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To My Wife and Kids,

You Mean the World To Me
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Preface

Do you believe in dragons?

Dragons feature strongly in eastern and western art and literature.

Excavation of a Viking ship in Scandinavia dated it as 600 AD, and it had a dragon head on the prow of the ship. Chinese art is full of dragons and the national flags of Bhutan and Wales have very convincing dragons. Ancient Mesopotamia had a dragon named Tiamat around 5,000 BC.

Many of us have heard about St George and the Dragon, but we may not know that the flag of Moscow features St Stephen slaying a dragon.

Visit any major museum in the world and you will see models of dinosaurs ranging from the fearsome Tyrannosaurus to the flying Pterodactyl and both were actually reptiles.

The mythical dragon was also a flying reptile and so is there a link between the fossils of dinosaurs and the myths of dragons?

Or were dragons magical creatures that simply had enough of being killed by humans, and decided to go to other worlds?
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Relieving an Itch
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A most magical place

Dragons are amazing creatures.

THEY ARE THE ONLY SPECIES that can talk to another species in the whole known universe. Dragons are magical creatures and, as such, only powerful human magicians can talk to dragons.

Only dragons can get inside human minds and know what they are thinking. This does not happen in reverse.

Dragons have their own means of communicating with each other, and so there is a collective memory of what happened to all dragons going back centuries and centuries.

But no dragon had ever experienced what Beelzebub, Dragon Lord, was going through in his contact with the human child John Lewis.

When Beelzebub had been forced by his master, Suleiman the Magnificent, to choose a male of the bloodline of Arthur Pendragon to help find the magical sword Excalibur, Beelzebub had chosen a child who he thought had no magical abilities.

Almost immediately, the child's magic had been awoken by the Old Ones when the child visited the most magical place on earth - Gloucester. One year later this child time-travelled to another world where he picked up enormous amounts of magic. But due to the mysteries of time travel, it only seemed a few moments to Beelzebub that his magic had bloomed enormously.

Within one earth day, the human child time-travelled again and the same thing happened. John Lewis’ magic bloomed enormously and Beelzebub, Dragon Lord could taste the change in magic that had occurred in what seemed a twinkling of an eye. The child wizard could now do spells as well as combine with other magical beings.

Then magically, Beelzebub, Dragon Lord could not only be in the child wizard’s head, but could feel all of his emotions and so he experienced near-death adventures for the first time in his very long dragon life when this child, John Lewis and his child cousin, Sybil Robinson, time-travelled to the court of Empress Theresa of Austria.

Within a week, the child and his witch-cousin Sybil Robinson were ready to time travel again. This time it was to try and rescue the keeper of the Celtic ring, one of three artefacts that his master Suleiman the Magnificent had tasked Beelzebub, Dragon Lord to find.

Again, things changed unexpectedly and Beelzebub, Dragon Lord was in not able to travel inside John's Lewis’s head as he time-travelled through an alternate world. But he was able to contact one of his Dragon brethren and get reports as to what happened in the different world that John Lewis and his cousin which Sybil Robinson travelled to.

When the two children returned, again in what seemed moments, Beelzebub, Dragon Lord could taste the new magical ability linked with the forbidden practice of necromancy The boy was becoming more and more powerful each time the boy time-travelled to other worlds and other times.

Reflection time

So here he was, one earth week later, an invisible dragon sitting next to a magical ring of rocks in the England of 1948.

Sounds ridiculous? 

But this was no ordinary dragon. This was Beelzebub, Dragon Lord of all on the dragons in the known universe.

And this was no ordinary pile of rocks. They were magical standing stones created by the same Old Ones who created Stonehenge thousands of years ago and used by a small group of humans with magical abilities for time-travel.

Beelzebub, Dragon Lord, was not happy. He was alone on planet Earth on what appeared to be a helpless quest and there was nothing he could do about it, except reflect on the reasons he was there.

There is a saying, "What doesn't kill you makes you stronger."

Prior to A.D. 400, the Romans had been fighting against the Barbarians for centuries and it was well-known that the Romans used many soldiers from Germanic tribes as Roman auxiliaries all around the world. The Germanic tribes got stronger and they now had warriors who knew the Roman tactics

After 410 A.D., the Goths, the Visigoths and the Huns combined to sack Rome and 60 years later the whole Roman Empire collapsed.

In Britain, which had been a Roman colony for 400 years, the Roman soldiers were withdrawn to save Rome. Now there was no army to defend against the Angles, Saxons, Jutes and Vikings who were invading by sea.

Somewhere around that time a warlock of the magical bloodline of the Shipton coven used a combination of stolen Old Ones Magic, dragon magic and wizard spells to create three magical artefacts. They were Excalibur, a magical sword, a magical scabbard and a magical Celtic ring which transferred ownership. There were no written record about this, but it appears that the Knights of the Round Table were associated with King Arthur Pendragon for whom the artefacts have been created. The use of the magical artefacts meant that Arthur Pendragon and his knights were undefeated and kept out the invaders.

As a reward for helping him create the artefacts, Merlin the Shipton warlock, granted dragons invisibility and dragon just seemed to disappear from the pages of history.

The dragons were not the only ones to disappear. King Arthur Pendragon also disappeared in mysterious circumstances having been tricked by a jealous relative into being separated from the three artefacts. After he got into a fight and was mortally wounded it was then we believe that the witch Morgause sent him, the sword Excalibur and the scabbard to who knows where?

Without the magical sword, the invaders gradually invaded Great Britain and the Roman descendants retreated into what we now call Wales which as a dragon on its flag.

Now the dragons might have been invisible, but they still continue to influence human behaviour, (for example getting the Welsh Tudors to reign in Britain), for the next one thousand years and might have continued to this day, if they hadn't supported the Christians against the Muslims.

Empires fall and empires rise.

After hundreds of years after a time called the Dark Ages, a new form of empire arose. It was named the Holy Roman Empire because its leader, (the Pope), lived in Rome and was head of the Roman Catholic Church.

Over hundreds of years a competing empire based on the Muslim religion also developed. Both sides fought battles on land and sea without either side having a clear victory.

Then things changed.

Around 1500 A.D. there were 22 million Muslims under one leader, Suleiman the Magnificent against 20 million Christians who had a multitude of leaders.

The Muslim should have won but didn't and Suleiman the Magnificent wondered why.

Finally, he realised it was because the Christians had the backing of the magical dragons.

Suleiman plotted his revenge.

Using the immense wealth of his empire, he assembled a huge library devoted to magical spells. As a result of his studies and an injection of dragon blood stolen from a sleeping dragon, he became an extremely powerful warlock.

His magical abilities included the ability to live for centuries as dragons could, but he did not want to become an oddity such as Methuselah who is mentioned in the Holy Bible as living for 969 years.

Once he had conquered time travel, he was ready for his final revenge against the dragons who had thwarted his ambitions of defeating the Christians.

First he faked his own death and then starting with Beelzebub, Dragon Lord, he enthralled all of the earthly dragons and banish them to a world named Aspiro that he had discovered while experimenting with time travel.

For the next 300 years Suleiman studied more and more magic from around the universe and added dragons that he could draw magic from.

Gradually, Suleiman began to realise that he has so much magic that he could actually become the ruler of the whole known universe.

The only people who could stop him from being the ruler of the unit were the local magicians. Suleiman devised a very clever plan. Just as he had used time-travel to bring the dragons to Aspiro, he would bring all of the magicians in the known universe to Aspiro. Then Suleiman got really clever. He divided the magicians into two camps and told each camp that the other camp of magicians were the enemy. The plan was to get each group is to fight each other and then Suleiman only had to defeat the survivors.

Suleiman might have been most powerful wizard in history and extremely cunning and ambitious, but he was still mortal.

In his vast library were stories of Author Pendragon and the three magical artefacts. If these stories were true Suleiman only to get ownership of the artefacts and he could become invincible,

Suleiman was very specific when he sent for Beelzebub, Dragon Lord.

“Got back to Earth and locate a male heir of the bloodline of Authur Pendragon and use him to find the sword Excalibur and two other artifacts that have been missing for 1,000 Earth years.”

So far, this John Lewis had only found the Celtic Ring and the family member who was responsible for its safeguarding and Beelzebub, Dragon Lord, had not helped the young wizard in any way, because he did not want his master to become even more powerful.

Summer garden

‘I’ve got an itch,’ declared Sybil Robinson, aged 12 and a bit to her cousin John Lewis aged 11 and a lot more, ‘and a plan of how to get rid of that itch.’

'You don't need a plan to get rid of an itch Cous,’ scoffed John, ‘you just put some Calamine lotion on it and the itch goes away.'

'But this is a different kind of an itch Whizz,’ responded Sybil. 'I'm itching to see what the next world or time looks like when we go through the standing stones again.’

'Cous,' countered John, ‘it's only been a few days since we had our last adventure in Eastphalia after rescuing Uncle Lionel and reuniting him with Aunty Faith.’ 

'Haven't you had enough adventure?’

'That’s the good part of my plan. This time, we just have a quick look at what the next world or time looks like and come straight back.’

‘Grandma Robinson has found out that her favorite village of Thornton is having a three-day festival for some anniversary or something. You know how she is about shopping – always looking for a bargain. And she senses that bargains are to be had on the first day of the festival in regards to cakes and stuff for the party here on Saturday.’

‘What party,’ questioned John?

‘Oh, you know my mother. She decides to have a party at the drop of a hat and expects Grandmother Robinson and Aunty Minnie to do all the work. Anyway, this is an important one because Bletchley Park is going into lockdown for two weeks, and everyone has to be there and that includes me. The new Minister for Homeland Security has given MI6 two weeks to find out who are the spies that have been leaking secrets to the Russians.’

‘Best of British luck on that!’ 

‘We know we have had spies giving information to the Russians all through the war, but nobody has been able to find them out for the past 6 years.’

Sybil didn’t tell John about Venona which was the coding system the Russians used. Bletchley Park had cracked the code and that knowledge was top secret. She also didn’t remind John about the atomic bombs the Americans had built and dropped on Japan. Now Britain was building an atomic bomb too, and atomic secrets were being passed on to the Russians from Britain, and Bletchley Park knew that was true because cracking the Venona code had told them so.

‘Anyway, if the Socialists in the government have their way, Bletchley Park might be fully shut down soon and father will be out of a job and we will lose all of our special rations.’

‘Are you saying it’s possible this is a farewell party,’ suggested John.

‘Yes,’ Sybil replied wistfully, ‘I really enjoy working with Alan Turing and playing lacrosse with the men at lunchtime. I may just have to go back to school on a full-time basis.’

The two of them sat there longer, swinging on the love seat and overlooking the crochet and tennis lawns which had picnic tables and long wooden lounge chairs dotted around. In the background was a dark green hedge which hid the extensive vegetable gardens and orchards.

The scene was so peaceful.

To anyone looking, it would seem as though two British school children were enjoying a warm drowsy summer’s day. 

But appearances can be deceiving.

John was a bloodline descendant of both Arthur Pendragon and Merlin the Magician and after his magic had been awakened in the town of Glastonbury, he had had a series of adventures in other worlds and other times that greatly enhanced his magical abilities, so much so he was now a powerful wizard.

Sybil was a bloodline descendant of Arthur Pendragon too, but she also had a magical Indian bloodline which went back even more centuries. She too had had her magical abilities enhanced by her adventures with John, but in addition, her sharp mind had made her invaluable to the code breakers at Bletchley Park even from an infant. To protect her from the nosy bureaucrats, the scientists had given her an ATS uniform, and a ranking with a pay grade too.

As secret as Bletchley Park was, the haven for the scientists in Coventry, where Sybil and John were enjoying the sun was also a big secret. Grandma Robinson’s manse was a backup site for Bletchley Park, and although the rooms under the manse were never used during the war, it was still used as place where the scientists could relax on weekends. A bigger secret still was the fact that Sybil was heiress to a secret witch’s coven on which the sun never set. Started by Ursula Shipton in mysterious Cornwall England just before the Roman invasion to protect the coven’s magic bloodline, it had grown and grown. By 1913 the British Empire had control of 412 million people and everywhere the men conquered, the women went too and established a secret witch’s coven. The women kept their magic alive and used their magical influences to place their men in strategic positions in government, science and the church. It was no secret to the women of the coven, that Sybil’s father was head of a secret facility that had been responsible for winning the war against Hitler.

Grandma Robinson, the head of the world-wide Shipton clan, told her everything, but there was this strange influence at work linked to the standing stones that none of the coven understood.

Sybil wanted to know more.

‘Look John,’ she pleaded, ‘by the time these two weeks in Bletchley Park are over, you’ll be back at school and so will I. My school, Kings Girls High, is having their annual grudge match against the Birmingham King Edwards Girls High, and I simply have to be there for the training and the game.’

‘That’s if MI6 will let you go,’ taunted John. He had learned in dribs and drabs more details about Sybil’s Bletchley Park. But he just didn’t understand why British spies might be helping Russia. But anyway, that was all adult stuff, and he knew enough not to keep asking questions.

Sybil pushed the love chair a bit harder before answering.

‘As I said, I can’t see what they can learn in two weeks what they haven’t found out in years,’ and she touched her nose.

‘And you probably have guessed by now that a lot of the scientists at Bletchley Park are part of our bloodline.’

John nodded. 

He had guessed that.

‘That means I am careful not to use my witchly talents around them. But these Secret Service guys and office wallahs have no magic so I am tempted to persuade them to let me go.’

‘Isn’t that a bit risky Cous? Does our bloodline have to be in the same room to be influenced by magic?’

‘Mmm, I don’t know. Perhaps I had better borrow some of your logic and persuade them that way.’

‘Back to this Friday; Grandma’s definitely going and there is room in the car for both of us.’

‘Are you in?’

‘Do they sell boiled fruit cake at this festival?’

‘It’s their specialty,’ lied Sybil.

‘I’m in.’
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A model future village
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Serena in costume

Plans

GRANDMA ROBINSON HAD been going to Thornton regardless of what anyone else was doing. She had complained long and loudly about being “put in it” by her non-magic daughter Florence. But the truth was, she and Aunty Minnie enjoyed a party, and her daughter was a great hostess being both an accomplished pianist and an exceptional singer of the latest musical songs from the London East End shows.

‘It’s going to be an early start,’ she had warned her granddaughter Sybil, ‘and I won’t wait for John.’

She was excited and planned to get to the village green just as everyone was setting up their stalls. In her mind she imagined the choice of cakes and salad things she needed for the party.

John, after his earlier reluctance, had got excited too. Here was another chance to test out his “blinds alarm clock”, but just in case he would have an old alarm clocked wrapped up in a towel under his pillow.

Naturally, John had plans too. Once up, he would sneak across the road and raid the disused gardens in the cul-de-sac. He felt confident that he would be able to gather some wild-sown tomatoes and radish, and pick bunches of herbs that could be used in a salad.

His Mum would be pleased at the little gifts he would leave her in the kitchen and there would be no questions asked. Just like when they collected “starter coal” illegally from the commercial railway line behind the house. The starter coal was essential to light the coal slag fire which was used for all cooking in the family.

The second part of his plan involved getting to his grandmother’s house early to help Aunty Minnie prepare breakfast. If he did that, he would be certain to get bacon and eggs on toast – a rarity in his house.’ There had been no clues about using the magical stones this time, so just a quick look and then down to the village fair where he knew that Grandma Robinson would be certain to have some spare change for some fruit cake.

Sybil’s plan didn’t have to change one iota. She would be woken in plenty of time by Aunty Minnie to get dressed and have breakfast, and as far as she was concerned, she and John were just taking a peep at the next adventure, and then they would stroll down to the village green. Her plan was simple. What could go wrong?

Thornton 2948

Purring like some huge mechanical cat, the shiny Humber Super Snipe limousine with its dinner-plate sized headlights, glided to a stop outside the ancient Saxon church in Thornton.

‘Come down to the village green when you are finished,’ called out Grandma Robinson, ‘I might need some help with my bargains.’

Smoothly the huge army car moved away from the cobbled pavement and began its journey down the twisty street towards the village green.

John and Sybil waved until it was out of sight, and then John took his notebook out of the army haversack that Sybil had given him.

He checked the rune in his book with the rune on the ancient standing stone.

‘Yes, this was the next one.’

Both of them looked around. It would not do for someone to see two children disappear near the church. The street was empty so they both touched the stone simultaneously.

This Thornton was eerie!

It was the absence of sound for a start, and the lack of wheeling flocks of black birds overhead ready to feast on the fallen grains of the harvest. This was, after all, summertime and around the masses of flowers near the lych gate of the church, there should be the buzzing of bees too. But there wasn’t anything.

There were no sounds of vehicles and no people walking the village street.

‘Something’s weird, isn’t it?’ whispered Sybil to John.

‘There are lots of weird things if you ask me,’ replied John in a low voice. ‘The buildings look like Thornton, but somehow they are different and there are no people, and it’s so silent.’

‘There’s something else,’ whispered Sybil again looking at the perfectly mown grass, ‘but I can’t quite put my finger on it.’

John walked through the lych gate up the sandstone pathway towards the Saxon church.

‘Look at the crosses. They are the same as the ones I remember. That’s a Celtic cross and that’s a gravestone with an urn on top. But where are the lichens? There is no moss.’

He walked further up the path and touched the stonework of the church. ‘This stonework should be at least 800 years old, but it has a new look. It has a weathered shape, but the stone itself is not weathered.’

Sybil ran her fingers across the stone and agreed with John. 

‘It looks like someone or other built a model village. Why on earth would someone want to do that?’

‘Beats me,’ commented John, ‘let’s go and look at the village shops.’

Disappeared

Beelzebub the dragon was monitoring The Chosen One, one moment and the next moment he was excluded. 

‘Chosen One?’ he queried in his usual way, but there was no response. 

This had never happened before. The last memory he had of the Chosen One, and his girl child cousin, was at the magical standing stones.

Beelzebub sent an alarm out to all his brother dragons asking if they had sighted the pair, but still nothing. This was rather annoying, as he felt that the Chosen One had potential to be the one to eventually defeat his master, and thus give them a chance to be free of the enslaving spells imposed on them by the Dragon Master.

Clearly the disappearance was linked somehow or other to the magical standing stones, but if none of the dragons knew where he had disappeared to, then there was no way he, or brothers, could protect this human.

‘Did it mean he had to start again and identify some new wizard?’

Cousin Serena

The Old Ones, who were around thousands of years before the Celts arrived from Europe, built their magic stone monoliths and magic stone circles on high points. The Druid priests planted their yew trees in the same place and also made them places of worship. The Christians followed suit, building their churches on the same sites, and so the two cousins walked down the winding street away from the holy place past the Post Office with its big red P and made their way to the shops.

As they walked to the first shops, they came to ones named Butchers and Bakers which were closed and had empty windows, but Sybil hurried to a gift shop on the corner of a street because she could see items in the windows.

It was a typical display you might find in any large village in England. There were the floral dinner sets next to cups and mugs with bright designs such as royal shields and rural scenes. The usual display of porcelain dolls with bright ribbons and frilly dresses were next to orange-colored teddy bears and Raggety Anne stuffed toys.

John was not that interested in that sort of stuff, and he was day dreaming a bit as he went to turn the corner and explore further when he almost collided with someone.

Like most boys of his age, John didn’t have much to do with girls. After all he went to an all-boys school and only played with Sybil and Gillian from Rugby, who didn’t count as girls because they were his cousins.

To his surprise, in front of him stood the most beautiful girl John had ever seen. She was about his age, but was all curves, with bright cornflower blue eyes, heaps of blonde hair and wearing the shortest deep red pleated skirt edged in gold trimming. A curious belt with a large buckle designed with what looked like an eye stood out. On her feet were cowboy boots and around her shoulders she had a long red cape which matched her skirt. Across her ample chest she wore a tight dark blue long-sleeved jumper and emblazoned on the front of her chest was a huge red S on a gold background.

John could only gape with his mouth wide open.

‘Goodness gracious me,’ she exclaimed, ‘you haven’t got a computer chip!’

Sybil Robinson, heir apparent to the Shipton coven of witches, turned in surprise when she heard a girl’s voice declaring that John Lewis did not have a computer chip.
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