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	This book uses UK English, so expect words like ‘favourite’, ‘colour’ and ‘metre’,  temperatures in Celsius and expressions such as ‘I put it in my car boot’… but then… I may use US spelling and expressions. 

	Oh well – you’ll see 

	 


"If you tell a lie big enough and keep repeating it, people will eventually come to believe it.”

	Joseph Goebbels Minister of Propaganda, Nazi Germany

	 

	I’ve been told by one of the characters in this story that you won’t believe this. However, enough will stick in minds for it to trigger an idea. That alone will cause the founding of TACO – the Time Agency Chronoclasm Organisation which controls time travel.

	 

	


Chapter 1

	It was a dark and stormy night.

	(Huh! What sort of story beginning is that?) I’d better explain. You see I’m an author and, I’ve always been told, that you never start a story with a cliché expression such as ‘It was a dark and stormy night.’ No one, with any sense, starts with that line. So that’s why I wrote it and in any case – it was a dark and stormy night. At least it was getting dark because the street lights were on, and it was decidedly stormy because the rain didn’t quite fall upwards. There was no thunder or lightning though, so I supposed that’s what made the guy I was watching try to use his umbrella to shelter from the rain. You’d have thought he would have known better. I’d already watched it invert twice in the wind and been mildly amused by his struggles to put it right again. It’s easy to be amused when you’re not the person getting drenched and almost blown off the pavement.
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