 1972, when he had received a call from his St. John
officer, alerting him to a Train crash at Eltham Well Hall station.
That night as he had climbed into the division’s Ambulance his
heart had felt as though it was in his mouth. Tonight that same
feeling had returned, only this time he feared that it could be a
lot worse, there were deaths at the train crash, but luckily only
several, if this was a jetliner, then there could be 140 passengers
on board, or over 240 if it was one of those new big Jumbo
jets.

 


Peering into the darkness the crash site
glimmered in the moonlight, he looked around and thought he saw a
flicker of headlights in the far distance to the south, still miles
away but at least someone else was possibly coming to help him. But
miles in this terrain in the dark could mean hours before they got
here, he thought to himself. Again losing his footing and sliding
rapidly forty or fifty feet, he was glad he had his motorcycle
boots on and had not changed as he planned into his soft baseball
boots, he had left those in his bike’s top box still sealed in the
plastic bag. He shook, not through cold, as his urgent energetic
clambering was providing heat, no this shaking was from fear. Twice
now he had dropped his torch and the battery was slowly fading, the
beam growing weaker and weaker. He was now on a flat part, and
hastily made his way nearer, just one smaller ridge to go if he
remembered rightly from earlier, and of course, if he was actually
where he thought he was, and then he should be within clear view to
see.

 


The glow above the crash site had now faded,
and as he climbed this last ridge the far slope was completely out
of his sight. Halfway up his boots lost their traction and he
tumbled back down to where he had started, his knee banged a rock,
and until the pain had diminished a little he couldn’t climb again.
He ambled over a little to the left, the ridge looked a bit lower
there and more manageable and he began once again to climb.

As he shuffled over the ridge of stones he
froze, fear had turned his body to stone, his mind was expecting to
see the remnants of a jetliner; a small plane or fighter jet at the
very least, instead what he saw threw his mind into a panicky
conflict, three-quarters of him felt like running, to clamber back
down and chase after his two friends back to safety, but the
remainder perhaps due to the first-aider inside him urged his
morals to make him go forward and help.

Help he thought, how do you help an alien
life form, god they may not even have arms and legs, or come to
that even bones, what good would his first-aid skills be to them?
He heard what he thought to be the whirring of a helicopter
somewhere far behind him, he quickly glanced over his shoulder, a
beam of light appeared to be searching out the ground below
whatever it was, and it appeared to be heading in his
direction.

 


A new wave of confidence came over him, a
sudden calmness, he was safe now that there was more help on its
way, and without realising it, his legs were already carrying him
on towards the strange disk-like craft that lay angled on the slope
ahead of him. It resembled two plates or two thick saucers, one
laid upside down upon the other, there were no markings that he
could see in the moonlight, no windows or lights, just a faint
glimmer coming from below it.

“Don’t be so daft Paul! he said aloud to
himself, trying to convince himself differently. “It’s not a
spaceship, it’s just the twisted bits of a plane or something, it's
got to be, it’s just the moonlight that making the wreckage look
like that!”.

 


He was now only fifty to a hundred feet away,
his body tingled with static electricity and he could now smell an
aroma, a sickly gas like smell that almost burnt his nostrils. But
this gas seemed not to be coming from the crash site, but to be
coming from somewhere behind him, drifting its way in the breeze
across towards the crash site. This gas was making him feel all
giddy, like the woozy sensation you get when having an anaesthetic,
it smelled a bit like that too, something that he often smelled
working in operating theatres. Now struggling to keep himself
upright he tripped over a large rock, he coughed to clear his lungs
and tried to pull himself back up, tapping his torch against his
leg hoping to make the light return he aimed it forwards in the
direction he needed to go.

 


He felt his heart stop and miss several
beats, there staring back at him were two sets of eyes, four large
black onyx eyes outlined by greyish pear drop heads. The two beings
stood a few feet apart from each other and were less than ten feet
away from him. One appeared to raise his long spindly arm as it
started to approach him, not he thought in any threatening way, but
maybe more in a way to help him from his stumble. Shaking his head
to try to clear it, he muttered to himself that the gas was now
making him see things, then he looked back again, this time they
were much nearer.

 


Then everything went completely blank.
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His head felt thick, his throat dry, and his mouth
tasted bitter as he began to regain his consciousness. His eyes
barely opened just as the green metal tailgate was closed, what
appeared to be a soldier was now trying to close the curtain door
above it.

 


“Take it all to Porton Down, it is important to get
there quickly, do make a start now, don’t wait, we will arrange an
escort to meet you along the way”. Paul heard the instruction given
to the two drivers, but he couldn’t move, he felt paralysed and
unable to even lift an arm, he wanted to shout out but the sound
would not come. The curtain closed and the unmistakable sound of a
4 tonne Bedford M truck rumbled to life, jerking as its big knobbly
wheels crunched over the stones and then bit into the concrete
road. The big engine whined, followed by a deep roar, and it jolted
hard as the driver worked his way up and crunched through the many
gears,
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The moonlight was barely strong enough to let him
see around the inside, Paul saw what he thought was his tent,
scooped up and thrown in still with its poles; guide ropes and pegs
attached. The small camping cooker sat on top of it as if put there
to hold it all in place, along with his rucksack and the empty beer
can, it was all piled in a big heap beside him. As he looked to the
base of the tailgate he saw two body bags, he immediately knew what
they were, he had seen these before at the train crash, and at that
time there had been six of them. Paul again tried to sit up but
felt woozy, almost drunk.

 


“Porton Down, that will take us bloody
hours!” he heard the voice coming from the small partly opened pane
above his head. “Notice the General or the Major didn’t climb in
the back and come along with us, bet the jammy buggers are going to
fly there” the course voice went on. “So who do you think is in
those bags? When we loaded them they felt light as hell, and
whatever was inside was small, has to be kids don’t you think? Poor
buggers, but why are we taking them all that way to Porton Down?
That’s where they do all that research stuff into diseases and
that, do you remember? It is where they tried to find a cure for
the common cold. Jeez, I hope these aren’t infected or
summat!”.

 


“Dunno Charlie, does seem a bit weird if you
ask me, why all the hush-hush too? That one they carried in on a
stretcher looked like it might be still alive, do you think he was
the pilot? He looked a bit young though!. I can't see why it is all
so much of a secret either can you? Not if it was a simple plane
crash. And where did the tent and things come from?” the second
less course man carried on talking above the loud engine.

 


“Yeah and why were those that brought them
down to us from the hills all suited up with gas masks? Did you see
those two CH-47’s that were waiting up there?, parked up on the
roadside they were, up beyond the roadblock, why the hell have they
got two big Chinooks? they already had the search chopper. And why
didn’t they get those to fly all this down to Porton instead of us
having to drive all through the bloody night? I just don’t like it,
Pete, there’s summat not right here mate”. The truck rumbled over a
cattle grid and swung around a series of bends.

 


“Damn dangerous roads these Chas, have you
seen over that edge?”. The other man replied that he had, but he
was not going to look again as he didn’t want to end up driving
over it.

 


Paul saw a few street lamps flash by the side
curtains, and the sound of the engine echoing back from buildings
close to the road as it swung sharply to the right and then to the
left, the gears changed and they again started to climb. His head
felt woozy again, the jolting of the lorry almost making him sick,
his eyes closed as he once again started to lose consciousness,
fighting as hard as he could, but it took over and once again
everything went blank.

 


He wasn’t sure how long he had been
unconscious this time, he wasn’t even sure why he was in this old
Army truck, but his nose picked up the acrid smell of sulphur from
a burnt match and as he opened his eyes he saw the flicker as yet
another one was struck. The truck smelled dank, the musty waxed
canvass cover had seen a lot of action over its years, and it
trapped the stale air inside. As he lifted himself onto his elbows,
he thought about asking the drivers if they could stop for a bit,
to pull over so that he could get out and let the fresh air clear
his head, maybe even get to have a smoke himself. He felt his
pockets, they had all been undone, everything inside them had gone,
his wallet; driving licence; keys, even the small picture of Sally
he carried with him, everything had disappeared. He remembered he
had taken the pack of cigarettes out when in the tent to stop him
laying on them, and stretching out his arm he felt through the
crumpled pile of the nylon tent laying beside him to see if they
were there, no it was empty.

 


He swung his heavy legs over the side of the
stretcher, his knees almost hitting his chin as his bottom pushed
the well-worn canvass down almost to the wooden planked floor, his
groggy head and the lurching truck bouncing over ruts and cornering
making it impossible to stand.

“Hello” he tried to call out, his throat
still dry and tasting foul the sound hardly came out. He gripped
the side of the stretcher and tried to roll over onto his knees,
unable to shout loud enough to be heard over the engine, he would
knock on the dividing wall and attract their attention. The gears
clunked and the engine whined again, but this time as it roared
there was another whine, once again like a child’s spinning top, it
grew louder and louder till it filled his ears, forcing him to
cover them with his hands. As the whine increased the sound of the
engine and the wheels vanished, and the whole truck vibrated far
more than it had before, the metal poles that held the canvass top
rattled crazily in their fixings in the hard side panels. The air
tingled and crackled like static electricity and he could feel all
his hairs standing on end even under his thick motorcycle
jacket.

 


The truck’s engine died, its lights
flickering then going out completely, and with another judder, the
vehicle lurched to a dead stop making the stretcher slide forward
against the bulkhead.



Then there was a blinding light, so
tremendously bright that it made everything vanish into its
whiteness, just like looking into a camera as the flashbulb goes
off.

 


Only this light did not go off!

 



Chapter Three




 


A Cold Morning.

 


He awoke curled
into a tight ball on the rough hard ground, the sun just breaking
through the clouds as it rose above the horizon letting morning
officially begin. Violently coughing, a gooey greenish gel was
ejected from his throat and joined the rest that laid beside him in
a small pool on the ground. He carried on heaving, heaving until
the panicky sensation of drowning passed and he could breathe
again. Spitting out this bright almost neon green jelly-like
substance, and wiping it away from his lips. Paul wrapped his arms
around himself, he felt all slippery, just as if he had been
covered in Goose grease, he opened his eyes, and he was naked!

 


Both confused and embarrassed he crawled onto
his knees, looking around him he could see the bracken and the
rocky ridges, the moving white pimples far away on the hillside
that he gathered were sheep. The deep blue sky with cotton wool
clouds slowly drifting above, and the last of the misty blanket
over the flat areas, warming and now rising as it dispersed in the
bright sunlight. He was thirsty, really thirsty, and brushing his
hand across the top of the grass he collected the early morning
dew, licking it from his hand and moistening his lips. He stood up,
trying to gain his orientation, his mind still cloudy and
confused.

 


“Those Bastards.. they have done it again!”
he shouted, swearing at his two friends for pulling yet another
trick on him. They had done it to him once before at the summer
camp the year prior, they had carried him out from the tent while
he was asleep, then pegged him out onto the ground by the flag
pole, directly in front of the row of girls tents and with not a
stitch on. “OK,!” he shouted, “Very funny!”. He looked around for
them, waiting to see them hidden behind a rock or something, both
falling over themselves in laughter. “Now where are my bloody
clothes?”.

 


He remembered drinking a few cups of that
beer last night, but they had only opened the one large can sharing
the four pints out between them, he didn’t remember opening the
second and knew that the third had been left back with the bikes.
But damn he had such a headache though, and why was he throwing up?
He had often drunk far more than that in the past, even got
completely smashed and occasionally he had thrown up, yet it had
never been a fluorescent green. There had been rumours, tall tales
that some party 7’s were spiked, but then there were also rumours
that the cigarettes in the fag machines outside the shops had been
tampered with too, but if you believed all you heard… But then
perhaps it was true, he thought, why else would he be feeling so
hung-over, so thirsty, and feeling so hungry that he could eat a
horse. It would certainly go some way in explaining why he was
coughing up this green goo.

 


He walked closer towards the peak, hands
covering his family jewels, exactly why he wasn’t sure, the place
was deserted, not even a house in sight never mind people. He
clambered on top of the jagged rock, looking around he thought he
recognised the rocky top where they had sat watching that big bird.
The sun was rising behind him, so yes the rock would be facing the
west, he remembered the dip directly in front, with a fall of about
twenty feet down onto sharp almost cone-shaped rocks. Yes, he knew
where he was now.

 


He emptied his bladder against the
moss-covered rock, that too was a strange green colour, reminding
him of that Chocolate Mint Liquor drink he had tried in the pub
when a few of his friends went out on a bender for his last
birthday, a pale light green that he imagined would glow in the
dark if the lights were out. The sharp flint-like stones dug into
his bare feet, and he could feel the sharp stings as they scratched
between his toes. The lads must have taken his clothes back to the
tent he thought to himself, they were nowhere to be seen around
here, and being so high up he had a good view around. He tried to
stick to the grassy areas, yet even this felt sharp on his soles.
He still had that strange sensation, that sweaty tingly sensation
you have as you suddenly wake up from a nightmare. God whatever
that drink was spiked with had surely blown his mind, As with many
nightmares, the exact details were not immediately forthcoming, but
he knew he had one, and that it was a bad one too, but if asked for
details he would have just shrugged his shoulders.

 


Not just one, but two Red Kites flew across
his path, dancing around each other as they flew and tumbled, and
looking over to his right he saw why, another hawk sat watching
them, smaller than the other two and with fewer markings, yet still
obviously of the same variety. It emitted a high pitched squawk
each time the birds flew by, it must have been the female and the
other two males, displaying or even fighting trying to encourage
her. Keith would have been in his oils, he would have been dancing
on the spot like a kid at Christmas when faced with a mountain of
presents, and would have been snapping away like crazy with his
camera.

 


“Serve the bastard right missing it!” Paul
growled, “Leaving me up here without any clothes, not even my
boots, they should have known better than to leave me like that if
I was drunk, what if I was sick and choked to death? Some
first-aiders they are!”. He was already heading back to the camp,
he saw the clump of trees, there seemed to be more trees than he
remembered, and when he climbed over the last ridge expecting the
tent to be in clear view. It wasn’t!

 


“The shits… the bastards… just wait till I
get hold of them!”, He muttered as he looked around, he was sure
this was the right place, there were the scattered rocks, and more
making a small semicircle that looked like it had been used for a
fire, but there was no evidence of a fire inside it. There was also
not the expected compressed square on the ground showing where the
tent had been, no discarded beans cans or beer cans, although he
expected they would have taken them back for proper disposal, and
not left them to hurt any animals.

 


He shouted out and he whistled, but apart
from the scampering of Rabbits and the occasional shriek of a bird
he heard nothing back. Without any better plan, he started the trek
back to the woods where they had left their bikes. Those two
‘Dickheads’ would be waiting for him there he was sure, boy how he
would wipe their stupid grins off their faces, just as soon as he
was once again dressed.

 


He also wondered what the hell they had
covered him in, it wasn’t sheep shit, nor was it chain grease, but
even using handfuls of grass it wouldn’t come off, it just slid
further down his arms. But whatever it was it seemed to be keeping
him warm, he could not feel the cold January air, in fact, he was
almost sweating, if he didn’t know any better it could have been
August or September. What strange weather for this time of year he
thought, needing all the woolly jumpers you own and waterproofs one
day, and needing sunglasses and suntan lotion the next.

 


What seemed like hours later he came across
the two big rocks, standing out from the ground like two great big
grey boobs, and in the distance were the thick clump of trees. He
leant against the rocks, looking for their identifying marks, but
they were so hard to spot, they were hidden behind the moss which
covered most of the surface, scrubbing it away with his fingers he
could just make out a faint and very faded cross gouged into it.
The moss here sure grows fast he thought, almost as fast as
mushrooms. He lined up dead between the two rocks and walked off
towards the dark trees, calling out as he for Keith and Martin as
he moved towards them. The sharp bramble scratched and tore away at
his skin, it had certainly sprung up overnight, it almost covered
the path, and even the trees looked far denser than they did
yesterday. Paul counted his paces as he entered the edge of the
trees, but the bike wasn’t there, he thought that maybe his paces
were different being naked and not wearing his boots, so he tried
again. Checking the trees before, and the trees after his step
count. He began to search deeper and off to the side just in case
his angle of entry had been wrong. Surely the two hadn’t moved his
bike too, this was all so way over the top, a prank is a prank, but
you have to know where to stop.

 


Squinting his eyes in the semi-darkness, the
sunlight now and then shooting through the tree canopy as if they
cracked open, split beams of light illuminating some parts and
blinding his vision of others. He saw something reflect light
against the big tree about four or five down, and finding a fallen
branch he levered away at the brambles. The green vinyl cover
underneath was torn to shreds, as he cleared around it bits of it
flapped in the faint gusts of breeze that blew between the trees.
There on the ground was his number plate, but the white top box
hanging above it was now a dark grey and covered in green and brown
moss, it was cracked and broken, and the lid skewed over to the
side. Clearing away more he found the long seat, again torn and
mossy, the fibre contents pulled out leaving just bits of the vinyl
seat and its springs. The plastic side panels that held the simple
tool kit were a faded pink, and as he exposed the tank he felt
gutted, instead of being bright shiny red with the black centre
panel that he picked up from the shop just two weeks before, it was
now just dull brown rust. The engine was entwined in vines, and one
of the twin shiny chrome exhausts had fallen off, this too now
rusty and full of holes was laying on the ground beside what was
once his new bike.

 


In a state of anger and unbelieving what he saw, he
tore away at the rest of the dense undergrowth, feeling completely
dumbfounded when he saw the front wheel, rusted and with only faint
traces of the rubber tyre. But what confused him the most was that
the wheel was twisted and completely encircling the stem of a tree
trunk. How could that be possible?. The tree was a tall one, so
nobody could have lifted the wheel over it even if they tried, the
spokes had broken away and the tree was thick enough to almost fill
the gap between the spindle and the rim. Looking up he saw the
wide-stretching branches and green canopy, the tree looked like it
had been there for years. Amid his confusion he suddenly remembered
back to his school days, his teacher showing them pictures of what
he called ‘Edaphoecotropism’, he remembered it well because they
had all struggled to learn its correct spelling, so it had been
permanently etched into his mind, it was the act of trees growing
around or through obstacles during growth. But that can’t happen
overnight he murmured to himself, it takes many years or even
centuries, so just how has this happened?

 


He scraped away the moss from the plastic
glass of the speedometer, the faint white numerals barely visible
but showing ‘0000652’ the total mileage recorded since new.

 


As Paul moved the lid it fell away in his
hands, cobwebs and the brown dried up debris from the trees almost
filled the box. Brushing some out he found the plastic bags that
held his clothes, now all yellowed and extremely brittle, and which
fell apart as he tried to open them. The white cotton T-shirt was
all musty and now a dirty looking grey colour, the pair of shorts
were stiff and smelled similarly mouldy. He tore open the other bag
pulling out his Bumper boots, the black cotton cloth had separated
in places from the light brown rubber sole and the circular rubber
cap that was supposed to protect the ankle bone just disintegrated
between his fingers. As he tried to ease the boots over his bare
feet, his fingers went through the material, and the laces snapped
the moment he tried to tighten them.

 


With no keys he could not unlock the seat, so
he levered at it with the branch until the small lock gave way, the
rust making the seat creak on its hinges as it was forced upright.
He pulled at the little square plastic flap underneath where the
small user guide had once sat, catching his insurance certificate
and the two one-pound notes that he stored there in case of
emergency, just in case he ever ran low on fuel, or needed a tyre
repair, just enough to keep him out of trouble. He slipped them
into the pocket of his shorts along with the list of emergency
numbers he also kept there, mainly those of his family, a few local
friends and his St. John officers.

 


He felt like crying, the anger inside him
making him shake and feel sick, not comprehending how this could
have come about, and how his brand new bike now looked as if it had
been blown up and burnt out in a war zone and then left to
completely rot.

“What have they done to it? And how?, How can
you even do this much damage” he spluttered, wondering what his
insurance company would say about this, and panicking that they
would not pay out as it was not parked on an official road. “And
where the hell is Martin and Keith?”.

 


Dressing, that’s if you could call it that,
as everything tore as he put them on, he scraped away the thick
grimy green and brown buildup on the one remaining bike mirror with
his nail. He looked a right mess, he had seen better-dressed tramps
in shop doorways in central London at night. His face was still
covered in that strange green goo that reminded him of Swarfega,
the hand cleaning gel used by mechanics, with a few paler stripes
where he had scratched it away with his fingers that reminded him
of Indian war paint.

 


“Is that what those two covered me with?,
were they trying to be funny and covered me with Swarfega? But how?
Martin might use it at work but I’m sure that he didn't carry any
with him, and it doesn’t even smell like that, it smells bloody
awful!” He said aloud as he slowly ambled away back to the path
outside the woods.
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He could hear the trickle of water as he
rounded the trees, a small flowing stream carried the rainwater
down from the high ridges, cascading over a small rock face and
then dropping into the tiny pool below that narrowed at one end and
formed the start of a stream. He drank from the cascading water to
replenish his thirst, and sitting beside the narrow snaking stream,
he found a stick and began to scrape off the thick greasy cream
that covered most of his body, washing with grass and any large
leaves that he could find. He was unable to remove it all, hot
soapy water would be needed for that, but at least he didn’t look
like the beast from the swamp anymore. As he dried he slipped the
grubby t-shirt back over his head, his fingers going through the
cotton and it tearing it three-quarters of the way down as he eased
his arms through the holes. The thicker shorts were still in one
piece, and he rinsed them out in the stream to try to freshen them
up and make them lose their stiffness.

 


“Now what?” he uttered, trying to study his
options he realised that he didn’t have any. His bike gone, just
barely dressed, still slimy in places, hair matted with goo and
with just two pounds to his name, all he could do now was head back
for the Bed and Breakfast to wash and change into his other
clothes, and then hopefully get one of Gwyneth’s hot meals to
satiate this deep growling hunger pain. Gwyneth’s soup and one of
her evening meals were just what he needed right now, he had never
felt hunger like he was feeling right at this moment, he was so
bloated and felt a rumbling dull ache in his stomach, and he was
still constantly burping and spitting out that green-tinted phlegm.
He set off and began the long slow walk back down to the small
village of Llandrillo.

 


Whether he took a different route down the
hill he wasn’t sure, but he passed some small bungalows and a large
caravan park that he did not remember seeing on the ride up, yet he
ended up coming out onto the main road in the same place, well it
almost looked almost the same.

 


There was a sudden deep roar and the
buffeting wind of a passing lorry almost blew him off his feet, it
looked massive, he had never seen anything on the road that big
before, it was all streamlined, smooth hard metal sides and a
second matching trailer was pulled along behind it. There was a
loud ‘Psst’ sound as it slowed, and the engine almost whistled as
it again moved off, climbing up the hill apparently without any
effort, far faster than he had ever seen a lorry move before. A car
followed a few minutes later, it too caught his attention as it had
a very strange glittery paintwork that appeared to change colour as
his angle of vision and the light changed.

“It must be an import or some form of
experimental car, one of those strange concept cars manufacturers
build but never get put on sale, perhaps it’s on the way to a show
or something with that strange-looking truck”, he said aloud to
himself, as he had never seen that model or design of a car in the
past.

 


He felt shattered as he got closer to the
small village, his feet throbbed and the front of his shins felt so
painful it was as if they were broken. He saw the little grocery
shop and crossed over the road, two ladies standing in front of him
were busy talking in welsh, one pushed a small business size card
into a slot and the box bleeped, she then left apparently without
paying. The young assistant looked up at him and waited for him to
tell her what he wanted. He could see the disgust on their faces,
standing there in torn and grubby-looking clothes, wearing shorts
in the middle of January, he had to admit he certainly did look
strange, and perhaps they could smell him too. He reached into his
pocket for the emergency money that he had retrieved from the bike
and unrolled the two one-pound notes. Yes, this was an emergency,
he thought, he needed a smoke, maybe it was nicotine withdrawal
that was making him feel so strange and causing him to see weird
things. Food and drink could wait, at least until he reached the
B&B.

 


“Twenty Sovereign and a box of matches
please”, he asked. His eyes followed the girl as she confusingly
searched back and forth across the many racks of cigarettes, trying
to find what he had asked for. Perhaps Wales sells their own brands
of cigarettes, he thought, as he silently read out the many strange
new brand names and saw the various new styles of coloured
packs.

 


“I’m sorry cariad, we don’t seem to stock
those anymore, is there any others that will do?”.

 


“Twenty Rothmans, or Benson’s if you don’t
have those then please” he responded, and the girl once again
looked along the rows before she slapped the shiny pack down on the
counter and reached back for a box of matches. These cigarettes
seemed to be much longer than the ones he usually had, but he
didn’t care, he could always get his normal ones later.

 


“That will be six pounds and five, plus
fifteen pence for the matches, is there anything else?”. At first,
he just thought she had got it all wrong, and he laughed out
loudly.

 


“Six pounds for a pack of fags, my god they
might come in a gold pack, but I’m sure that they are not made of
it!”. He asked her to check her calculations once again, watching
her facial expression change to that of annoyance and then stabbing
her finger several times at the small label on the shelf before
repeating “it’s six pounds and five!”.

 


He only had two pounds, and he wasn’t willing
to pay anywhere near that for a pack of cigarettes, he would have
to wait till he could get into the main town, and get them from the
supermarket. Maybe there were still some left with his things back
at the B&B, he remembered that they had bought some just the
day before. He walked out leaving them on the counter, both ladies
staring at him disapprovingly as he uttered to himself that they
were surely taking advantage and stinging those who were unable to
get into town.

 


As he continued to walk towards the B&B
he tried to work it out.

 


“I normally pay around 45 pence for a packet,
so they are charging nearly fourteen times as much, how
ridiculous!”. Maths was never his best subject at school,
especially percentages, and when he eventually came up with it as
being a 1244% increase, he thought he definitely must be doing
something seriously wrong, nothing ever goes up that much, not even
gold.

 


He was expecting to see Keith and Martin’s
bikes outside the small B&B, but as he approached it they were
nowhere to be seen, he wondered where the hell they were, why they
had left him stranded up in the hills, they must have seen his bike
when they collected theirs, what the hell were they playing
at?.

 


Reaching Rose Cottage he noticed that the
front door had been changed, Gwyneth must have pushed her husband
to do it last night or earlier in the day, although from what he
remembered the old one had seemed just fine. He pushed at the door
to walk in, but it held fast, it was locked. He knocked, half
expecting no reply, if they had locked the door then they surely
must have gone out. Then he heard children shouting inside as they
played, ahh he thought, they have locked it to prevent the children
from running out into the road, they must have grandchildren
visiting.

 


“Can I help you?” a woman in her mid-twenties
asked him as she opened the door. She was dressed in black jeans
and wore a baggy T-shirt with ‘Flo Rida’ emblazoned across the
front, such a strange way to split the word Florida he thought,
especially using a capital ‘R’. She had a pale-looking complexion
and wore black lipstick, her hair long and almost covering her
eyes. Two young children were running up the hallway behind her, a
strange-looking pushchair and a large pile of scattered toys
cluttered up the normally spotless and empty route leading up to
the stairs. These must be Gwyneth’s grandchildren he thought, I bet
she is having kittens at the mess.

 


“Is Gwyneth about?” he asked when the young
woman did not invite him in.

 


“Gwyneth?” the lady looked quite perplexed,
“Do you mean Gwyneth and Gareth, the ones who used to run the
B&B?”, When he nodded she gasped, “Oh my god, they moved out
about twenty-five years ago when I was small, I can just about
remember them, she was a nice old lady. My mother took over this
place not long after Gareth passed away and it stopped being a
B&B as Gwyneth was moved into a nursing home. Gwyneth passed
away about fifteen years ago so I was told, she went through many
years of bad health. Then I took over this place about six years
ago when my mother passed away. How did you know them?”.

 


Paul was now totally confused, just how could
that be?. It was obvious from the new different paint scheme and
the changed furniture he could see behind the girl that it was not
the B&B that he remembered, and gathered there would be little
point in asking for his things.

 


“Oh, they were old friends of my family who
asked me to call on them, they didn’t know”. He couldn’t think of
anything to say to explain to this young girl why he was there, his
head felt as if it was exploding and he just stood there,
scratching his temples. The woman told him that she was sorry she
couldn’t be of help, then closed the door. He felt confused, lost
and suddenly dropped into a different world, one with so many
questions yet no obvious answers.

 


He shuffled his way along the narrow pavement
to the bridge, again amazed as he watched the bright yellow car
slowly drive past him, it had such a strange shape, sleek lines and
far from the box style he was used to, the only thing recognisable
being blue ‘Ford’ badge on the rear,

“This place seems to be full of prototypes,
Mark three? is that going to be the new Cortina?”

 


He was almost frightened to look around, his
brain struggling to take in what it was seeing, but, without any
money or clothes, or his bike for transport, he knew that he had to
start arranging some help. He walked over to the red telephone box
and opened the door, he didn’t have any change, but he thought that
the operator may be able to connect him and reverse the charges
just as they all had done many times in the past. The phone looked
very strange, the black handpiece was now blue, and a big label
informed him how to use the card slot, although he had no idea what
the card slot was for. The shiny round dial had been replaced with
a square pad of numbers, and unsure if he was doing it right he
gingerly pressed 1.0.0. The operator eventually answered him and he
read off to her the number for Keith’s home.

 


“I am sorry caller, but the number refuses to
accept your reversed call, they said there is nobody called Keith
at that address”. He tried again, this time giving his
grandmother's number, really he didn’t want to cause her any worry,
but he had no other option. “I am sorry caller, but that number no
longer exists!”. He got the same response trying Martin’s number,
and even when he tried the number of his St. John officer, none of
them could be connected, all no longer existed. How could that be?
He wondered, he just couldn’t understand why all the phones were
either unreachable or no longer existed. His Nan definitely would
have said if she was changing her number, and he knew for certain
that his Nan always paid her bills way before they were due, she
would never have missed a payment for fear of being disconnected
and the shame that came with it. Keith’s Dad was also of the same
‘Old School’, they would have both been so ashamed if their
telephone line was ever cut off through non-payment. And how come
they said they did not have a Keith there? Keith’s parents knew him
well, and if he had asked for reverse charges they would have known
something was amiss and instantly accepted his call.

 


In desperation he walked down to the edge of
the small river and sat on one of the boulders that lined the edge
of the river, he felt as though he was in the middle of a
nightmare, nothing made sense, his normal quite logical brain had
somehow had a mental breakdown. Things felt so unreal and strange,
It was January, yet the temperature and the weather were more like
that of summer. A man walked past him, he was talking to himself,
his hand against his ear he rambled on just like he was talking to
his wife. Two young children sat on a blanket beside one of the
small arches, whatever they had in their hand making such strange
noises, various loud pings and screaming whistles, then a grating
as a gravelly voice screamed out ‘Game Over’.

 


The world has gone mad he thought, or was it
him? Had that beer last night been tampered with? had something
been added that had affected his brain? and had whatever was put in
it made his brain think that he was now in a parallel universe?.
Surely it wasn’t possible, yet he really thought that he was
experiencing one of those Rod Serling’s ‘Twilight Zone’
programs.
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The children’s mother had finished reading
her paper, she stood up and shouted at the kids to play fair and
share the game between them, then folding up the blanket she told
them it was time to go home. She tucked the newspaper into the top
of the rubbish bin, then grabbing hold of the youngest child’s hand
they slowly walked back over the bridge and disappeared. Paul felt
lost, his dream of that hot meal had gone down the pan, he was
dying for a smoke, and now he was so very thirsty again. He still
did not have any real clothes, no socks, no underwear, and he had
no money to get home with. His brain hurt, and with nothing else to
do to take his mind off things, he grabbed the newspaper before it
flew away in the warm breeze.

 


He read a confusing article on Prince
Charles, and it also said about his wife Diana, then mentioning
their divorce and how her two boys had grown up after her death in
a French tunnel. One now flew rescue helicopters from a Welsh base
up in Anglesey, evidently getting married not that long before. It
went on about how one of their boys had been photographed naked at
some party. Who the hell was Diana? What sons? And regardless of
whose children they were, what the hell was a young kid doing naked
at a party?

 


There was another article about the prices
increasing for travelling through the Eurotunnel, and yet another
section which said about the last flight of the Concorde. He turned
back to the front page, the headline read ‘Another two soldiers
killed in Afghanistan by the Taliban’ and a short paragraph or two
about petrol rising yet again by another 3p per litre. Litres? Why
are they talking in litres? he tried to recall how many litres were
in a gallon, phew that’s gone up by over 12p a gallon he said to
himself. Paul knew they had still been in the middle of a fuel
crisis, but that was almost a third increase in cost overnight.
Perhaps that’s why the shop tried to swindle him out of all that
money for a pack of fags, it was to cover their overheads. And
there was him thinking they were just taking advantage because he
came from over the border.

 


His brain could not take it, everything that
he read just threw him deeper into confusion, perhaps it was a
spoof newspaper he thought, it certainly did not make any sense to
him. As he folded the paper back up ready to put it back into the
waste bin, he saw just below the name of the paper, ‘Friday, June
20th 2012’. He read it a second time, then a third, unable to take
in what it meant.

 


How could yesterday be the 24th January 1974,
and today be 20th June 2012, that’s getting on for forty years
apart. Yes, without any doubt he had gone crazy, tripped out on
some strange mind-blowing drug that had been surreptitiously given
to him in the guise of a cold beer. He would wake up soon, and find
himself in that tent on the hill, fully dressed, with a tin of
beans to cook, and a nice packet of cigarettes. Surely this
nightmare would soon end.

 


He took off the fraying baseball boots,
sitting on the bank he dangled his feet into the cool water, the
sun was beating down and he was so hot, maybe he had a little fever
or something. He moved and leant back against the bridge wall, and
shaded from the hot sun he dozed off.

 



 


 Chapter Four

 


Survival and Realisation

 


 


 


The day moved on,
his hunger and thirst grew, and so did the internal despair, the
more he tried to get his head around it, the more confused he
became. He walked the length of the village, his mind elsewhere,
not knowing anyone or knowing where to turn. Maybe he had been in a
coma he thought, yet if that was the case why then had he found
himself totally naked up on the mountain, there just did not seem
to be any logical explanation for anything that day.

 


Why had they come to Wales, why hadn’t they
just gone down to Margate and got sick riding the ‘Rotor’ and
watched the bikes screaming around the ‘Wall of Death’ while eating
candy floss and greasy burgers. If they had, then he had he might
even have been able to see Sally his girlfriend, perhaps even
visiting his posh aunt who lived on the seafront, the one who
poured strange-sounding teas through metal strainers at four
o’clock on the dot, always with a razor-thin slice of fruit cake.
Yes, that all sounded so much much better than his present
situation. But what had happened to his two friends, why had they
left him, why, why, why?

 


He checked his reflection in the sun-soaked
glass of a shop front, he looked a right mess, all grubby and his
skin still looking greyish from that awful grease. He was certainly
in need of a shave as the bristles were again starting to show on
his chin, his hair seemed a fraction longer than he normally kept
it, and was maybe also ready for a trim. His clothes were slowly
disintegrating, but apart from that he still looked the same twenty
year old as he did before, so no, he couldn’t have been in a coma
for thirty-eight years.

 


He sat on a low wall that surrounded the
church or chapel, letting his feet calm down as he held the
crumbling material away from the blister that had formed from not
wearing socks. He noticed a few marks on his arms and checking more
carefully found the same rows of little dots on his legs, puncture
marks, just like the needle marks he had seen on casualties when
covering pop concerts who were injecting all sorts of drugs. He
knew that he didn’t take drugs, he had always been so against
drugs, he had always been frightened of them, never trying any
himself for fear of the reactions and any side effects that they
might have. Yes, he smoked cigarettes, and yes he liked the odd
pint, but even with drinking he didn’t like to do so in excess and
enter that ‘not in control’ zone. So what the hell were these
strange puncture marks?

 


For many hours now he had been in this dream
world, here but not here, feeling distant. The clock in the shop
window said it was ten to six, and the prices shown for the goods
in view seemed extortionate. He saw the fridge and a large bottle
of milk, no longer in the usual glass bottle or even a waxed
cardboard carton, this was in a plastic container, the sign saying
that it was £1.35p for the four pints that it held. His thirst
seemed to increase and now filled his mind more than anything else,
there was nothing in the world so inviting as that cold looking
milk. Paul still had the pound notes in his pocket, and despite his
disgust at paying out such a price, he placed the milk bottle on
the counter and handed the woman both of the notes. The woman
looked at them strangely, holding them up in the air and studying
them for a while, she then turned to the other lady who was behind
her and filling the bread rack, she too held them up in the air
then began shaking her head. She passed the two notes back to
him.

 


“Sorry, we do not accept foreign notes here!”
she said loudly as if broadcasting the fact to the other people in
the shop. Paul was stunned, he thought that British tender was the
same whether you were in England, Scotland or Wales, they had not
challenged him about it before when he had bought petrol, or when
he had paid for beer in the pub when they had arrived in the
village, so why couldn’t they accept them now?.

 


“Oh my, I’ve not seen those for many years”
the middle-aged man standing beside him suddenly said. “How much do
you want for them? I collect old coins and money, I meant to keep
some of those before they were withdrawn, I have all the coins from
a Farthing up to the latest two-pound coins, I have been saving
them all for my grandchildren, but I missed out the pound notes.
Please would you accept five pounds?.

 


Paul didn’t grasp any of it at first, were
these welsh people completely mad? Who would give someone five
pounds for just two in return, surely only someone with a screw
loose. But the man begged him again and again, and he found himself
passing the two notes over, as two smaller crisp looking five-pound
notes were placed back in his fingers. What? yes they must
certainly be mad here, this man was not offering five pounds for
both of the pound notes as he thought, but five pounds for
each!.

 


The lady behind the till immediately took one
of them from him, handing him both the milk and a handful of coins.
He left the shop feeling totally perplexed, but at least the milk
quenched his thirst as he guzzled his way through nearly half the
container.

 


Stuffed now with milk, he sat on the wall
waiting for it to take effect and give him back some energy. As he
sat there he studied the coins, the dates varying, some saying
2011, 2012, and one 1999. Everything seemed to point towards the
date on the paper as being true, but he just couldn’t see how it
was at all possible.

 


The older shop assistant called across to
him, seeing that he was confused, hungry and perhaps a little down
on his luck, she told him that she was marking down the day’s cakes
and bread if he wanted them, as they wouldn’t stay fresh in the
shop overnight. As he held out the handful of strange coins, she
took one of the gold and one of the silver hexagon shape coins out
of his hand, then filled a large paper bag with the now slightly
hardening cakes. She passed him another bag with a long loaf and a
few rolls, telling him that she would have to charge him for a
carrier bag, then she took another small tiny silver coin from him
and placed everything in the ultra-thin plastic bag. He wondered
how strong these were compared to the paper sacks that he was used
to, as he watched the woman shut the doors and rotate the closed
signs. It appeared the village would once again sleep till
morning.

 


Without realising, he had returned along the
road out of town in the direction that he had come in earlier in
that day, he was once again standing at the pathway that stood
beside the rows and rows of caravans and which lead up to the
mountain. The main road ahead of him went on for what seemed miles,
he remembered riding along on his bike a few days before when they
visited Llangollen, he followed the tree lines with his eyes, but
there seemed nothing worth him walking to. Once again he sat down
on the wall, eagerly eating a fruit bun from the paper bag, trying
to work out in his mind where he could go. It would soon be
nighttime and he knew that he couldn’t just sit on a wall all
night. He thought of the woods further up the mountain, maybe he
could find a spot somewhere sheltered, he had the training and
ingenuity to make a shelter, maybe he should go back to his wrecked
bike, try to use the torn cover to make some form of a tent, at
least it would be some protection. There were a few basic tools
there in the small side panel that he could use, although a wheel
spanner and pair of pliers did not seem to be the ideal tools in
this situation, a knife and ball of string would have been far more
useful.
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