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Preface
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At the start of 2020, after writing several poems about nature, I began to amass numerous haiku poems. These became my passion and the inspiration for my first four books.

This book was put to one side for nearly two years due to life getting in the way I guess, and myself concentrating on my other projects.

It was after a deep conversation; with my now partner Bernadette that she asked to see the work that I put on hold for so long.

She read the first eight chapters, then I went through the chapter plan with her.... She loved the concept and flow of the book, then said:-

“You have to finish it!”

With the chapter plan in hand and half the book written in rough, I put in a few hours a week spread over the next few months and managed to complete it.

––––––––
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Thank you, Bernadette.
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Unlike my other books, this book’s drive has come from my passion for screenplays, sci-fi and time travel novels.

I wanted to produce a book that easily grabbed the reader’s attention and helped them visualise the scenes. For the book to work for me I needed a novel that not only was a good read but could be adapted into a screenplay with ease. As a result, the past and future tenses and the way the speech is represented have been done unconventionally. By employing this methodology of blending the tenses, I am hoping to give the book more direction and a feel as if you are within a movie as you read it, and to give the feel of multiple realities. I have also used subtle hints that will hopefully link into a sequel if this book does well.

If you like time travel, sci-fi and adventure you should love this book. I’ve included a bit of love interest too, what is life and adventure without love?

I hope you will enjoy my book.

Foreword by Bernadette Felice

When I first grabbed the rough script that Martin kept for so long, I wasn’t expecting much from it, as it had been left for so long unfinished. But on the very first few lines, I felt sucked into the scraps of paper and kept on reading, I just could not let go.  The way he managed to describe and communicate the story was so different and captivating. He has used a completely new way of writing this book, which I found to be different and fun. It is the most creative book I have read in years..... “Truly Groundbreaking”

I remember like it was seconds ago when I looked up and told Martin ‘you have to finish this, it is simply amazing!’ 

I usually enjoy reading non-fiction books and most probably this is the 2nd or 3rd fiction book I have managed to read which kept me hostage until I finished it. 

The flow of this book is innovative and fast flowing when it needed to be and I felt so absorbed in it, I could easily say that I was in another world and fully captivated while reading it, which is unusual for me.

It is a book that can easily simulate a film in your imagination if you are in sync with it.

I can relate to the characters, they are so real and have so much depth to them, I felt like I knew them!

Bernadette Felice

Tyde nor time tarrieth no man
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Chapter 1 
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Jasmine

––––––––
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Complacency in life

Expecting certain aspects even strife

At any moment a hero could be born

Right now it’s the early dawn

––––––––
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Monday 16 May 2022, 7 am: Jaipur

––––––––
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From a distance, every day seems the same. The sun's rays once more track silently across the planet below. Effortlessly, the Earth spins while nestled in the fabric of time and space.

In India, like most of the world, the two years of the pandemic had meant fewer visitors to the region and less freedom. Now things seem to be mimicking the past years, with more workers and tourists on the streets. India like the rest of the planet had progressed slowly, people had the same technology as two years ago, and food and fuel prices were elevated too.

Since early 2020 the world news had been nothing more than a constant telling of what seemed like a never-ending virus. Now in what seemed like the demise of the Covid19 virus, the news took a more worrying story as its main foundation, the European War. War advanced technology, changed borders and depicts the future by its outcome. Sadly it comes at a cost, human life. After so long under the ‘lockdown’ situation covid had caused with the masses scared to leave their own homes, ironically the greatest migration of people was occurring since the previous two great wars.

This morning as in every morning the still was interrupted when the shrill bells of her brass alarm clock shook her from whatever sleep she was getting. Jasmine awoke and thought instantly of her father, who had purchased the clock for her as a gift. It was this along with the items within a small wooden embossed chest that were the most treasured in her life. She reached over to slide the silencing rocker switch, she was thankful for it, knowing that without such a definite summoning the temptation to grab just a few minutes more would have been overpowering. 

It was a workday and despite her lack of enthusiasm for her job, she knew that it was important that she kept it. She needed the money for many things, for her, the main drive was to continue her studies. It was her father who kept on saying motivational stories, and when she tried to remember them they became a mixture of all the great conversations.

“Respect others, there are a lot of good people out there....... India is full of them.... Many haven't had the opportunities you have had or will have, I’ve worked hard for you and your sister's needs............ Education is the way out for both of you........You will excel more than your sister, you will learn from me and your sister to become better than us all..... You are special in so many ways......... Times are changing and opportunities are here now........... Class and the way family history is perceived will be erased............ Work hard..... Save hard.... Study hard...  India is changing and so is the rest of the World.”

Everything her father said was inspirational; ..... His words and genetics had sculptured her into the woman she was today, nurturing and nature in pure harmony.

Her grandfather who was a strong figure of a man, just like her father, was a street cleaner; because of this, her father had to work twice as hard in the factory to make the extra money for books and education for her and her sister to enjoy. Precious gold jewellery he also had given to them both, to ensure a chance in life for her and her sister. 

“Gold will always go up,” he would say while encouraging them to keep gold as an easy way to keep their funds close by. 

Jasmine always wore her favourite necklace and had the rest either in a locked chest that was bolted to the floor or in a secret place, under her floorboards.

Her grandfather’s profession didn’t impact her so much with the changing views within India...... But it sure didn’t help, in any way. But because her grandfather worked, he purchased the books for her father. Her father who was educated entirely by books was constantly reading. He would tell her and her sister stories about America and England, about the great inventors, buildings, and opportunities. All the time drilling in their minds:-

“Education will help take you both away from India if you want. If you feel you are getting held back then, education, education is the answer...You are both so gifted.”

The father’s stories of India painted two images for Jasmine one negative, and one of joy. 

“My daughters will see a different life to what I had, either in India or the west.” He kept on telling them. “I was working twice as hard for half the wealth.”

Then moments later, her father would follow up the conversation with a message of hope.

“India has so much potential, so many resources, and so many people, things will improve.... Slowly, ever so slowly..... Eventually, we will be a superpower like China or America.... No, even better than them!”

Jasmine knew that in most countries, schools you attend, your height, ethnicity and so much more can affect your progress in life. Jasmine’s father Mahendra just thought these challenges did not exist outside India...They did. Regardless Jasmine loved India, the sights, sounds, and smells. India was vibrant, full of energy and life, a true jewel not just of Asia but the world.

Jasmine wanted to reach her full potential in life and work, wherever that may lead........ Either India or elsewhere. Then once she had found her true footing in life with work and home, the plan was to eventually find a wonderful man. The western world often beckoned her, however, the reality was she had visited Malta once and that was about it.

Twice a week Jasmine would go to night classes, well she should have been, but the events of the pandemic meant that she had to study and do the coursework from her home. This was a blessing in the way that tests could be passed easily by referring to the internet for the answers. On the flip side, however, you had to be self-motivating. Not that she was lacking motivation but on certain days she was drained from her work.

Fully awake now, she threw back the covers and sat on the side of the bed, the smell of Jasmine and the noises from outside were bringing her back to reality, which was far away from her dreams. Tilting to a side-on position and sitting up on her raised bed her feet were left dangling over tired yet clean wooden floorboards. As she wiped the sleep from her eyes she smelled the fields of Jasmine once more, each breath felt like the first cup of morning coffee. It was because of the local farmers growing their crops her name came to be, that, and classic movie princess with the same name was popular at the time of her father's purchase of the family home. Her mum’s home stood proudly at the end of a street less than a mile away in a much more desirable area than where she lived. Jasmine loved her independence with the option to drop into her mum’s house. She was hoping that this very freedom would produce a boyfriend, but nothing significant had materialised. This meant her mother was pushing increasingly for an arranged marriage. This would have gone against her father’s wishes possibly a few years ago, but at twenty-eight years old it probably has been both of them pushing for marriage by now. With her slim five-foot-six frame and pale skin, she was desirable, for now, though her mum would remind her.

“Time is always ticking. Tick tock!”

Jasmine would then remind her mum...

“My studies, I need to complete them..... I’ll find a guy myself after that!”

Her only defence against a partnership with an unknown man was her studies, she felt pressured at times. As she felt an increasing surge of the morning air that was already warm she whispered to herself.

“I have to pass!”

Jasmine looked up at the air-conditioning unit, it matched her lifestyle, it was basic. It did the job though, be it with the constant humming that accompanied so many homes in the neighbourhood. Jasmine turned away from the humming and thought about how she was existing, but not truly living life. For a moment she found herself staring at the wall opposite. Her attention focused on the photograph which hung there. It was a traditional Indian family portrait, with four figures rigidly posed, parents behind and daughters in front. Jasmine remembered how much she had hated the traditional costume at the time.

“Don’t worry no one will recognise us in these get-ups,” her sister had whispered in her ear, just as the picture was taken. 

The resulting giggles from the two of them lit up the picture. Now she loved the garish brightness; it helped her to keep her memories vibrant. She missed her elder sister Lia intensely; they were close despite the Seven-year age gap they had. Of course, she felt the loss of her father, but theirs was a different relationship. It had been over seven years since the accident, that took them both, but it still felt recent.

“Really, come on Jasmine, get a grip,” she repeated the mantra out loud, as she did every morning. 

Tiptoeing along the hallway, her slight frame was still producing sound; however, it was the best she could do. The hallway which was scarcely wider than a staircase was ventilated by the smallest of windows with a makeshift wooden shutter on it that used to belong to an old chicken shed. It was this make-do and creativity that Jasmine loved about Indian society. Her teacher had enforced reusing things in school too.

“Use it twice, don’t dispose of anything in haste.”

The make-do attitude was reflected in her home as a whole. It was a basic house converted into flats with the basement housing a family and the floor below her housing ten family members including their grandparents. Jasmine joked around at work saying how she lives in the penthouse. The wallpaper scarcely hung on the walls to the sides of the hallway and was severely scratched, her dwelling had witnessed at least one tenant too many. 

The door of her flatmate Nisha was slightly ajar, this allowed Jasmine to see her sprawled across the bed, her limbs entwined with those of someone. Jasmine could tell by the sculpted arms that it was a male, but she had no idea who. Jasmine smiled; they had the same beginnings but were so different. The door creaked on its hinges as she closed it and made her way to the bathroom. She knew Nisha would be out for several hours more, it was commonplace. She wanted to be more like her at times but her work and studies suppressed her, for now. 

Hot water was an unexpected pleasure in their tiny cubicle of a bathroom, but today she was in luck, not the usual lukewarm dribble, but a gush of steaming liquid. She hurried to make the most of it before the residents below used up the luxury at hand; she even had time and water enough to wash her long dark brunette hair when it didn’t need it so soon - the tingle on her scalp felt amazing. Despite the bathroom being barely larger than a cupboard, it was a luxury compared to what others had in her area. Having finished her shower, she quickly went back into her bedroom, her head and body swathed in greying towels. She wouldn’t have breakfast; she preferred not to disturb Nisha with the clanging of the metal bowls and such. She usually grabbed a coffee from the local “Shangri La” coffee shop on the way to work, if there was time. As she got ready for her bedroom, she listened to the radio. She liked to listen to British channels in particular. She loved the crisp voices. Sometimes she repeated the intonation of the presenters; it helped her in her day job. 

She dreamed that one day she would travel the world; London and New York were at the top of her list. For now, however, she needed to save up enough money to study and avoid the arranged marriage that her mother would like for her. Like so many more of her friends and even workmates, the Indian cultural beliefs around family and relationships were being influenced and being fuelled by another, the western culture. 

Jasmine thought about her father again, now that she was nearly thirty, what would have he said to her now? She was still studying; she had an average job at best, a broken apartment, and was unmarried. She glanced again at the picture of her father.

“I doubt you would have approved of all my decisions father, but at least you saw my dreams, I am working for my education now, I haven't given up.”

Money meant education, education meant better work and opportunities, and with education, the western world would greet her with open hands. Indeed, she had just heard that the UK was making things easier for Indians to come over for work, this was looking very promising.

“London, I could live in London, work in the palace maybe,” she said and chuckled to herself.

It was the educational fund that helped pay for her sister and her father's funeral, all that was left was enough to move out of the family home with Nisha when she started working. This delayed her progress in studying but she was getting there. The gold of her sister and the gold she kept, it was her father's wish never to sell it unless vital.... Last resort only.

“Gold will always go up,” Jasmine spoke her father’s words as she walked away for her dad’s picture.

She closed the apartment door gently, making sure that it locked behind her. They lived in an underdeveloped fairly poor neighbourhood with a severe lack of amenities and break-ins were not uncommon but at least infrequent in her apartment as there was always someone popping in or out of the main doors downstairs and her door was sheeted with iron. Putting her bag across her chest for added security and practicality, she hurried down the concrete stairs passing the noise of her neighbours talking loudly about the lack of hot water. 

“Not today.... Lukewarm again! A fiery man’s voice boomed out.

“Just go in!”A woman replied with a strong accent, “Stop Complaining!”

Jasmine giggled a bit, “whoops!”

She grabbed the handle of the main door that led to the outside world, opening it was like introducing a whole new world as if she was Dorothy opening the door from a black and white world to a world of vibrant colours. Just the flood of noises would in itself draw the images of India. Her damp hair was piled high on top of her head in a messy bun. She felt the warm air on the back of her neck. The streets were already bustling and dust circulated in the air like fine smoke. It was one of the things she hated about the city; you could feel dirty just walking along. She looked up at the sky, the sun was hazy. She took out her phone and used the camera to take a picture of the skyline. The city was a strange mix of the ancient and the semi-modern and she adored it all. The Pink Palace in particular which she used to pass by to get to school many years before was her favourite place in Jaipur. Although she had lived in the city all her life and in her flat for more than a year she still noticed something new about it every day. She tried to capture as many of its nuances as possible.

In the distance, she suddenly became aware of the bells. It was 8 am. She had better hurry if she was to get to work for her 8:45 start time. She ran to the bus stop, already shielded by the crowd of other commuters who were waiting for it. The bus was laden when it came to her stop. She squeezed on, finding a standing spot and holding onto a loop from the ceiling. All around her were other people, almost touching but not quite. Every so often the bus would lurch in a particular direction and bodies would brush each other but then quickly snap back into their previous positions. The bus smelled like a mixture of spices, which she was accustomed to but her diet was becoming more westernised although she enjoyed the nostalgia of it all. It also gave her a passion to explore and pursue a new career in Europe or beyond. She put in earphones and listened to Enya on her iPod. The soundtrack from her device flooded her ears with wonderful sounds, somehow making the journey more tolerable. She would download a podcast on occasion and listen to that, but generally, she liked to see the world move to her soundtrack. She watched the vehicles crowding the surrounding road, their horns blaring out every few moments as someone tried to cut in or take a shortcut.

Motorcyclists were everywhere, often with a helmetless pillion passenger, health and safety in India was a fleeting thought. Although it was mandatory to wear helmets, since 1988, a strange fluke in the enforcement of the law had meant that people felt they could flout it without paying a penalty. 

After thirty cramped minutes, the bus reached her stop and she eased herself past the now less crowded bus. Nearly every day the older generations on the bus would stare at her as if she should be at home looking after the home and cooking for her returning husband and children. India was changing but many of the older values still stayed, like the marital unions under arranged marriages and the way to conform because of your class. She disagreed that she should be put into a box regarding the way she acted or her background, but she also had views on how arranged marriages could work as they did with her mum and dad. It was all about choice and having it and having others respect it. When it came to people's backgrounds or ‘class’ she wasn’t concerned, she was bothered more about how someone acted or how educated they were. She took a deep breath feeling free to breathe again and took the final step off the bus. 

She always tried to walk through the park on her way to the office. It was slightly longer but was worth it just to get away from the dirt and hustle of the streets that still filtered in. In the park, the noise was from bird songs, and the rustle of the trees, it was nature’s harmony.

‘India can be so magical.’ She thought whilst thinking about the smells sights and now the wildlife within her jewel of a country.

She usually took a couple of photos each time of different trees or flowers that took her eye, but the bus had seemed to take longer today, and she didn’t have time, for the photographs but the park was too inviting to miss. As she hurried through the park she breathed in the clean air that always seemed less dusty somehow. Emerging from the park, Jasmine decided it possibly wasn't the best of ideas as she looked at her watch. She uttered some words to herself.

“Not the bloody red team again.”

Her place of work was an office on the first floor of an old factory. She entered through a heavy metal side door and went up the two flights of concrete stairs. The downstairs space was still used as a clothing and carpet factory. The constant hum of the sewing machines gently vibrated through her work floor. Inside the office, there were rows and rows of desk cubicles. Huge air conditioning units hung from the ceiling. Mrs. Sanger, the supervisor sat at the front, her desk facing outwards to the other cubicles. She reminded Jasmine of an exam invigilator; she never missed a thing even though she had her quota of work to do. She beckoned to Jasmine as she entered, multiple bracelets clinking around her wrist. Jasmine put her bag down on the desk and went to the front. Jasmine felt like she was at school again.

“Yes, Mrs. Sanger?”

“I want you on the red team today!” She smiled with rows of yellowed teeth while already shooing Jasmine towards her seat with her jangling bracelets clanging.

“Oh okay,” Jasmine tried not to show her disappointment. She went back to her desk and logged onto the computer. 

“That’s because you were nearly late!” Raj, her friend spoke quietly to her.

“Shush!” Jasmine said with a huge grin before she blew Raj a little kiss.

Raj who was sitting in the cubicle at the side of her leaned over towards his favourite workmate.

“She knows that everyone hates the red or dead. She particularly hates you, girl!”

“It’s my fault,” she threw a look of mock despair at Raj. 

“At least I don’t have to do it!” 

They both made a rude gesture from behind the cubicle screen to the unaware Mrs. Sanger. Then they laughed almost silently.

Mrs. Sanger seemed to hear this almost silent laughter.

“Back to work please!”

“Yes, Mrs. Sanger,” Jasmine said.

“Sorry, Mrs. Sanger,” Raj added.

They both switched to work mode once more. 

Jasmine placed on the telephone headset and gave the thumbs up to Raj. 

“Hello, how can I help you?” Today she decided to practice her best-receded pronunciation. 

As Jasmine listened to a customer’s complaint a growing smile covered her face. Raj noticed this and whispered to her.

“It’s a good one isn’t it?”

Jasmine nodded, and then answered the customer.

“Oh dear, I am most terribly sorry. We do pride ourselves in sending out the best quality equipment. Could you be more specific about the fault? Did it happen when you and your partner tried it the first time?”

The red team as ever was her least favourite as it could become very awkward for conversation but it was never dull, and often enlightening.
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Chapter 2
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Marie

––––––––
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Monday 16 May 2022, 6:59 am: Paris

––––––––
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The sun had been up for close to an hour when Marie opened her eyes and turned her head to the interactive digital device on her side table. Its small crack on the side of it was gathering more and more grime daily. In a couple of minutes, the device would start to play, and although it was intended to rouse her, she generally woke just before. Years of the same routine had given her the healthy body and clear presence of mind that Marie desired in life and was happy to attain before her thirties. The French beauty that now was in her mid-forties always liked to enjoy her morning music. Her favourite station was Radio Seine, to which she often set the alarm, either that or her normal wake-up routine of the radio. She loved the woody timbre of the male host’s voice and the classical choice that he played. It was her guilty pleasure and a contrast to what she played while training or in the café. As the figures transformed to 7:00 the device awoke.

“Bonjour Paris, c'est l'heure des Chopin.” 

Marie was out of bed now and was standing on the tiny balcony that led off via French doors from her bedroom. She had collected her morning coffee on the way from the automated coffee machine that would click four minutes before her alarm. The calming romantic vibes of the city slowly came to life after each delightful sip from her coffee cup. The music drifted away on Paris's crisp morning air and added to the city’s romantic feel. She coveted the view, the Eiffel tower in the distance, and the architectural brilliance of the Cathedral of Notre Dame, though she had to bend a little over the balcony to see it. She had seen the cathedral burn in April 2019, and now the renovations were fifty per cent complete, with expected costs to run above a billion Euros. She took another look at the Eiffel tower knowing how lucky she had been to find the apartment.

It was springtime and she couldn't help but feel the whole city was blossoming, not just the apple trees that were on the opposite balcony. She left the outdoor space and went inside with a smile on her face and her coffee cup in hand. The main living room was small and had a minimalist look to it; the only thing that looked out of place was a small ‘Spode’ china cup and candlestick that stood proudly on the fireplace. It was these items she had kept from her doll set. The hours playing with these items were the reason she wanted to open up a café as a child. Marie smiled as she remembered how she spent hours pretending to serve customers. Her grandmother’s words that inspired her frequently as a child came to her then. 

“Do what you want in life, but always do them to the best of your abilities; we only get one life you know.”

She was still listening to her classical music and taking in the raising sounds of a city waking up and the smells of the local bakery as she put on her running kit and trainers. She glanced at her reflection in the mirror. Her shoulder-length brown hair was scraped back into a ponytail and would act almost like a pendulum of a clock swaying left to right as her running took place. She was not bad looking she decided as her eyes looked herself over making sure she was presentable for the regulars Marie saw on her runs. She stared closely at her makeup-less face.

“Not bad, getting there.”

Being blessed with big blue eyes and high cheekbones was a bonus and she enjoyed the attention she drew from her runs, it fuelled her for the day. She went into the tiny kitchen, put down her coffee cup, and went to fill up a water bottle. Putting on her large white headphones that also helped with avoiding the cold spring morning air hitting the inside of her ears, she felt transformed into a fitness running machine. She opted not to use the lift as usual in the morning, so after the descent of over fifty stairs, with muscles warmed up, Marie left the apartment. Today she would listen to an audiobook. It was one of her favourites, ‘To Kill a Mocking Bird.’ Although she had listened to it several times she still loved it, normally it was dance music for her runs but today the playlist from the radio gave her a wanting for something quieter and the smooth American voice she found so sexy on the book recording was just perfect.

The park was busy as usual as the fresh May sunshine began to creep through the clouds. Marie ran her usual route, her steps quick and light. Darting along the tree-lined footpath and around the lake. She passed others in the park and waved to them, it was almost like a community of runners. A few runners knew her by name, in summer many runners just laid back in the park on the grass chatting on those occasional Saturdays or Sundays that Marie had little on to rush back for. 

As she came out of the park entrance and turned left towards the street where she lived her pace slowed slightly. She would save the last burst of her energy for the final hundred yards to her apartment. As she saw the doorway in the distance she surged her athletic self onward, giving it her all before collapsing onto the huge oak door at the end. She bent over, breathless, one arm against the cool, painted wood, to steady herself. Suddenly, the door yielded and she was powerless to stop herself from tumbling inside and into the arms of her neighbour, Monsieur Martin. 

––––––––
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“Oh merde!” She blurted, righting herself as quickly as she could. 

“Ah, Marie, bonjour,” Martin said in an English accent.

“Je suis désolé!” She announced, embarrassed about her swearing after her stumble. 

“Don’t worry there is no harm done.”

She was surprised to hear an English voice. They had never spoken before. She had seen and nodded to him in the hallway, but had only known his name from the label above the buzzer and had assumed ‘Martin’ to be French. Now that she thought about it he did look like Bear Grylls, one of her favourite British celebrities. 

“Once again, I am sorry,” she said in perfect English now. She was used to speaking English in her café. 

He opened his mouth to reply, but from inside the apartment, they heard a woman’s voice, and with it an accompanying door movement.

“I’m coming, just one minute!” A woman’s voice bellowed out, Marie recognised it as the other of her neighbours.

The door opened wider and a lady appeared in the doorway carrying a small white pooch. 

“My sister,” Monsieur Martin said softly “I better hurry the taxi is coming soon.”

“Bonjour!” She said giving Marie a look of almost pity. 

With her bloodshot eyes matching her coloured hair, she hurried her brother out of the hallway and into the street.

“Mon frère!”

Marie was left feeling distinctly dishevelled and still embarrassed. She hurried along the hallway to the old open lift and got inside as quickly as she could, generally because it was so old she avoided the lift and only used it after her runs. She pulled the iron door across before anyone else could enter then leaned back as the lift clanged its way upwards. Once back inside her apartment she went into her bedroom and stripped off her running clothes. Speed was of the essence when living in any big city, especially in the spring and summer seasons in Paris when the hordes of travellers arrive.

Twenty minutes later she exited the front door of the building once more. Her bike was padlocked to the railings on the front. She unlocked the padlock. Putting her satchel into the basket at the front of her bike she kicked off from the ground, and then set off along the bicycle lane. She was wearing a chic outfit now, a white dress with huge red poppies and a neutral tailored jacket. Her light brown hair streamed across her face. She cycled faster and faster, she was along the edge of the Seine now, passing the houseboats there, dodging the occasional pedestrian. She loved the freedom. She also loved the looks she pretended to ignore from the local men as she cycled by. She loved to see the occasional slaps the wives and girlfriends gave the men who were staring at her, it made her day for so many reasons. The enjoyable ride was only fifteen to twenty minutes to the café, depending on air temperature and traffic. She arrived there as she usually did, chained her bike to the stand opposite her shop, crossed the road, and pushed open the door. She was met by the familiar smell of roasted coffee along with a good morning greeting.

“Bonjour, café?” Claudette said in a clear and uplifting voice it was the first of many joys of owning the café for Marie.

“I just had a lovely coffee and a morning run, let’s get set up properly and have one together,” Marie said in her second language.

“As you wish,” Claudette said in her best ‘Queen’s English’. 

Marie Rosa often turned the conversation to relationships while they set up shop. 

“Claudette, tell me about your date last night.”

“It was...... okay........ I guess,” Claudette said while shaking her head.

“Apparently not okay,” Marie stated while mimicking Claudette’s look.

They both laughed. Marie who wants to know more said her usual catchphrase.

“Right, spill the coffee beans...... What happened?” It was a phrase from an English friend of hers that she adapted for herself.

“It was Fred again, the art student,” Exhaling out some air she then moved on to begin her rant. “That's all we seem to get around here is art students, writers, and layabouts, I'm never going to find anyone here.”

“Paris is big, you will find someone.”

“Marie, I don’t think it is big enough.

“There are worse places to live than in the city of love.”

“It is the city of love for the visitors; everyone living here is running around making things perfect for them”

“I'm divorced, forty-six years old, you are twenty-two, a natural blonde and smart too in the city of love, trust me it is, I won't give up hope, nor should you, how about this: next year if we are both single we can go to New York together....... We could go to that show with the muscular men in it.”

Claudette's face lit up “Really!”

“Yep, my treat...... I promise.”

“Although you being single much longer is doubtful, you get more looks than I do.”

“It’s just the clientele we get here, you are a stunner, oh one for you maybe.”

With that, the first customer, a young art student type, walks through the door.

“Thanks,” Claudette whispered to Marie.

“Bonjour!” They both said together.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 3
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William

––––––––
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Monday 16 May 2022 7 am: London

––––––––
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Ever westwards the planet spins endlessly until the perpetual spotlight illuminates the Greenwich Time Line. 

“William there’s a phone call for you!” From somewhere deep inside his dream-like state, William heard a female voice call from the hallway below. 

He had a quick stretch with his tight muscles and found that he was just about ready.

“William!” More urgent now. 

“Coming mother,” he said while finger combing his brown hair and stretching his averagely built body.

“Okay, dear.” The relaxed but loud voice from his mother reverberated through the walls of this otherwise particularly quiet house.

“I need to put some clothes on, if it’s work, tell them to hang on!”

He was shuffling out of his room now, kid’s toys and children's books were on his shelf and to complete the look his hair was still all over the place. He grabbed his dressing gown and was still busily tying it as he hurried down the stairs. His mother had gone by now, probably back into the kitchen he thought, but the receiver of the onyx-covered phone was still on the polished marble hall table. He picked up the receiver and put it to his ear, almost causing the cradle to pull off the table. 

‘Damn it, who didn’t have a cordless phone these days?’ He said in his inside voice.

“Hello?” Then clearing his throat William started again. “Hello, who is calling?”

“Is that Dr. Beauchamp? 

While surrounded by the neat bookshelves that lay in every room, which seemed to act as insulation for the house in winter, he answered.

“Yes!”

“Oh, thank goodness we have been trying to get you on the mobile, then someone mentioned your house renovations and I thought to try your emergency contact. It’s Dr. Wentford, your Registrar, and you were supposed to be coming in at six for the handover!”

Will looked up at the hall clock, the fingers already slipping past seven am. Embarrassment came over him like a wave and he was glad he could not be seen through the phone receiver. 

“Of course, I do apologise. I will be there shortly; it's all been a bit of an upheaval.”

“I'll do some paperwork until you get here but I must be heading off no later than nine am as I have a train to catch,” Wentford replied.

“Thanks, I know this isn’t the first time you have covered for me.”

“Be quick, okay?”

“I will get a move on, sorry again!” He had hung up before the caller had even had the chance to acknowledge his response.

He sped up the stairs two steps at once, his feet barely touching the worn Royal Garden patterned carpet. Picking up the mobile phone from the side table, then pressing the side button he got the familiar battery-empty signal, and then it went off with zero power.

“Dammit!”

He lifted the phone, the charging cord was still attached, but as he looked towards the skirting board he could see that the plug had been turned off. He would have to mention it to his mother. She had started to make a habit of switching things off, even the freezer once. She had laughed it off at the time, but he knew the signs when he first saw them, he was a doctor after all. Much though he had hated having to come to live at home, he was glad in a way that he could see firsthand how his mum was doing since losing his dad. The renovations in his home were due to be finished in the coming weeks, but he wasn't certain if he should go back to his parents or if renting his done-up place would be a better option.

His mother did have a helper, Mona, but she wasn’t a live-in helper just someone who came around to help with the cleaning and shopping and making sure things looked right, cookers weren’t left on and other such like stuff.

He got dressed quickly in his black jacket and jeans, stopping briefly to splash some water over his face and brush his teeth. 

“No shave today.”

He wasn’t too worried about what he was wearing; he usually wore scrubs most of the time anyway. He grabbed the phone and charger, and a portable battery charging unit too. As he launched down the stairs for the second time his mother was coming out of the kitchen carrying a tray with tea and toast. She looked disappointed to see he was about to leave. He put on his coat, slipping the phone and charger, and battery unit into his already bulging pocket. Due to the number of tissues and alcohol wipes, he had in them these days they always were overflowing.

His mum had a long blue and white dress on, she was always dressed as if it was a church day, and he remembered how his father was like that too with a suit on most days or at least a shirt and tie.

“Eat something!” She implored.

“Sorry mum, I am already late!” He leaned down towards her and took a swig of the tea. It was really sweet and he struggled not to screw his face up.

His mum was generally happy to see him have something, though Wendy had prepared it to what Edward would have liked.

“That's better.”

“Lovely!” He lied, “shame I haven’t got time to drink it all. See you later.”

He kissed his mother on the cheek, then grabbed a slice of buttered toast from the willow pattern plate he finished off by saying words that caused him to put on some Covid pounds.

“Oh, go on.”

His mum having an off day and tidying his hair a little got a little mixed up like she was increasingly doing on most days.

“Bye Edward!” She called after him. He smiled to himself; Edward was his father’s name. 

He closed the huge black door behind him, walked quickly along the short pathway, and swung open the racing green gate. Their family had lived in the same London home for generations. It was a typical London place, lined with Georgian houses. All with the same entrance door. It was a short walk to the tube and a direct line to the hospital on Euston Road. He would be there within fifteen minutes. The tube was already packed and he struggled to keep his distance from the other commuters as they were jammed into the carriages. It would teach him not to be late, at least when you travelled earlier there were fewer people. He stood mesmerised by the passing tube signs and lulled by the sway of the carriage. 

William had been single since his long-term girlfriend just literally had enough of his shift patterns and had left. It was during Covid when he was practically living in the hospital that she called things off. While the nation clapped for the NHS she decided to turn her back on him and slept with a guy she met in the supermarket a week later. Her fling left her after a week or so and she found herself pregnant. William had thought about getting back with her at one point but he decided he needed time and his home renovations and his mum's health became his new priorities in life. He was kept busy at work, he met up with friends in the local pub after work and played a little bit of soccer, now that it was allowed again. He was hoping to increase his cardio and get rid of his ‘pizza-based body’ football would help eventually. He had to keep busy; it took his mind off things. At least with his mum's new carer Mona he could get back to normality and was thinking about the holiday he had booked in August.

He exited from the tube station’s entrance and was soon hurrying along the pavement to University College hospital. He still felt a swell of pride to be working there. Lots of medics hated working in the emergency department, but he loved it, it was fast pace, and it made him feel alive. Emergency medicine suited his personality, fast-thinking, and action-focused. It also played into his love of working as a team. 

“Good afternoon Dr. Beauchamp.” Claudia, the receptionist called after him as he progressed down the corridor. 

“Morning Claudia. Thanks for noticing, could you let Dr. Wentford know of my arrival,” he smiled at the thirty-year-old woman who sat behind the desk.

He would have asked her out if she was introduced to her maybe in a local pub or party, but work was work and if things didn’t work out with a relationship it would just make things awful for them both.

Claudia gave an extra big smile and then spoke with a hint of flirtation.

“I will doctor, I’ll message Dr. Wentford now.”

Dr. William Beauchamp disappeared into the changing room and let Claudia know his approval.

“Thanks, I appreciate that.”

Minutes later he was in his usual blue scrubs and ready to open the curtain of the first cubicle, be it nearly two hours late.

“Good morning, Mr. Wright how can I help?” He stifled the urge to ask what was wrong when he saw the man in front of him. 

“Can’t you see them, Dr. Beauchamp?” The old man said while shaking.

“See what exactly?” His voice was calm and encouraging.

“The ribbons, the ones from World War Two they have returned haven’t they? If not they will return, he said they would, any day now.” 

He looked directly at William with dark pinpoint eyes. William would have suspected he was on drugs except that usually, the pupils appeared wide. 

“Who said?”

“Edward...... They will keep moving their way downwards,” the man paused “I know this and so did Edward.”

“Edward?” William said uneasily.

“He died too early to pass on these words but I am here to fill in the gaps.”

“I think you are a little confused..... I am going to get help for you... Can you hang on?”

“Wait...I am not confused..... I bring you a message from the past, there are others.”

“Others?”

The old man spoke clearly with what seemed like the clarity of a wise yet troubled mind.

“This date is significant, good and evil will balance the scales.”

“I am going to get some help for you,” William said before walking over to contact the mental health team by phone, for sure the second use of his father's name in one day made him uneasy.

As William walked to the phone he heard the man speak out loud.

“Contact the others if you want to succeed.”

When William went back to the cubicle it was empty, with a note left on the examination table.

‘Be careful, look back, look forward, but most of all look out.  EB’

William places the paper in his pocket “EB, my dad's initials!” William just puts it down to the fact that possibly this weird guy had too much time on his hand and researched his family. This would explain a few things but it was catered for him it seemed, he wouldn't know whose shift it was he considered.

Before he could contemplate anymore the cubicle's curtain opened up and the nurse informs him of his next patient.

“Cubicle four doctor, a man is having breathing difficulties.”
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Chapter 4
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Peter

––––––––
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Monday 16 May 2022, 7 am: New York

––––––––
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The last of the 7 am wake-up calls arrive, but this time in a city that never sleeps; it might as well be midday when looked upon the eyes of an outsider. New York's footfall was so numerous and it never really had a quiet time, just quieter times.

Peter’s apartment lay above the loud streets. It was a great find, and due to his dad’s connections and complex landlord agreement he got it at a great price, but he would not be living in Manhattan if it wasn't for his wife's high income for sure.

Peter like the others before him turned off his alarm.

“Computer off!” He spoke clearly to make sure that he would be understood.

This was an interactive alarm with a video call facility, a top-end one. Turning to his side, Clare, his wife, was already out of bed, the impression of her body was still ever so slightly showing where she had slept. He breathed a sigh and then slid out of bed.

The floor around the bed was made with thick mahogany that gave way to rich marble flooring so that your feet would touch something warm before the marble. Every other apartment in the block had just wooden flooring, but Clare had insisted the first bonus she had would go into the apartment. He had married Clare some ten years ago now, he was in his thirties back then, and he was going to be fifty next year.
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