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  1

  MAGIC

  

  

  
   
    

  

   Bondi Public School playground was buzzing with kids running around and playing on 2 March 1999. The  morning was warm, and the sun was shining bright, until  a huge clap of thunder broke the tranquility. The kids stopped in their tracks and turned to see a blue pulsating swirl appearing from nowhere in the middle of the playground. They were all fascinated and curious, but also a little bit scared. 

Suddenly, a man appeared from the swirl, as if by magic.  The man was none other than Professor John Bentley, dandy in his late thirties, with an impressive Victorian-era moustache, top hat, and suit. He confidently strode across the playground, clutching a bespoke small suitcase that was exquisitely engraved with his name. He seemed  to know exactly where he was headed, as he made his  way towards a door marked "Cleaners." 

All eyes were on him, including those of six-year-old boy,  James Chang, who was standing nearby. James was  fascinated by the man's outfit and decided to strike  up a conversation. 

"Hey mate," James said excitedly, "I like your outfit!" 

Professor John Bentley stopped in his tracks, pondered  for two beats, and then turned to face James. "Why, thank you!" he replied with a smile. "It's part of my magic act, dear boy." 

James was even more intrigued now and asked, "You got a magic show today?"

The Professor nodded and replied, "Yes, it's a surprise,  so." He moved closer to James and knelt, gesturing to him  to keep quiet. "Can you keep a secret?" he asked with a mischievous glint in his eye. 

"Yes, I'm the secretest," James replied, excited to be let in on a secret.  

The Professor raised a single brow, as if weighing the boy's sincerity. Then, leaning even closer, he added with a touch of seriousness, "Promise? Don't say a thing to anyone. Cross your heart." His gaze locked on James's,  steady and intent, as though this was a matter of utmost  importance. 

James nodded affirmatively and crossed his hand on his heart. 

***

Twenty slightly bored sixth-grade students in a typical mid-90's classroom. Foppish teacher, Winslow Pedigrew, stands at a whiteboard littered with various  Shakespeare quotes. Twelve-year-old, spick-and-span, Ben Upton, sits in the front row. 

Winslow spruiks one of the Bard's best quips, "Hell is empty and all the devils are here." He raises his  eyebrows and theatrically gestures to the class. 

Ben retorts, "I prefer Kylie Minogue's, 'Better the Devil  You Know.'" 

Winslow quickly responds, "That quip is actually a shortened version of a 13th Century Irish proverb." 

Ben snaps back, "Well, I like Kylie's short shorts."

The class holds back laughter. Professor Winslow glares at Ben who has a mischievous glint in his eye, the class still holding back their laughter, Ben's mind was already racing with ideas for his next comeback. 

"Okay, Mr. Upton. You can see the Principal for  that insolence," Winslow said with a playful smile. 

A forlorn Ben rose with his backpack and marched towards the door, but he couldn't help but smile to himself knowing he had impressed Professor Winslow and his class with his quick wit. 

***

As Professor John Bentley, now donned in janitor's attire in the Cleaners Room, checks the time on his  antique pocket watch, he takes a deep breath and  prepares for the task ahead. With a determined look in his eyes, he counts down silently, "Three…two…one..." and pushes open the door, cart in tow. 

Making his way down the long corridor, Professor John Bentley catches sight of Ben, sauntering along with his backpack slung over his shoulder. With precision, the Professor aims his cart at the backpack and knocks it from Ben's grip, causing the books to scatter across the  floor. 

"Oops, my apologies, dear boy," Professor John Bentley says with a hint of mischief in his voice. 

As Ben scrambles to pick up his books, the Professor slyly slips a book from his cart into the backpack. "It's alright, mister. My day was already terrible anyway,"  Ben mutters, trying to gather his things. 

"Please forgive my clumsiness, dear chap," Professor John Bentley says with a hint of guilt in his tone.

With a nod, Ben collects his belongings and continues down the corridor, unaware of the secret exchange that just took place. 

Professor John Bentley steps out of the Cleaners door, adorned in his 19th Century finery and clutching his suitcase. As he strides across the playground, he is met  by James who has just emerged from the boy's bathroom. The boy's eyes are wide with excitement as he asks if he missed the magic show. With a twinkle in his eye, Professor John Bentley confirms that he did indeed miss it. James is visibly upset, but the Professor leans down to pat him on the head and offers to do the finale for him. James nods eagerly, his disappointment quickly fading. 

The Professor surveys the playground, ensuring that no one is watching. He then pulls out a small retro futuristic machine from his bag and presses a button before heading towards the school gate.

"Blast me from Bondi!" the Professor exclaims as he disappears into a  blue pulsating swirl that has appeared in the  playground. 

James watches in awe as the Professor calmly walks into  the swirl and vanishes. He can't believe what he has just witnessed and runs to the spot where the Professor disappeared, shouting, "Blast me from Bondi!" in hopes of experiencing the same magic. However, nothing happens.  James looks up at the sky and jumps twice, but still nothing. 

Disappointed, he lets out a sigh and walks back to the bathrooms, wondering if he will ever be able to witness such amazing magic again. Little does he know; this is just the beginning of adventures thanks to the mysterious Professor John Bentley.

***

Ben's eyes widen as he becomes completely immersed in  the pages of The Time Machine book in the sanctity of his modest Bondi bedroom. He is transported to another world, filled with futuristic technology and thrilling  adventures. The words seem to jump off the page, bringing the story to life in his mind. He can't believe that such a small book could hold so much magic within its pages. As he turns the pages, Ben can't help but feel a  sense of wonder and excitement. He imagines himself as the main character, traveling through time and  experiencing unimaginable things. 

Suddenly, he hears a loud noise and jumps up from the couch, thinking it was a sound from the book. But as he looks around, he realizes it was just a car passing by  outside. 

Disappointed, Ben lets out a sigh and closes the book. He can't believe that he was so engrossed in the story, only to be brought back to reality so abruptly. He walks back to the bathroom, his mind still buzzing with the  incredible world he had just experienced. Little does he  know; this is just the beginning. 

***
17 MAY 2007  

The sound of crashing waves fills the air as the sun sets over iconic Sydney Harbour. The water glistens with a  golden hue, creating a serene and picturesque setting. Suddenly, the peacefulness is shattered as a jet ski roars into view. The rider, Professor Bentley, cuts through the water with expert precision. He is in his late thirties, with a ruggedly handsome face and a determined gaze. His wet-suit clings to his muscular frame, highlighting his  athleticism. 

In one swift movement, he stops the jet ski about 100 metres offshore. He reaches into a backpack and pulls out his phone. The screen reads: "SYDNEY MORNING HERALD HEADLINE - WILD STORMS TO HIT SYDNEY." A  look of concern crosses his face as he glances towards the darkening sky. But his attention is soon drawn to  something else in the backpack—a small, retro-futuristic  machine. With careful precision, he reveals the glass encased device, adorned with chrome dials and diodes. A small plaque reads: "Temporal Change Device." Without hesitation, he sets the analogue dial to 7:05 PM, 30 May 1942. With a determined look, Professor Bentley stands and drops the device into the water, next to a tide marker  pole. It floats for a few seconds before sinking beneath the surface. As he watches it disappear, a mix of emotions crosses his face—determination, hope, and perhaps a hint  of fear. 

Bentley revs the jet ski and speeds towards the shore, leaving behind a trail of foamy waves. His mind is  undoubtedly filled with thoughts of the past, the future,  and the consequences of his actions. This is not a simple man on a simple mission. He is a man of mystery,  complexity, and perhaps even a little danger. And as he disappears into the horizon, the sky darkens and the wind picks up, foreboding the wild storms that are about to hit  Sydney. 

As the storm clouds roll in over the Harbour, all hell breaks loose in the sky. Lightning and thunder strike  with epic proportions, causing chaos and destruction in  their wake. 

The beach is no exception, as repeated bolts of lightning  strike the trees, bushes, and sand. The sound of the storm  is deafening, and the force of nature is truly a sight to  behold. As the bolt of lightning hits the tide marker, setting it ablaze, something incredible happens underwater. Tracing the bolt's path down the pole, it sparks onto the Temporal Change Device wedged into a crevice near the pole. The machine lights up, its dials and  parts revolving as a blue glow surge from it into the water. And above the surface, the glow can be seen spreading below for several metres, as the storm sound  fades into the background.
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  EXPOSED

  

  

  
   
    

  

   BONDI BEACH - THE NEXT DAY  

The morning sun casts a golden hue over the crystal blue ocean. The sound of crashing waves echoes through the air. A group of ten surfers jockey for position in the glassy swell, their boards gliding effortlessly through the water.

Downstream, nineteen-year-old lone surfer Mark Bentley, paddles frantically, his muscles straining against the powerful current. Disheveled and Adonis-like, he radiates determination and confidence. With a sudden burst of energy, he jumps upright and catches the perfect wave. 

Mark's smirk turns into a wide grin as he savors his ride in the two-meter swell. He moves with the grace and precision of a seasoned surf pro, effortlessly riding the wave with expert skill. But just as he starts to relax into the rhythm of the ocean, Mark suddenly loses balance and footing. His arms flail as he takes an awkward dive, disappearing beneath the crashing water. Panic sets in as he tumbles around, disoriented and struggling to find his way back to the surface. For a moment, all is chaos and turmoil under the water. But then, with a burst of  strength and determination, Mark breaks through the surface, gasping for air. His hair is plastered to his face, and his chest heaves with exertion. But despite his struggle, his eyes are alight with a fierce determination to  conquer the waves. 

Mark's body plunged into the sand, his face contorting in panic. The sound of thrashing water and frantic gasps for air filled the beach as he searched desperately for his missing board shorts. Bubbles escaped his mouth, and his arms flailed wildly in a feverish attempt to locate the elusive garment. Underwater, Mark's voice was a garbled mess of incoherent shouts. He bounced up and down like a jack-in-the-box, his movements becoming more frenzied with each passing second. Finally, Mark broke through the surface, gasping for breath like a drowning man. His eyes scanned the shoreline in a desperate attempt to find his beloved boardies. 

"Shit!" he cursed; his frustration evident in his voice. "My boardies! Where are they?" He treaded water, his body  twisting and turning as he frantically searched the water's surface. His gaze darted back and forth, his mind racing with thoughts of how he could have lost his prized  possession. But as he looked back at the beach, his expression changed from one of panic to one of intense determination. Mark's character was complex, and his emotions ran deep. He was not one to give up easily, he dove back into the water, determined to find his missing  shorts no matter what it took. 

The blistering sun beat down on the sandy beach, casting a bright glare over the shore. Mark's board shorts, a vibrant shade of blue, were gently washed up to shore by the lapping waves. Rachel and Kate, two alluring and athletic seventeen-year-old girls, jogged along the shoreline, their toned bodies glistening with sweat. As they approached the board shorts, Rachel's eyes lit up with mischievous delight. 

She picked them up and held them up to Mark, who stood waist-deep in the water, his face flushed with embarrassment. 

Rachel yells, "Hey there, grommie. Are these yours?"

"Yeah, can you just throw them over," replies Mark. 

Rachel took a few steps back, her friends joining in with her laughter. She shook her head playfully. "Sorry, I can't do that. You're going to have to come get them."

Mark's frustration was clear as he stood up in the water,  his naked body on display. Kate couldn't help but admire his chiseled physique, but Rachel pretended not to be  impressed. 

Kate leaned into whisper to Rachel, "Oh my god, he's so hot.” Rachel brushed her off, her eyes scanning Mark up and down. 

A shaken Mark says, "How would you feel, buck naked? They came off when I wiped out." 

Rachel boasts, "Well, my brother is about the same size as you—in build, I mean. He could use a new pair of boardies." 

With a playful smirk, Rachel turned and started to jog  away, her friend Kate following close behind. 

Mark was left standing in the water, feeling both  embarrassed and intrigued by the captivating girls who had just crossed his path. 

The tranquil waves of the ocean gently kiss the shore as a group of Japanese tourists arrive at the promenade.  Excited chatter and the sound of camera shutters fill the  air. Amidst the commotion, a rebellious Japanese teenage girl, fifteen years old, spots Mark through her camera lens. She exclaims, "Look, that attractive man is completely nude!". 

Curious, a teenage boy from the group turns to look, and yells, "Where? I don't see anything."

The girl points, "Right there, blind boy. He's completely exposed!" 

The Japanese women on the bus quickly turn their cameras towards Mark. Even an elderly Japanese lady, with a mischievous twinkle in her eye, aims her camera at him, and seductively sighs, "Oh my, what a beautiful bum! Come on, turn around, turn around. Yes, he's turning!" 

A smile spreads across her face as the other women giggle and join in on the fun. 

Mark slowly turns and strides towards Rachel, the water reaching up to his knees. His hands are strategically placed in front of his groin, trying to  maintain some modesty. 

Rachel stands still, about five meters away from him, holding his board shorts teasingly in front of  her. She playfully asks for his name. 

Mark responds with a hint of embarrassment, "Mark." 

Rachel smirks and taunts, "Well, Mark, it looks like you'll have to come and get your boardies." 

Mark pleads, "You wouldn't be so cruel." 

Rachel's eyes twinkle mischievously as she asks, "Little  ol' me? Or should I say, little ol' you?" 

Mark reluctantly starts to move closer to the girls, still trying to cover himself. He can feel the heat rising in his cheeks from the awkward situation. Rachel can't contain her laughter as she tosses the board shorts to Mark. He jumps up, reaching out to catch them, his face full of relief and gratitude. 

On the promenade, an aging Japanese woman gazes intently through her camera's lens, watching as Mark takes a leap and the girls erupt into a chorus of joyful  screams.

The elderly lady whispers, "Shake it, honey! Shake it  like a polaroid!" The staccato snap of multiple cameras and the tinkling laughter of youth fills the air. 

As Mark snatches the board shorts mid-air, he hastily covers his groin. Rachel and Kate observe with rapt attention, their arms crossed. A mischievous smile plays  on their faces, reveling in their voyeuristic tendencies. 

Rachel wryly says, "The water must be frigid today."

As Mark stumble, he slips on his board shorts. He quickly regains his balance, pretending nothing happened.

Rachel yells, "We should get going now. Nice to meet you, Mark. Hopefully, we'll catch more of  you." 

Mark mutters under his breath, "Is there anything left to reveal?” 

With a nonchalant saunter, Rachel walks away without a second glance. 

The mature Japanese woman sets down her camera and turns towards the rebellious Japanese girl. The older lady exclaims, "This beats koalas pissing from trees!" 

Gemma Bentley, Mark's sister, skates past the elderly woman. Gemma, at the age of seventeen, is drop dead gorgeous. The old woman gazes at Gemma as she skates by. 

Every man on the boardwalk and beach also takes notice of her, moving along to the beat of her iPod. Gemma wears form-fitting shorts, a sheer white top, and radiates a captivating, flawless smile. Everyone she passes is captivated by her presence.

As Gemma is approached by Jason, a suave twenty-eight-year-old, and his two burly henchmen, she is flagged down. Jason, wearing a sly grin, would have no qualms about selling out his own grandmother. Gemma halts and removes her headphones upon Jason's request. 

"May I help you?" Gemma inquires. 

"As a matter of fact, you can, honey. I'm Jason. And what may I call you?" Jason responds with confidence as he reaches out to shake her hand. 

Gemma cautiously extends her hand in return. "Gemma,"  she says. 

"Hello, Gemma. I happen to own a brand-new nightclub in Bondi Junction. And I would like to invite you to our grand opening!" Jason smoothly retrieves a business card and an invitation from his pocket, then hands them  to Gemma. 

"Let me guess. It's a hip-hop club, right?" Gemma knowingly remarks. 

"Yes! It's what everybody wants. And what do you want?" Jason slides closer to Gemma. She instinctively takes a step back and furrows her brow. 

The shore is bustling with activity. Now nineteen-year-old Ben Shipton, who has a round physique, tosses a Roosters Rugby League football to his friend, eighteen-year-old Dan.. 

They are joined by two other mates, and together they form a circle on the sandy shore. Surfboards, towels, and  other beach essentials surround them.

"That's Gemma," Ben remarks, gesturing to her as she walks on the promenade. "Who's the other guy?"  Distracted by Gemma and another person, Ben turns his  attention away from the group. 

On the promenade, confident Jason stands before a nervous Gemma. Behind him, his thuggish friends loom menacingly. Back on the shore, Ben notices Gemma's  reaction to Jason and feels apprehensive. 

Dan and their friends wait nearby. "Hey mate, it looks  like she's in trouble," Dan says, nodding towards  Gemma. "You should go check it out and make sure she's okay." 

Ben hesitates and looks uncertainly at Dan. "Should I?"  he asks. 

"Of course, do it man," Dan insists. "She's Mark's sister, and he's your mate." 

Reluctantly, Ben agrees and begins to make his way towards Gemma. 

Ben cautiously approaches Gemma, but quickly glances at his companions. Jason looms over Gemma, his cronies lurking in the background. Behind them, Ben clears his throat to get their attention, but his efforts go unheard. 

"Excuse me!" he calls out, raising his voice. 

Gemma whips around, surprised to see Ben.

"Ben?"  she gasps. 

He nods, his voice trembling. "It's me. Ben."

Jason steps forward, eyeing Ben suspiciously. "Do you have something to say, mate?" he asks, his cronies moving in closer with questioning expressions. Undeterred, Jason confidently steps up to Ben. 

Clearing his throat once more, Ben speaks up. "Just  wanted to make sure you were alright," he says.

"What's that?" Jason taunts. "We can't hear you." 

"Don't worry, Ben," Gemma interjects. "I'm fine." 

The cronies puff out their chests, intimidating Ben.  Gemma lunges forward, but Jason holds her back. One of the thugs’ shoves Ben, causing him to stumble and fall onto the sand. 

"What's wrong with you?" Gemma demands. "Why did  you do that?"  

Jason smirks. "As I said, Gemma, I want to invite you to my nightclub." 

On the sand now, Ben reaches for his phone and dials quickly. "Mark, it's Ben," he says through gritted teeth.  He winces as he rubs his sore backside. 

Mark's phone rings, interrupting his peaceful morning at  the beach. Standing by his board, he answers casually, "Hey Ben, what's doin?"

Ben's voice crackles through the phone. "Listen Mark, your sister's in trouble." 

Mark's expression shifts, his relaxed stance turning into a frown. He glances around the beach, taking in the sun and the sound of the waves crashing against the shore. "What's happened?" he asks, trying to stay  calm. 

Ben's voice becomes urgent, "These guys are talking to her. Hassling her. They're super creepy." 

Mark's eyes narrow, his grip on his phone tightening.  He scans the promenade, trying to spot his sister among the crowd. "Did they hurt her?" he asks, his voice tinged with concern. 

"No..." Ben's voice trails off. 

Mark sighs, his relaxed stance returning. "Ben, she's fronted by dudes all the time. Gemma can look after herself," he says with certainty, convinced that his sister can handle whatever situation she's in. 

But Ben is not convinced. He stands up and waves his arms, trying to get Mark's attention. "You're not even going to help her?" he yells through the phone. 

Mark's expression turns to confusion. "Look, if she's not in danger, then why should I?" he retorts. 

Ben scolds him, "Man, you don't care about your own sister! In fact, you don't seem to care about your girlfriends either. You treat them like dirt, dude!" 

Mark is taken aback, his phone still pressed against his ear. He tries to calm Ben down, "Okay, okay man, calm down. So, what's happening now?" he asks, standing over  his board with his towel and clothes in hand. 

Ben's eyes widened as he watched Gemma's body language. She was giggling and playfully touching Jason and his two muscle-bound companions. She grabbed Jason's bicep and squeezed it tightly, her laughter ringing out like a siren. Ben's jaw clenched as he tried to make  sense of the situation. Why was Gemma acting like this? Who were these guys and why was she flirting with  them? 

As he stood on the shore of Bondi Beach, Mark's voice broke through his thoughts.

"So, everything's okay, yeah?" Mark asked knowingly,  already aware of the situation. 

Ben's thoughts raced and he felt a pang of guilt. "Yeah, I  panicked when those guys surrounded her. Sorry for what I said before," he replied regretfully. 

Mark let out a laugh. "Don't worry about it, mate. Are you still up for snorkeling tomorrow?"  

Ben's mind shifted to a more positive thought. "Yeah, for sure," he replied with a smile. 

"Great, see you then," Mark said as he put his phone  away, leaving Ben to face the situation at hand. 

Taking a deep breath, Ben headed towards Gemma, who was still flirting with Jason. As he approached, she turned to him with a smile. "You okay, Benny?" she asked, her voice filled with concern. 

Ben's heart softened at her words. "Yeah, I must have misread the situation," he admitted. 

Gemma's smile widened. "Aw, that's sweet. You were worried about me!" 

Jason, who had been watching the exchange, spoke up. "Sorry about my friends, mate. They're just very overprotective."

Ben shook his head, trying to brush off the awkwardness. "Just a misunderstanding. No worries." 

Gemma leaned in and gave him a quick hug. "See ya, Benny," she said before turning back to Jason.
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