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Chapter 1

 


 


“This has to be the coldest place in all of
Denmark” the man said, holding up his scarf closer to his face and
pulling his beanie hat down.

“Come on” the other man said. “It’s not that
bad.”

“Goddamn it!” the first man said, picking up
his trowel and started working on trench two.

“I haven’t seen the boss man today at all
yet. Bet he’s nice and warm back at the hotel.”

“Actually mate, he’s over in trench four, the
other side of the dig site. Apparently they’ve found something over
there.”

This was the third week on the archaeology
dig, and the first time they had found anything of significance.
Everybody was cold and getting very fed up with it all. But Dr
Thomas Long had worked for years to get here, and he wasn’t going
to be put off by a few people with no ambition.

“Dr Long, it’s amazing!” said Gracie
Stevenson, his young assistant, looking at him with a big smile on
her face.

“Do we know if it’s male or female yet?”
replied Long, crouching down beside her.

“It’s male, I would say. Look at the pelvis
and the brow bone. Definitely male.” she brushed the dirt and snow
off the skull.

“By the findings around the body, I’d date it
to around the late 790s” he said, holding up one of the items. It
appeared to be a small knife, but until it could be cleaned up, it
was hard to tell.

“Are there any more, do we know yet?” he
said, standing back up straight again and surveying his dig
site.

“No. Not yet anyway. Dr Long – this is
unique.”

“I know” he said. “People in this time tended
to burn their dead.”

“Exactly.”

He took out his notebook from his rucksack
and started writing frantically. Gracie stooped back over the
skeleton and carried on brushing the fragile bones with her brush.
After about five minutes, Dr Long stopped his scribbling and put
his tattered notebook away.

“OK.” he said. “We need to get the bones out
and shipped to the lab in England.”

She looked up. “And what about the Danish
authorities? I’m sure they’ll have something to say about
that.”

“Leave them to me” he replied with a smile.
He walked away to go back to the tent that was set up as a HQ and
somewhere to put the finds. He kept his laptop in there. He pulled
aside the tent opening, just a simple bit of fabric, and walked
in.

It was surprisingly warm in there. A small
portable heater was sitting in the corner giving off some much-
needed heat. He opened up his computer and started typing. Within
minutes his contact in the Danish government had emailed him back
with all the necessary documentation he would need to transport any
items he found to his lab in England, including the long-dead
skeleton.

Long stood up smiling, very pleased with
himself. Having a father who was an ex-MI5 agent came in very handy
sometimes. As he was about to walk out, Gracie walked in and almost
bumped into him.

“I’m so sorry, doctor” she said with
embarrassment. He gave her a slap to the arm as if she was an old
friend. “Don’t worry about it Gracie. More importantly, I’ve sorted
the little problem out with the Danes.” there was a big smile
across his face. She looked at him, confused. “What do mean?” she
asked, taking a seat near one of the fold-up desks.

“Well, we can ship the finds out whenever we
wish, including our dead friend.”

“That’s fantastic. How did you manage to
persuade them to let us take it back to England?”

“Don’t ask!” he replied, still smiling. He
took a plastic cup from one of the boxes and a flask of hot coffee
and started to pour.

“Would you like a cup?” he asked her, holding
the flask up. “It’s good. Made it myself.”

“OK, thanks. That would be great.” she handed
him a cup from the desk just behind her. As they started to drink,
the cellphone near to him started to ring and he spilled his drink
down his front.

“Shit!” he said, attempting to wipe it off
himself. He picked up the phone, pressed the red ‘decline call’
button and slammed the phone down again on to the desk. Almost
straight away it started to ring again.

“I’m thinking maybe you should answer that,
it must be important” Gracie said, putting her cup down and getting
back to her feet.

“I really am too busy to take calls at the
moment, Grace” he said, still dabbing his jacket with a cloth.

“Like I said, it must be important” she said,
opening the tent flap and walking out.

“Please, call me Thomas!” he shouted after
her over the loud ringing of that damn phone.

He took the jacket off and put it over the
chair where Gracie had been sitting. Turning round, he sighed and
walked over to pick up the ringing cellphone.

“Hello?” he said abruptly.

“Hello? Thomas, are you there, can you hear
me?” the voice on the other end said, almost too loudly.

“Jon, why are you shouting?” replied Thomas,
recognizing his friend’s American accent.

“Oh, sorry Tom. Thought the signal wasn’t
very good. I got cut off the first time I called.”

Thomas sat down and poured himself another
coffee.

“Jon, for one thing, the signal is fine. This
is 2026, we can get signals anywhere these days. And another thing,
I cut you off.”

“Really?” Jon
said, more shocked than annoyed.

“Yes, I’m very busy here Jon. It’s turning
out to be a great dig. I’ve found a complete skeleton from the late
eighth century.” he stopped talking sharply as Jon began to
interrupt him.

“Tom, listen to me. I’ve had a breakthrough
with my project and I need you to come here straight away.”

“Are you joking Jon? I can’t just leave here
now, I’m about to start shipping my finds and the skeleton back
home, I’m far too busy for this.” Thomas was almost getting
angry.

“Tom, please, I wouldn’t be calling you now
if it wasn’t important.”

Now Thomas was starting to get angry.

“Jon, if this is about that stupid idea you
had when we were at uni...”

“I’ve done it Tom. It’s worked” Jon
interrupted again. The look on Thomas’ face was one of pure shock.
He replied “Jon, I hope you’re not messing with me?”

“No Tom, I’m not messing.” he paused. “So,
will you join me in Washington?”

“Well, Jon” he said trying to regain his
composure. “This is all very interesting, but what do you need me
for?”

Jon gave a little chuckle on the other end of
the phone. “As an adviser, of course. Thomas, listen, I’ll pay for
everything, your flight here, even to ship your finds back to
England. And you can carry on with your work after you’re done
here.” there was a pause which seemed to last for ages. “Well Tom,
seem fair to you?”

“OK Jon. I’ll do it. When do you want me
there?” Another little chuckle came down the phone.

“I’ve already booked the flight for you. And
there will be a chopper to come pick you up from your dig site and
take you to the airport. It’ll be there in about thirty
minutes.”

Thomas was shocked. He rubbed his head. “That
soon? OK, but it had better be worth it Jon.”

“It will my friend, it will. You have my
word.” Thomas cancelled the call and rushed out the tent.

“Gracie, Gracie!” he shouted. He saw her
sitting down in the trench which had been hiding the skeleton for
so long. “Gracie!” he shouted again. He started to run over to her
but slipped in the snow.

“Shit” he said aloud. Scrambling back to his
feet, he began to run again. As he reached her, she got to her
feet.

“Dr Long, what is it, are you OK?”

“Thomas, call me Thomas.” he replied slightly
out of breath. After a moment he regained his composure and his
breath.

“Gracie, I have to leave, something important
has come up. And I’m going to need you to come with me” he said.
The look of shock on her face said it all.

“Doctor…” she began.

“Thomas!” he interrupted.

“Sorry – Thomas. What on earth are you
talking about? We can’t just leave now, there are things we still
need to do and the shipping to organize.”

“I know, but we really need to do this.
There’s a helicopter on its way now, so I’m going to leave Billy in
charge to sort all that out.”

“But Thomas...” she began again.

“No buts, Gracie. Believe me, you’re going to
want to see this.” he gave her a faint smile.

Twenty minutes later they were almost packed.
Thomas, making sure he had his precious notebook, turned to Billy,
one of the site supervisors.

“So Bill, are you sure you can sort all that
out for us?”

“Of course Thomas, but I don’t see what the
rush is all about” he replied, handing Thomas his laptop to put in
his bag.

“Believe me mate, it is the opportunity of a
lifetime” Thomas said, pushing his computer into his huge
rucksack.

“OK buddy, consider it done. The finds and
the skeleton will be at the lab by the time you get home.”

“Cheers Bill “Thomas said, patting Billy on
the back.

“I’m ready” Gracie said. Thomas turned round
to her. She looked so small, standing there with a gigantic
rucksack on her back. Thomas gave her a smile.

“So you are. Me too.” she smiled back at him.
“Gracie, this will be something remarkable. We’ll go down in
history for what we’re going to do.”

“Well, you still haven’t even told me that,
or even where we’re going.”

“Well, at first we’re going to Washington DC.
But after, well – who knows?” he replied, still smiling from ear to
ear. They stopped as the sound of the helicopter came roaring over
the snow-filled valley. They walked out of the tent to see the
helicopter getting closer, the black metal standing out against the
white. As it got closer they could make out that it was a military
helicopter.

“You didn’t say the army was coming for us”
she said, turning to Thomas. There was no reply. The helicopter
began to hover near them and finally descended. Snow and dirt were
blown everywhere as the rotors spun round with a roaring sound. The
pair shielded their eyes from the debris as slowly the sound and
the wind dropped. The rotor blades finally stopped. Thomas took his
hand away from his face and started to walk over to the helicopter.
The side door slid open and a man stepped out. He was huge, and
dressed in military uniform with a pistol strapped to his leg. He
walked over to greet Thomas with a firm handshake.

“Dr Long, I presume?” he asked.

“Thomas Long, how do you do” came his
reply.

“My name is Lieutenant Karl Mackenzie. I’ve
been sent by Dr Jonathan Walker. I’m to escort you to the
airport.”

“Yes, I know” replied Thomas, rubbing his
hand from the handshake. “I wasn’t aware that the army was involved
in Dr Walker’s project.”

The tall man looked down at him. “Well, I’m
sure Dr Walker will explain everything to you himself” he said. As
they got to the helicopter Lt Mackenzie looked back at Gracie.
Billy had already scuttled away at the sight of the big man with
the gun.

“And who is this?” he asked, looking at
Gracie.

“Oh, I’m sorry. This is Gracie Stevenson, my
assistant” Thomas replied. The Lieutenant looked her up and
down.

“And what’s she here for?”

“I’ve been asked to accompany Dr Long to
Washington” Gracie interrupted, holding her head up defiantly. She
could tell that he didn’t like women, or didn’t respect them, and
she wasn’t about to let him bully her, or for that matter
Thomas.

The lieutenant looked down at Thomas. “On
whose authority?”

Thomas looked straight back up at him. He was
thinking that if Gracie could stand up to this man, so could
he.

“I’m Miss Stevenson’s boss, so it’s under my
authority. I need her with me. And that’s final.” Thomas was
feeling a little out of his depth. The lieutenant curled his
lip.

“Very well. Get in.” He turned around and got
into the helicopter. Thomas and Gracie looked at each other with a
sense of pride mixed with relief and followed the man through the
metal door and into the helicopter. The lieutenant slammed the door
behind them and handed them a pair of ear protectors each. They put
them on and fastened their seat belts. The engines started up with
a roar and the rotor blades started spinning. They could see
through the small window that the snow was blowing all over the dig
site again. They could see their colleagues looking up at the
helicopter as it began to get higher and higher until the site was
a small dot in the middle of the snowy valley.

All the way to the airport the lieutenant
said nothing. He just stared out of his window. Thomas and Gracie
talked quietly together. Thomas knew why his old friend was calling
them to Washington, but he did not tell Gracie; he wanted it to be
a surprise, one that she wouldn’t believe even if he did tell
her.

Gracie looked out of the window and could see
the airport getting closer. There was less snow here than in the
valleys, and she could see the runways clearly. The helicopter
landed on a helipad the other side of the airport and the engines
slowly began to stop as the helicopter started to power down. Lt
Mackenzie opened the door and got out, followed by Thomas and then
Gracie.

“Well, here is your ticket Dr Long” he said.
“If you make your way to the terminals I’ll sort out another for
Miss Stevenson. It’ll be waiting at the desk for you when you get
there.” He handed the ticket to Thomas and then shook his hand
again. The same bone-crushing hand shake as before.

“Thank you” replied Thomas, the pain visible
in his face. “I appreciate it.”

“You’re welcome” Mackenzie said, turning to
walk away. He was met by another soldier, and they both disappeared
through a door. Thomas looked down at the ticket in his hand.

“Wow!” he said. “First class. And the flight
leaves in forty minutes. Grace, we have to hurry.” he picked up his
rucksack and threw it over his shoulder. Gracie did the same and
they both ran across the car park and into the terminal building.
They stopped and looked around. People were dashing in every
direction. Then Thomas noticed a man walking very calmly towards
them. He was wearing a dark suit and had a wire running up to his
ear. More military, thought Thomas.

“Dr Long, nice to meet you. I am Agent
Summers. I’m assigned to Dr Walker’s project, and I’ll be
accompanying you on your flight to the States.” He shook Thomas’
hand. Thomas was relieved that it was a normal handshake.

“Hi, this is Miss Stevenson, my
assistant.”

“Ah” the agent replied, looking at her. “So
this ticket must be yours then?” she took the ticket from him and
shook his hand. “Thank you” she said with a smile.

“We should board now, please follow me” the
agent said, leading them to the departures area. They walked
through the doors and started walking straight past the security
checkpoint. Thomas looked round at Gracie, who was following behind
with a questioning look on her face.

“Don’t worry doctor” the agent said, briefly
glancing at him, “I’ve already cleared it with security.” He
smiled.

Soon enough they were taking their seats in
the spacious first class area. Gracie looked over at Thomas, who
was sitting on the other side of the wide aisle. He looked back at
her, and she gave him a smile. After putting his bag in the
overhead compartments Thomas sat down and fastened his seat belt
tightly. He wasn’t a very good flyer.

“Are you OK?” the agent said to him.

“Yeah, I’m fine” Thomas replied, getting
himself comfortable. The agent took his seat next to Thomas and
clicked his seat belt together. This will be a long flight, Thomas
thought.

Two hours later he was just finishing his
in-flight meal.

“Well, the food in first class is much
better” he said to the agent.

“Indeed” the agent replied, putting down his
knife and fork.

“So then” Thomas began, turning round in his
seat to face the agent, “what interest does the military have in
Jon’s work?”

The agent looked at Thomas, confused. “Surely
you are aware of what Dr Walker’s work is all about?”

“Yes, of course” Thomas replied. “He’s been
talking about it for years.”

“Well then” the agent said. “The significance
of such work would be very useful to the government and the
military. Surely you can understand this?”

“I’m beginning to understand, I think. And
I’m not sure that I like it.”

The agent turned to him. “Do you realize what
could be accomplished by using this kind of technology, Dr Long?”
he turned back round and faced forward.

“The possibilities are endless.” Thomas shook
his head in disapproval.

“Maybe. But at what cost?” he said, in a low
voice.

Nothing more was said on the matter and both
men started to relax in their seats. Thomas closed his eyes, hoping
to get some much-needed sleep. Gracie was already fast asleep.

“So what has Jon decided to call this little
venture of his?” Thomas asked the agent, still with his eyes
closed.

The agent closed his eyes. “The time project”
he said.


Chapter 2

 


 


Thomas opened his eyes and looked round the
hotel room. He still felt jet-lagged from the flight the day
before, and he had a pounding headache as well. He sat up and moved
to the side of the bed. Opening the drawer of the bedside cabinet,
he took out some of the painkillers which he took everywhere with
him. He wasn’t going to let one of his migraines get in his way
today. He took two of the small round pills and got straight into
the shower.

Thirty minutes later he was dressed and in
fresh clean clothes, provided by his friend Jon, who had paid for
everything. He picked up his small satchel and opened the zipper.
He grabbed his notebook and pen from the table and his electronic
tablet from the bed and shoved them into the satchel. Fastening up
the zipper, he threw the strap over his shoulder, picked up the
room keycard and walked out. Stepping out of the elevator, he heard
Gracie’s voice.

“Hey, Thomas.”

“Morning, Gracie.”

“Are you OK? You look ill.”

“I’ll be fine”
he said. “Just a headache. It’ll go soon.”

“Well, if you’re sure?”

“Yeah, no worries. I’ll be fine” he said,
forcing a smile and patting her on the arm. Agent Summers appeared
from nowhere and walked over to them.

“Have you eaten yet?” he asked abruptly.

“Not yet” Thomas answered. “Have you,
Grace?”

“No.”

“Well, you won’t have time now” the agent
said impatiently. “We’ll grab you something on the way. We’re
already running late.” He started to walk towards the main entrance
of the hotel. Thomas and Gracie followed quickly behind him; they
didn’t want to irritate him any more than they already had.

As they stepped out into the busy street, a
long black car pulled up in front of them. The agent opened the
rear door and gestured for them to get in.

“Shall we?” he said. Thomas got in, followed
by Gracie, and the door slammed shut behind them. The agent walked
round the car and got into the passenger side.

The vehicle began to move off into the
Washington streets. They were quiet for the whole journey, staring
out of the windows at the huge, busy city. The new ATV air buses
were passing over their heads just above the skyscrapers. Gracie
watched them in awe. They hadn’t come to England yet and even in
the US only Washington DC, New York and Los Angeles had them.

Finally the car stopped and the agent got
out. Thomas strained to see where he was going, but he quickly
returned with a bag and plastic coffee cups in a holder. He opened
the door and handed the food over to Thomas.

“Here” he said, and smiled. Thomas, a little
shocked at this unexpected act of friendship, handed Gracie one of
the coffees and a bagel and started eating.

After a short while the buildings began to
get smaller and fewer. A long straight road was before them, and
the car began to gain speed. An hour later, with not much to look
at through the windows, the car turned left down a narrow side
road. The road opened up towards the end and a huge building stood
in front of them. It was a massive facility, with smaller side
buildings dotted around the larger one.

The car slowly came to a stop in front of a
security gate and one of the guards stepped out of the little hut.
He was wearing black, with thick body armour and a large pistol on
his belt. The agent got out and walked over to him. They seemed to
speak for a minute or two, and then the guard gestured for the
driver to go through. The gates opened automatically and the agent
got back in. The car drove in slowly and went forward towards the
large building. As it came to a halt Thomas could see through the
window that his old friend was standing outside waiting for them to
arrive. Thomas opened the door and got out. Jon walked over to him
and gave him a hug.

“My friend!” he said. “I’m so glad you could
come.”

“Well, you didn’t really give me a choice did
you Jon?” Thomas replied, smiling at his friend and gripping his
arms.

“So, what have you done, Jon?” he asked. Jon
was about to answer when he looked over Thomas’ shoulder and saw
Gracie standing next to the car.

“And who is this, Tom?” he walked away from
Thomas and over to Gracie.

“My name is Gracie Stevenson” she said,
before Thomas could reply. “I’m here to help Thomas with whatever
work you have in store for him.” Jon smiled.

“The work I have in store for him, he’s gonna
need that help!” he laughed.

“Please, come inside” Jon said. He started
walking over to the huge metal door of the building. Thomas and
Gracie followed him, their eyes adjusting to the dimmer light. They
could see vast amounts of equipment and computers dotted around the
room. There were security guards walking around with assault
weapons and men and women scurrying around going about their work.
The three of them walked into an elevator and Jon pressed one of
the buttons. The elevator carried them up several floors and they
walked out.

“So, did you both have a good trip here?” he
asked, as they made their way down a long corridor.

“Yes, it was fine. Bit of a rush though”
Thomas replied. Jon turned to him and laughed.

“Yes, well I’m sorry about the haste, but
you’re the best historian I know. We couldn’t do this without you.”
he gave Thomas a pat on his back.

“Jon, I’m the only historian you know!”
Thomas said jokingly. Jon gave another laugh. They finally got to
the end of the corridor, where before them was a door with a key
code lock. Jon punched in a code and the door opened. Walking in,
Thomas could see that it was an office. It was quite large, with a
single window looking down on a huge darkened room. Jon sat down at
what was quite obviously his desk and gestured for Thomas and
Gracie to sit on the sofa next to it.

“Well Thomas” Jon said. “You know why you’re
here?”

Thomas rubbed the stubble on his face. “Of
course I do, Jon. “So, have you done it?” Gracie looked at both of
them in turn and said “Done what? Will someone please tell me what
the hell we’re doing here?”

Jon looked over at Thomas. “You didn’t tell
her?”

“No” replied Thomas. “I wanted it to be a
surprise.”

Jon leaned forward and looked at Gracie.
Straight into her eyes.

“I’ve asked Thomas to come here as a field
agent and advisor” he said, his friendly face becoming quite stern.
She swallowed and took in a breath. “What sort of field agent?” he
sat back in his large leather seat.

“I have done something no one has ever done
before” he said. “I have made it possible to move and travel
through time.”

Gracie looked at him with a blank expression
on her face. “Are you joking with me or something?” she turned to
face Thomas. “Is this some kind of joke Thomas? Because if it is
it’s certainly not at all funny.” She got to her feet and picked up
her bag.

“Gracie, sit down” Thomas said to her
calmly.

“We’ve travelled around the world, left our
dig site and for what... a joke?”

“Sit down, Gracie!” Thomas repeated, more
loudly. She stopped her ranting and sat back down. Jon was back in
his seat with one leg crossed over the other.

“It is very true, my dear. I have made it
possible” he said to her. “And what’s more, I’ve really done it.
I’ve sent a living human being back in time.”

At this point Thomas leaned forward. “Who did
you send?”

“He was a test subject, nothing more,
supplied by the military.”

Thomas gave Jon a disgusted look. “A test
subject? A test subject? This was a human being Jon, what
the fuck were you thinking?”

“He was a criminal, Tom, sentenced to death.
He gave away his rights when he took the lives of others.”

“But Jon, you’ve sent a murderer back in
time. Do you realize what could happen?”

Thomas stood up, not believing what he was
hearing. “Jon, if this man starts killing people in whatever time
he’s in, it could alter the future. It could change history
forever. The implications of what could happen are
devastating!”

Jon stood up and walked over to Thomas to try
and calm him.

“I know, Thomas” he said. “I know. That’s why
we’re going to go after him to bring him back here, to this time.”
Thomas stopped and looked at him. “You’re right Tom, I made a
mistake but with your help I can right this wrong.”

Thomas took a breath and began to calm down.
“How you know he’s still alive anyway, that he even survived the
time jump?” he asked.

“We surgically implanted a device that will
let us know if any of the jumpers die” Jon answered. “Tom, he’s
still alive. But we need to get after him.”

“OK, when?” Thomas said picking up his
satchel.”

“We can leave this evening, but before we go
you’ll have to have a briefing regarding the equipment and
procedures. And you’ll both have to have an implant put in.”

“Yeah, whatever” Thomas said. Gracie hadn’t
said another word. She just sat there in disbelief.

“OK, well let’s get started.” Jon said,
opening the office door. Thomas looked round at Gracie and held out
his hand. “Come on Grace. It’ll be fine. I promise.” She looked up
at him and took his hand. “How’s your headache?”

He smiled at her. “It’s a lot better now,
thanks. Come on, I’ll go first to have this device put in.”

“Oh, it’s a simple procedure. Nothing to
worry about” Jon said, holding the door for them both. They walked
out of the office and back towards the elevator. On the floor below
them, they got out. They were standing in a huge darkened room.
Then the lights suddenly came flickering on. Thomas looked round
and saw Jon standing near a panel on the wall.

“There” Jon said, “a bit of light.” he picked
up a small handset from a nearby station and said “We’re ready for
you now”.

Within minutes the room seemed to be filled
with scientists and other workers. One man walked over to Jon. He
was scruffy with a long beard and wore a long white lab coat. They
seemed to speak for a minute or two and Jon gestured over towards
Thomas and Gracie. The scruffy scientist then walked over to them,
smiling. “So then, who’s first?” he said. Thomas presumed he was
talking about the device which they were to have surgically
implanted. He looked at Gracie and then back at the man.

“I am” he said.

“Excellent” the man replied. “Please follow
me, would you?” Thomas and Gracie quickly followed after the
scientist, who was walking very fast towards one of the side rooms.
He pressed his keycard against the flashing red device on the door
frame, which quickly turned green for them to enter. The man pushed
open the door and the three of them walked in.

“Lights!” the man said quite loudly, and the
lights flickered on automatically. There was a single seat in the
centre of the room with computers and devices all round. Surgical
equipment was set up next to the seat and an oversized light was
fixed over it. It reminded Gracie of a dentist’s chair. Thomas was
equally apprehensive. Was this crazy-looking man going to be
cutting him open?

“And what happens now?” Gracie asked the man,
stepping in front of Thomas. The scientist stopped fiddling with
the computers next to the chair and looked at her.

“Dr Long will sit down and we can begin” he
said. He gestured to Thomas to sit down. “That is, if you still
wish to go first?”

Thomas looked at Gracie, and she looked back
at him with soft hopeful eyes. He looked back at the man.

“Yes yes, of course I’ll go first” he said.
He walked over and sat down in the chair. The man immediately
leaned over him and turned the huge light on. Thomas was blinded
for a second, until his eyes adjusted to the bright light. The man
started messing with something to Thomas’ right and he felt his
sleeve being rolled up his arm.

“This isn’t going to hurt, Dr Long. Please
relax.” Thomas could now smell the scientist’s breath. He felt a
needle go in and within seconds he couldn’t feel his arm at all. He
looked down, feeling more confident now that his arm was numb. The
man’s hand was holding a scalpel, which he put against Thomas’
forearm and drew across. Blood seeped out of a small cut, which the
man gently mopped up. He was holding a pair of tweezers with
something small and black gripped in them, and he now pushed the
black object into the cut. Thomas could feel it lock into place.
The tweezers were pulled out, and the man picked up another little
tool, which he ran across the wound. A small curl of smoke came off
the cut as the tool was dragged along; the smell of burning flesh
made Thomas feel sick. The wound was now closed up and hardly
visible. The man took of his latex gloves off and stepped back.

“There” he said. “All done.” Thomas got up
out of the seat, looking at his arm with suspicion.

“My turn” Gracie said, pushing Thomas aside
and jumping into the chair.

Ten minutes later the two of them walked out
the room. Jon walked over to them.

“Told you it wouldn’t hurt” he said with a
smile, holding up his own arm. There was a small, hardly visible
scar.

“Great” Thomas said sarcastically. “Guess
we’re in the same club now. So, now what?”

“Over here” replied Jon smiling. He was not
letting the fact that Thomas was annoyed get to him. They walked
over to a monitor which had a green line waving up and down along
it, and what appeared to be a heart rate indicator in the left-hand
corner.

“So, this must be your test subject’s cardiac
monitor” Thomas said, looking intensely at the big screen.

“Sure is” replied Jon, walking over to the
touch panel below the monitor. He touched a few buttons and more of
the same lines appeared on screen, followed by three more heart
rates.

“And here” Jon began, “are ours.” Jon looked
back at his friend and gave a hopeful smile, one that suggested he
hoped Thomas would smile back. Thomas did manage to force a smile,
which pleased Jon, and he rushed over to his friend and gripped his
arm.

“I’m so glad you’re with me now, old buddy”
Jon said.

“There’s nowhere else I would be” said
Thomas.

“Well, I’ll show you the equipment we’ll be
taking with us shortly” Jon said. “But first, how about a
coffee?”

“I’d love one” answered Gracie.

“Yeah, me too” said Thomas.

“Excellent” Jon said, and he walked over to a
table near one of the computer monitors. The table had all sorts of
refreshments on it, including a coffee machine. Jon took three cups
and started to pour.

“Thank you” Gracie said, taking one of the
cups of coffee from Jon. The other was handed to Thomas, who took
it and started drinking straight away.

“So, then” said Jon after taking a sip of
coffee. “You found a complete skeleton, did you?”

“That’s right. From about the late 790s. I’m
hoping it’s a Viking warrior.”

“Wow, that’s remarkable” Jon said.

“Not as remarkable as what you’ve done, Jon.
The idea that we can go back in time and see exactly how people
lived is amazing. You have accomplished something
unbelievable.”

“Thanks Tom” Jon said with a warm smile.
Gracie looked on as the friends became engrossed in deep
conversation.

“So tell me Jon, how does it work?” Thomas
asked.

“It’s all to do with dark matter.” Jon put
down his coffee cup and started explaining, using hand gestures.
“You see, we can manipulate the atoms in our machine and fire them
at the beam array plate, and it can open a wormhole at any point in
the past, from a few minutes ago to thousands of years back.”

“Wow” Thomas said. “You make it sound so
easy.”

“Well, it is, really. Once we figured out how
to manipulate the dark atoms of course.”

“So, is the time random when the wormhole
opens, or can you control where and when to open it?”

“Not random. We have complete control over
what time period and where on the planet we can jump to. The first
jump was random of course, but after that we managed to lock in
precise dates and locations. We just punch the date and the
coordinates into the matter beam and there you have it. Bang,
you’re there.”

“And the test subject?” Gracie said.

“Like I said, it was random. The first jump.
He’s ended up in England in the late 19th century.”

“Then that’s where we’re going” Thomas said,
squeezing his empty cup and throwing it into the trash can next to
him.

“Well, the sooner the better Tom” Jon said,
doing the same. “Come. I’ll show you the equipment. It’s over
here.” he started walking away. Thomas and Gracie followed eagerly
behind him. With a beep, the door slid open and they walked in. The
lights came on, activated by Jon’s verbal command. Along one wall
hung black all-in-one suits with various gadgets lying next to
them. Jon walked over to them and pressed a button on one of the
display cases. The glass covering the suits slid smoothly away.

“This, my friend, is a conduit suit” Jon
said, holding up his hand to one of the black suits. “It protects
the body from the dark matter beam and makes the jump back in time
more smooth and less painful. It’s also lightly armoured, just in
case we run into any trouble.” he looked pleased with himself. “It
also has a touch panel and display on the left forearm. Gives you
the stats on the suit you’re wearing, and also a mini map of the
area you’re in along with a communication device, so you can keep
in touch with your team if you’re separated from one another.”

“You’ve thought of everything” Gracie said,
trying not to sound too excited.

“That’s not all.” Jon began again. “We’ll
also need protection.” he reached into the cabinet and took out a
large pistol. “This is a 9mm pulse burst pistol. Can be switched
from semi-automatic to full automatic. The clip carries 30
explosive tracer rounds.”

Thomas interrupted. “Wait a minute Jon.” he
said. “We can’t just go around killing people in other times. It
could have a devastating effect. I’ve said this already. That’s why
we’re going after your little test subject.”

“Yes Tom. I know. The weapons are just a
precaution. We’ll have to defend ourselves if we’re attacked by
someone, or something.” Jon was trying to reason with Thomas.
Thomas began to calm himself.

“Very well Jon. I’ll carry one, but I won’t
use it.”

“Well, as long as you’ve got one, just in
case.” Jon said, then turned round and placed the weapon back on
its stand below the suits. One of the workers came in and whispered
something to Jon. He turned back round to face Thomas and
Gracie.

“We’ll be ready to suit up in one hour. The
machine will be ready then.”

They walked out and Jon gestured for them to
go to the centre of the huge room. As they walked past all the
machinery and computers, the scientists and engineers, they saw the
machine at the centre. At one end was a platform, almost like a
stage, and at the other end, along what seemed like a runway, there
seemed to be an enormous gun, like some futuristic ray gun pointing
right at the platform.

“Well” said Jon, “this is it.” He stepped in
front of them.

“It’s... it’s big” Thomas said, in awe of the
machine.

Jon laughed. “Yes, it is. You see, once we’re
ready to go, we’ll stand there on the platform and the date and
coordinates are entered into the dark matter array on the other
end. Within minutes the beam will be fired and we’ll be jumped to
those exact coordinates.”

Thomas looked shocked. “Fired at us, you
said?”

Jon gave another laugh. “It’s perfectly safe,
Tom. That’s what the suits are for. You’ll be fine.” Gracie had no
worries at all, just pure excitement.

Within thirty minutes they were suited up.
They walked back to the centre of the room. The machine was making
a whooshing sound now, with lights blinking around it. The sound of
power filled the room.

“Are you OK Thomas?” Gracie said, giving his
arm a reassuring rub.

“Yeah, I’m fine” he replied, fiddling with
the tight suit around his wrists. “Just a bit nervous.”

Jon walked over to them. He also had his suit
on and like the others a pistol was strapped to his leg.

“So then” he began. “We’re ready to leave.”
he held his hand out towards the platform. Gracie looked up at
Thomas.

“Come on” she said. “It’s going to be
cool.”

“Let’s do this” he replied, gathering
courage. The three of them walked up the steps and stood in the
centre of the platform as instructed by Jon. A loud voice came over
the tannoy system. “Ten seconds to launch.” It started to countdown
– 9, 8, 7… Thomas started to sweat and he began to feel so scared
that he almost vomited. 6, 5, 4… the machine became louder and the
barrel was spinning fast now, with a bright intense light coming
from the centre. 3, 2… “Here we go!” shouted Jon. 1... with a
blinding flash, they were gone.

 


* * * * *

 


Thomas looked down at his legs, which were
shaking uncontrollably. There was smoke all around them. He noticed
that the ground under their feet was broken and cracked. As the
smoke began to clear, Thomas could see they were near a river. It
was dark, late at night Thomas thought, and he was thankful that
there had been nobody around to see them arrive.

“Well, we’re here” Jon said, putting his hand
on Thomas’ shoulder. Thomas looked at him and then turned round
suddenly and vomited.

“Are you OK?” Gracie asked, rubbing his
back.

“He’s fine” Jon said. “It’s perfectly normal
on the first jump.” Thomas wiped his mouth and stood back up
straight.

“So, where are we?” he asked. Jon took a step
over the broken and scorched ground and turned to Thomas.

“This my friend, is 04:30 on the morning of
the 2nd of September in the year 1888. And it appears that we’re
near the river Thames.”

Gracie walked up the bank and on to what
appeared to be a muddy footpath. The view before her was amazing.
They were in Victorian London.

“We’ve done it” she said, laughing. “We’re
actually here, in another time.”

Jon walked up the slope to her. “Of course
we’re here.” he looked at her and smiled. Gracie looked back down
to Thomas to try and get his opinion on it all, but he had his bag
open, which of course he had brought with him, and was frantically
flicking through the pages of his notebook.

“Thomas, come and see this” she said to
him.

Thomas carried on scanning through the pages
of the book. “Jon, the test subject. He was a murderer, right? How
did he kill his victims?”

“It was quite brutal. He cut their throats
and then mutilated them. Why?”

Thomas looked into his notebook. “Because I
think he’s doing it here, in this time.”

Gracie walked back down to him. “Thomas, what
do you mean, how do you know this?” he looked up at her, fixed on
her eyes. “Because he shares the characteristics of Jack the
Ripper. And, this is the Ripper’s time. The first victim associated
with the Ripper was found two days before today, in Bucks Row in
Whitechapel.” he pointed to lines in his notebook. “You see, there
were eleven victims in all, but only five were associated with Jack
the Ripper, due to the brutality. They were known as the canonical
five.”

“Tom, are you really saying that by sending
him to this time I have created Jack the Ripper?” asked Jon. He
began to get flustered.

“It’s quite logical Jon. In fact, it makes
perfect sense.” Thomas said.

“Yes but, in a way that’s a good thing”
Gracie said.

Jon turned to her and yelled. “How on earth
is that a good thing?” he said, waving his hands in the air. “I’m
being told that the most brutal murderer in history is down to
me!”

“Jon, calm down” Thomas said, holding on to
his friend’s arm. Gracie tried to reason with him.

“What I mean is, we can stop him” she said.
“We know when and where the Ripper kills his victims. All we have
to do is wait for him at the place where the second body was found
and we’ll be able to save her.”

“We can’t!” said Thomas. Gracie and Jon
looked at him.

“Thomas, I can right this wrong!” Jon said,
almost pleading with his friend.

“If we stop him before he’s killed the five
women, then it’ll alter history” explained Thomas.

Gracie looked at him in disbelief. “Thomas,
are you saying that we just have to let this monster kill these
women?”

“We have no choice, Grace, believe me. We
have to let him. The last victim was Mary Jane Kelly. She was found
at her one-bed flat in Millers Court, number thirteen, just off
Dorset Street, on the ninth of November 1888. That’s when we’ll
strike and not before.”

Jon looked at Gracie with sad eyes. “He’s
right Gracie. Thomas is right.” Gracie looked between them both,
and then down to the ground. “I know” she muttered under her
breath. “I know.”

Thomas picked up his bag and placed his
notebook back inside. Throwing the bag over his shoulder he said,
“Jon, what does he look like, the murderer?”

“As I remember, he’s quite tall, about six
foot. He’s got dark hair, and he’s of slim build.” he sat down on a
large piece of wood.

“We’re going to need to know how to identify
him as the Ripper. I think we should go to one of the other places
where he killed so we can get a look at him.”

“We might not be able to stop him killing
anyone, but I’m damn sure I’m not going to watch him do it!” Gracie
said angrily.

“I know Grace, and we won’t. But we need to
identify him. Just a glimpse of him is all we need” Thomas said
softly to her. “We’ll sort this, Grace. I promise you.” For a
moment she held his hand. To him it seemed forever.

“It’s going to start getting light soon”
Thomas said. “We have to find somewhere to stay.” Jon pressed a
small button on the inside of his left forearm, and the touch
screen panel lit up, bright neon blue, bringing up a mini map of
the area.

“There’s a warehouse nearby. An old one, not
used any more. We could stay there” he said to the others. Thomas
nodded. “Good. We’ll go there.” he walked up the slope and viewed
the old city.

“Wow, it’s amazing!” It was the first proper
glimpse he had had of 1888 London. Jon and Gracie followed him
along the muddy path. The smell of damp wood and coal smoke mixed
with horse dung filled the air. They passed a row of small houses
on their left, and as they got to the end of the row, one of the
back gates creaked open. The three of them ran behind a wall and
pressed themselves against it.

Thomas peeped round the corner to see a man
walk out with a leather bag over his shoulder. He lit a cigarette
with a match, pulled his cap down and walked away from them,
towards the river. They all took a deep breath.

“That was close” Jon said, resting his head
on the wall. Thomas moved away from the wall.

“We can’t afford to be seen at all. It’s too
dangerous” he said.

“I agree” Jon replied.

“Well, I thought that was quite exciting”
Gracie said, smiling at Thomas. He smiled back.

“You’re really loving this, aren’t you?” he
said. She laughed, but then she was interrupted by another noise
behind them, coming from one of the backyards. “Who’s there?” A
voice shouted out. A woman’s voice, but sounding quite gruff.

“Quickly, this way!” Jon hissed, and they ran
towards what looked like an industrial estate. They stopped near a
side entrance, and Jon looked round the corner, through the metal
bars of the gate.

“This is the place” he said. “One or two of
the buildings are still used, so we’ll have to be careful.” he
tried to push the metal bars of the gate open, but it wouldn’t
budge. Looking down, he noticed that a chain was wrapped round the
bars on to a post and fastened by a lock.

“Now what?” Thomas whispered to him, almost
panicking. “The wall is too high to climb.”

“I’ve got just the thing” Jon said, taking a
small device from his belt. He pressed a button and it opened up
with a bright red light in the centre. He pointed it towards the
chain and clicked a second button. A thin red beam came shooting
out of the device and began to cut through the thick chain with
ease. After a second or two the chain fell to the ground, the two
ends glowing bright orange with smoke coming from them.

“There we go” Jon said, and opened the
gate.

“That’s so cool!” Gracie said, and followed
Jon into the yard. Thomas came through after checking there was no
one following them. The yard was quite big, with decrepit buildings
dotted around. Jon ran towards one of the smaller buildings to the
right of them and Gracie and Thomas followed quickly behind. Jon
took one final look around before opening a large and rotting
wooden door. It wasn’t locked and opened easily. With a loud creak
he pushed it open and peered round. It was dark inside and he
couldn’t see anything in the shadows. Thomas was getting impatient,
not wanting to be out in the yard for too long.

“Come on Jon. Is it clear?” he whispered.

“Wait” Jon replied, and took from his belt a
small object.

“What’s that going to do?” Gracie asked
eagerly. Jon looked at her and said.

“It’s a torch.” He clicked it on. Thomas
laughed from behind them. Jon pointed the beam into the dark.

All they could see was a few boxes stacked
up. There seemed to be a table in the one corner with oil lanterns
dotted around. A few chains hung from the ceiling, clanking
together as the wind through the old building moved them slightly.
They walked in and Thomas closed the door behind them. Jon walked
over to the table. There were a few pieces of old paper dotted
around and a chalk board just behind the table. Jon picked up one
of the bits of paper and shone the torch on to it.

“Looks like it was a storage warehouse” he
said, scanning the piece of paper. Thomas walked over to him. There
were a couple of wooden chairs next to the table and he pushed down
on one to check the stability of it before sitting down.

“Be careful” he said to Gracie as she
continued to look around. Jon took the other seat next to Thomas
and threw the tattered piece of paper back on to the table.

“So, what do we do now?” he said, looking in
Thomas’ direction. Thomas was looking through his notebook once
more. He had found the page he was looking for.

“The next victim was Annie Chapman. She was
found in the backyard of 29 Hanbury Street, Spitalfields, at about
half past five on the morning of the 8th of September 1888. We’ll
try and get a look at him there.” He sat back in the chair.

“OK Tom, but we’ve got to wait six days now”
Jon replied.

“I know” Thomas said putting down his book.
“So I guess we’ll do some research while we wait.”

Jon nodded. “OK, sounds good” he said, and
both of them looked over to Gracie. There was no sign of her.
Thomas stood up.

“Gracie!” he called. “Gracie!” he said again,
louder this time. Jon got to his feet and drew his pistol. With a
click the safety was off and a blue light on the side of the weapon
lit up. Thomas walked over to where he had last seen her. Jon was
just behind him with the pistol pointing forward.

“Hello” came Gracie’s voice, and she suddenly
popped up from a small hole in the floor. Thomas and Jon jumped
back.

“Good god Grace!” Thomas said, trying to calm
himself. Jon just laughed.

“I’m sorry” she said. “You’ve got to see
this.” she disappeared again. The two men walked over to the hole,
which appeared to be the opening to what looked like a cellar.

“You first” Jon said, patting Thomas on the
back.

“Thanks” Thomas replied and started to climb
down the steep narrow steps that led down, followed by Jon.


Chapter 3

 


 


It was dark and dusty down in the basement of
the old building and smelled of damp wood and rotting food.

“It’s a passageway” Gracie said, pointing her
torch down the narrow corridor.

“But where does it lead?” Thomas said,
peering down.

“Let’s find out” replied Jon. They had to go
in single file, so Gracie went first, followed by Jon and then
Thomas. The passage wasn’t very long and soon all three of them
were standing in a large room.

Thomas shone his torch around. There were old
wooden barrels stacked in one corner and crates of rotting fruit in
the other. Gracie, shining the beam of her torch along the back
wall, noticed a wooden door. Jon tapped away on the panel on his
arm again.

“There’s nothing on the database about these
tunnels at all” he said, looking over at Thomas. “That door could
lead anywhere. Or nowhere.”

“There’s only one way to find out then”
Thomas said, and walked over to Gracie. They both approached the
door, and Thomas tried the handle. It was locked and rusted over.
It was obvious that the passage hadn’t been used for a long
time.

“Use the laser” Jon said, still tapping away
on his arm panel. Gracie took the device from her belt and flicked
the small switch on the side. The front of the device opened up
with a click. The inside was glowing bright red.

“Stand back!” she said, pointing the device
at the lock. With a tearing sound, and smoke streaking from the
lock, it popped open with a bright orange flash.

“I love this” she said, pressing the switch
again to close the laser. She attached it to her belt again and
Thomas moved forward. He gripped the old door and pulled it open.
It creaked and cracked aside, the rust on the hinges popping and
clanking. It was dark down the other passage and Thomas shone his
torch down it, anxious to see what was in the shadows. As he
stepped inside he noticed some small marks on the doorframe.
Shining his torch on them, he could make out what they were.

“What have you found?” Gracie asked, trying
to peer over his shoulder.

“Masonic markings” he said and took out his
notebook. He started copying down the symbols.

“These tunnels must have been used by masons
to move around the city undetected” he said. “They could lead all
over the city.” he put his book back in the bag around his shoulder
and pointed the beam down the passage.

“That’s good. That means we can use them to
move about the city too. And no one will ever see us” Gracie said,
moving past Thomas and going further into the darkness.

“What have you found?” Jon said, walking up
to them.

“Masonic symbols” Thomas said, glancing at
him.

“Cool! And where are we going now then?”

Thomas turned around and pointed his torch
down the dark corridor.

“Down there, by the look of it” he said.

Gracie, already half way down, called up to
them.

“It opens up down here” she said. Thomas and
Jon followed her down into the dark, and sure enough, as they
approached her, the narrow passage started to open up and become
wider.

They had found another room. It was smaller
than the first, but this time three doors led off it. Each had a
destination written on a small plaque hung just above the door. The
door on the left said ‘Trafalgar Square’. The door in the centre
said ‘Ten Bells’. The last door said ‘Saint Botolph’s Church’.

Thomas reached into his bag and pulled out
his book again.

“There, I knew it” he said.

“Knew what, Tom?” Jon asked.

“The Ten Bells was a tavern visited by
prostitutes in this time, and most of the Ripper victims would have
gone there to find customers” he said.

“So if this tunnel goes all the way to the
Ten Bells, we might get a glimpse of the murderer there?” Gracie
said.

“Exactly” Thomas replied, putting his book
away.

“But I thought the next victim was on the 8th
of this month?” Jon asked.

“It is, yes. But he still may be there,
looking for his next target” Thomas said, walking over to the
door.

“Then what are we waiting for?” Jon said. He
stepped past Thomas and pulled on the door. It opened with a loud
creak which echoed through the passageways. He shone his torch down
into the dark and walked though. Thomas and Gracie followed close
behind.

The passage seemed to go on forever. The
wooden beams above their heads were damp and smelled fusty. They
ducked to avoid spiders’ webs and had to step over sewerage that
had gathered over time. The smell was horrific and Thomas almost
choked several times. Along some of the walls, more Masonic symbols
could be seen, etched into the stone.

Finally they came to some steps which led up
to a small doorway. On the door a sign hung: THE TEN BELLS.

“Here we are” Jon said. Thomas walked past
him and up the four steps. He tried to peer through the gap in the
planks of the door. He could see nothing, but he could smell stale
beer.

“OK, what’s our play?” Jon asked him.

“We’re going to have to go in there” Thomas
replied. “But I really don’t know how, without being seen.”

Jon activated the touch panel again. “I can
scan the whole building, see the layout” he said. “We might be able
to get in there without being seen.” And within seconds a mini map
appeared on the screen.

“Look, out of this door, if we turn left
there is a staircase that goes up to a small room. The room has a
window that looks down on the bar area.”

“Good” Thomas said. “We’ll be able to see if
the murderer is here from up there.” He started to open the
unlocked door. Jon gripped Thomas’ arm and pulled him back.

“We can’t all go” he whispered. “We’re less
likely to be seen if only one of us goes.”

“OK, wait here” Thomas said and started
opening the door again.

“I’m the only one here that has seen the
killer before. I should go” Jon said, pulling Thomas back again.
Thomas looked at him and then to Gracie. “He’s right” she said.

“OK, but stay in contact at all times” Thomas
said.

Jon creaked open the door very slowly and
stepped out of the passage. He now stood in the basement of the Ten
Bells. Looking around, he saw beer barrels stacked up along with
crates. There seemed to be hundreds of them. The sound of laughter
and merriment could be heard coming from the floor above. There was
an old long jacket lying on top of one of the barrels and Jon
picked it up. Searching the pockets, he found a tobacco pouch, some
matches a penknife and a few coins. Two shillings and ten pence,
Jon counted, and a small piece of chalk. He put the items back in
the pockets and then threw the jacket on. It might act as a
disguise, he thought.

He looked around. It was quite dark, but he
did not want to use his torch in case it was seen. The only light
came from two oil lamps. He could just about make out some stairs
in front of him which must lead to the bar area, but he could also
make out narrow steps on his left; the stairs that must lead to the
small room.

He walked over to them and peered up. A light
could be seen at the very top of the staircase. He crept up very
slowly. One or two of the steps made a noise, and he stopped for a
second to see if he had been heard. He carried on, and soon he was
at the top. There was a door in front of him, and he put his ear to
it to see if anything could be heard from the other side. Feeling
confident that no one was inside, he pushed open the door. It was
clear.

He looked around the small room. A single bed
stood in the corner and there was a desk in the other corner with a
small oil lamp flickering away on it. There was a narrow window on
the wall in front of him and he made his way to it. Sitting on the
edge of the bed, he peered through into the bar below. It was very
Smokey and the smell of beer and cooking made Jon feel hungry. The
place seemed packed with men and women drinking, flirting and
having fun. There were a few men sat over in the corner singing
away and the sound of very loud laughter just below him.
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