
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      STORIES OF THE ICE AGE

    

    
      First edition. August 1, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Gerry Murphy.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231135264

    

    
    
      Written by Gerry Murphy.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


​[image: ]

[image: ]

[image: ]

[image: A person looking at the camera

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

Zelliloo had asked all around his area of the universe for help with the Pluto star-city. Fortunately, he had managed to get hold of an incredible device, and he had picked up some interesting information as well. It was the best he could do. What he had found was to lead onto a totally fantastic – and sometimes very dangerous – adventure, with some unbelievable results.

Zelliloo was pleased with how the city was progressing, and he particularly liked the transparent dome that had been erected over it all. The dome had been given to us by the inhabitants of Nanta Pi, a place that Sandra had somehow visited, and it was made of a unique and highly functional material called nantadiledium. It covered part of the surface of Pluto, where our slave settlement had been, and inside it was warmth and fresh air. Outside was the rest of Pluto – bitter cold, vacuum and lethal radiation.

He had brought a strange contraption with him. It was weird-looking, and shiny and metallic, and covered with complex dials and switches. ‘It’s a Time Cylinder’, he said, ‘It’s possible, in some situations, to travel through time in the universe.’ We all looked at our visitor in wonder – these advanced extra-terrestrials from beyond the Earth knew how to invent some amazing things – could they even reverse time? ‘Time travel is, basically, impossible’, continued Zelliloo, ‘But this thing – the Time Cylinder – allows for very short jumps, of a few years in either direction. We should be very careful with it.’

‘Where did you get it from?’ asked Bobby. ‘From some associates of my father’, answered our wondrous benefactor. He seemed reluctant to say any more. But he went on . . .

‘You wanted to grow some food here, didn’t you?’ he said. ‘But we were told that we would have to go back to the Earth as it was when the slaves were first taken away, thousands of years ago,’ said Sandra, ‘Or else the food wouldn’t agree with the slaves’ DNA – or something like that.’ ‘That’s true’, said Zelliloo, ‘I found that out too. The food would be toxic to them. But now that you’ve got this dome over everything, you can grow food here. And also, with the Time Cylinder, you can go back to the prehistoric Earth. I found out when the people were originally taken away – it was around fifty thousand years ago, deep within the Ice Ages. Anyway, I’ve set the Time Cylinder for a voyage to the ancient Earth, about fifty thousand years before now. How does that sound?’

Well, this was absolutely thrilling! Bobby and Sandra just about jumped for joy! They were going to go back to the Earth at last – but in a way they had never dreamt of – they were going back to the ancient world, with a time machine. It sounded like fun - it was going to be short, and exciting - they would make a quick trip there, land, get some seeds and plants, and then come back, and we would start our dream garden, and our city would become one of the wonders of the universe! Or so we thought. I begged them to take me along, and they agreed. I so much wanted to see the home planet.

Bobby, Sandra and I got into Zelliloo’s craft, along with the wonderful Time Cylinder, and prepared to leave Pluto, on our plant-finding mission. Though it seemed to me the journey would be long, the others assured me it would only be short. Sandra and Bobby had been nearly everywhere by now, and they thought it was nothing at all. But this was the first time I had left Pluto at all, and the first time I had even been inside a spaceship.

The voyage through space was absolutely marvellous. We took off from our small planet, and then flew through a huge void, filled with beautiful and never-ending stars. The spacecraft moved extremely fast, and used some really advanced technology to achieve its amazing speeds, which I did not completely understand at that time. But then, there were some things that none of us properly understood at the time. For example, we did not realize it then, but Zelliloo had had a lot of conflict with Zabaddel, his father, about what he was doing. He had made it sound as though it was so easy, and he could use his father’s contacts at any time. But he was really very kind-hearted, and never let on. His father was not happy about his son’s continued involvement with the humans of Pluto. In particular, he still resented the way that Sandra had foiled the devious plot to sell the precious planet of BabuZeze to the evil UrgLorg. But worst of all, Zelliloo had been forced to use dishonest tactics to get hold of the time-travel device, which he was not really supposed to have. Zelliloo had wanted to help us a lot, apparently.

Nevertheless, shortly after leaving Pluto, the Time Cylinder was put into action. It worked, like a lot of other things around us, on fantastically-advanced super-technology. A thin sheet of exotic materials was unfurled around the spacecraft, in the shape of a cylinder, and suddenly we were fifty thousand years in the past.

We kept on travelling towards the Earth, and everything looked much the same as it had been before using the Time Cylinder. The device was now packed away again, and Zelliloo planned to repeat the procedure on the way home. As the spacecraft went past the planets of the Solar System, we all talked about our plans and prospects. Us three humans were excited about the space-city, being eager to build a food garden there, and Zelliloo shared in the dream, wanting to assist all he could. Our group hoped to land quickly on the Earth, get a pile of plant material, and then return the way we had come. At least it sounded simple then, and we continued peacefully through the dark and empty sea of space, gradually approaching the planet Earth. Ahead of us the Sun was getting larger and warmer, and the Earth could be seen as a small blue speck of light. Next to it was another speck of light – the Moon.

The excitement and tension was mounting, as the destination got closer and closer, and the blue speck became bigger and bigger. I liked the look of it – a lovely jewel of blue and green and brown, covered by swirling white clouds.

We approached the wonderful planet, and were preparing to land. Zelliloo was aiming for an area with lots of green, because that was supposedly where we would find the right sort of plants. But alas, it was not going to be that peaceful. ‘Oh no!’ cried Zelliloo suddenly. There was a great box-like pirate ship behind us. It had just come out of nowhere, and it was monstrously big, ugly, and machine-like. A great blast of burning fire, much bigger than our craft, suddenly issued out of the pirate ship, in our direction, and Zelliloo swerved madly to avoid it. This was not a good start to the plant-finding expedition.

‘Where did the pirates come from?’ demanded Sandra. She was annoyed. And we were all terrified, as well as disappointed. ‘I’ll get to the surface as quick as I can’, said Zelliloo, ‘We can hide amongst the vegetation down there. It’ll be fine. The pirate ships are quite clumsy, really, and they can’t move very well.’ He quickly zoomed down towards the surface, but the pirates shot a second blast of fire towards us. This one hit the craft, there was a big explosion, and everything was burning. ‘Just jump’, cried Zelliloo, ‘I’ll come back to get you.’ Quickly, we all put on parachutes and jumped out of the craft, going towards the surface of the Earth, a long way down below us. It was way too far up, but the situation was desperate. However, Zelliloo couldn’t get it together in time. His craft was on fire, he was trapped inside, and he was forced to speed off, and land elsewhere. The last we heard was him yelling, ‘I’ll be back!’ Then his craft flew off in a blaze of fire, with the pirates chasing after him.

But Bobby, Sandra and I fell peacefully, going down towards the Earth’s surface, and the pirates didn’t seem to notice. In every direction now was a huge forest, that seemed to go on forever. Somehow, Zelliloo had made a terrible mistake somewhere, and something had gone dreadfully wrong with our expedition. Were we ever going to see him again? More importantly, were we ever going to survive being alone on the primitive Earth? Looking up in the sky, there was no sign of him, and his craft seemed to have disappeared for good. But at the very least, we were all still alive. 

Going further and further down, there was more air to breathe, and the fall became pleasant. There was nothing else to be seen but millions of trees, all over the surface, every way we looked. Going even further down, we eventually came to the tops of the trees. The leaves and branches broke our fall, and we found ourselves, with our parachutes, in the upper branches of the trees. We were all slightly bruised and shaken, and had nothing with us but our clothes, and a few basic provisions, which were later found packed away inside the parachutes.

Our stranded trio looked around at the new world. This was the Earth, to be sure, but it was very different, at least to Sandra and Bobby. We had gone back in time something like fifty thousand years. The sky was a deep and clean blue, and the Sun had just come up. The air was crisp and pure, the silence was intense, and all that could be seen was endless forest. We packed up our parachutes, then carefully climbed down the trees, slowly making our way to the ground. Though the three of us had landed some distance apart, we could all see each other. The forest floor was covered by leaves and rocks, and it was cool and peaceful. All of us met up again on the ground, then sat down and worked out what we were going to do.

‘How long will it be till he comes back?’ I asked the others, ‘I really don’t know if he ever will.’ ‘His craft was still partly together’, said Bobby, ‘And Zelliloo must have some idea of what he’s doing. He can always contact his home planet, too. I know that Zabaddel, his father, doesn’t like us. But he wouldn’t let his son get fed to the pirates.’

‘Zabaddel said our trip was totally unnecessary’, said Sandra, ‘And that the Pluto city didn’t need any garden for growing fresh food. He thinks that humans are a rather low form of life, and he resents his son being associated with us. And he tried to stop Zelliloo from bringing us here in the first place.’

‘Maybe that’s why it’s all gone wrong’, I said, ‘Or at least, it partly explains why.’

‘Zelliloo wouldn’t have done all this for nothing’, said Bobby, ‘And obviously he had to go to a lot of trouble to get that time-travel device. That thing must be really valuable.’ ‘Well’, said Sandra, ‘Zabaddel would probably come to get his son, and, of course, the expensive time device. But he’d more than likely leave us here to rot. The same as he couldn’t care less about any garden on Pluto.’ ‘But Zelliloo might contact someone else’, said Bobby, ‘He’s got a lot of friends in the universe. There might be reason to hope.’

‘Anyway’, said Sandra, ‘If Zelliloo – or anyone else – comes looking for us, I doubt if they’ll find us here in the jungle. We need to get to some open country, where they’d be able to see us. And then perhaps, we should make some kind of sign for them.’

‘What if his piece of craft crashed?’ I asked, ‘Maybe he’s lost in the jungle somewhere, just like we are.’ ‘That’s possible’, said Sandra, ‘I guess we should walk in the direction that he was flying off in.’

But suddenly there was a dark shape up in the sky overhead, and we all looked up in fright. It was the pirate ship, far up in the sky. Though the tree covering above was thick, we felt a need for more cover. There was just enough time to run towards a thicket of bushes that was nearby, and hide. The ship crossed the sky, nearly right above, casting a shadow. ‘How big is that thing?’ I whispered softly. It was huge, though it was far-off. The underside of it seemed to be nothing but a great ugly block of dark metal.

‘Absolutely massive’ said Sandra, ‘Me and Bobby were inside one once.’ ‘I wonder what they’re doing here’, I said, ‘I mean, why did they bother to attack us?’ ‘Isn’t it about now that the slaves were taken away?’ asked Sandra. ‘Zelliloo said he tried to come here a fairly long time after the slaves were taken, though’, said Bobby, ‘He was aware that it would be difficult if we came here while they were doing the capturing.’ ‘Well, he must have got it wrong’, replied Sandra, ‘Perhaps Zabaddel, out of spite, didn’t give him the right information.’ 

By now the pirate ship had moved on, and our little group was safe. We had been well-hidden, and had most likely – or hopefully – not been seen. However, we were delightfully surprised to discover where we had found ourselves. The thicket of bushes surrounded a small stream, and pool, of water. In here was a wonderland of wildflowers, and there were bees and butterflies everywhere. The stream was filled with crystal clear running water, and there were fish and frogs in the pool. The water was fresh, and cool, and delicious, and our group drank as much as we could of it. It took our minds off the pirates, and, after the drink, we continued to make plans for the uncertain future. 

‘Well’, said Bobby, ‘What are we going to do?’ ‘Try to get rescued, I suppose’, said Sandra, ‘And, by the way, does anyone have any idea of what part of Earth we’re in?’

From what I saw from Zelliloo’s craft’, said Bobby, ‘I guess us to be in Central Asia, or China perhaps. And about halfway between the Equator and the North Pole. I did a bit of research about all this before leaving. There should be a large open grassland to the north of this forest, but further north of that there’ll be a huge expanse of ice. Zelliloo was going towards the north when he was flying off, so it seems like that’s probably the best way to go.’

Bobby continued. He seemed to know everything. ‘Let’s wait until it gets dark, and the stars come out’, he said, ‘Then it’ll be easy to work out where to go. Once we find out which way is north, according to the stars, we can walk in that direction.’ ‘It’d be better to walk at night, wouldn’t it’, said Sandra, ‘I bet this forest gets cold at night. And we haven’t got any warm clothes, or blankets – or anything else at all, for that matter.’

The three of us spent the rest of the day wandering around the forest, trying to familiarize ourselves with the strange new world. Bobby and Sandra tried to see if they could recognize any of the trees. Some of them appeared to have fruit they recognized as edible, though in a much different form to what they were familiar with. We all decided not to attempt any collection of plant material just yet. Though this had been the original purpose of the visit to Earth, right now, survival and rescue were the most important things. We would just have to make mental notes of everything for the time being. 

We also carefully checked out the provision bags that had been packed away inside the parachutes. They contained some food and water, and a few useful survival items. But how long was it going to be till we met up with Zelliloo again? How long would the food last? Were we eventually going to have to find our own food?

Evening came, we worked out which way was north, and began walking. It was a Full Moon fortunately, and it was easy to see our way in the dense forest. The ground was often rough and rocky, and sometimes the vegetation was thick, but we soon got used to it. So we walked, and walked, and walked.

A few isolated bird calls slowly built up into a glorious symphony of song, and a pink haze appeared in the eastern sky. The Sun was starting to rise. After walking all night, continuing north, the forest was exactly the same, and it looked like there was going to be no end to it. Our legs were very sore, and our shoes were badly worn. There had been no sign whatsoever of Zelliloo’s crashed craft, or of him coming from the sky to rescue us. Finding a dense area of bushes, next to a stream, we stopped to rest. The rising Sun was warm and gentle, and the birds were still singing. We were all very tired, and very soon had drifted off to sleep.
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Bobby and Sandra have already been through
many exciting escapades in their travels around
the universe. After their rescue from the wilderness
of deep space, and their dealings with all the
amazing characters in outer space, they are back
on Pluto. Now that they have started to establish
the ‘Star-City of Pluto’, it is time to travel back to
the primitive Earth, as it was during the Ice Age,
to get some plants to start a garden. But will their
expedition go as planned, and will things turn out
as simple as they hope? Yet again Vermilion
narrates the story, and she tells how the three
fearless friends might be in for their most incredible
adventure et . ..





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image005.jpg
An outer space adventure story by Gerry Murphy

PR
\ a4 Y
The second part of the adventures of Bobby,ﬂandla and Verniilion





OEBPS/d2d_images/image004.jpg
The forest was endless, and we went past
multitudes of trees, and up and down an eternity of
hills. There were a lot of streams, and we often
stopped to drink the cool and clear water. Sandra’s
prediction about the forest becoming cold at night
proved to be certainly true. So we just continued
walking, and walking, and walking.

After a while the ceaseless rhythm of our steps
began to resemble a hypnotic chant. There was
plenty of time to think that night, and we all
reflected, and pondered, on what insane turn of
events had brought us to where we were -
hopelessly lost, in a primeval forest, somewhere on
the Ice Age Earth.





