
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Dragon in Thrall

        

        
        
          Dragon Sagas, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Anthony Robinson

        

        
          Published by Anthony Robinson, 2024.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      DRAGON IN THRALL

    

    
      First edition. July 7, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Anthony Robinson.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8227022127

    

    
    
      Written by Anthony Robinson.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To My Wife and Kids,

You Mean the World To Me





Thanks to the modern heroes who have made possible this amazing world of the computer age. - Alan Turing, the father of computers; Vint Cerf and Bob Kahn who started off the internet and Berners-Lee who completed the task to give us the World Wide Web; Bill Gates who invented a cheap operating system; Steve Wozniak and Steve Jobs who developed the WYSIWYG interface we all use today.

To My Wife and Kids,

You Mean the World To Me





Thanks to the modern heroes who have made possible this amazing world of the computer age. - Alan Turing, the father of computers; Vint Cerf and Bob Kahn who started off the internet and Berners-Lee who completed the task to give us the World Wide Web; Bill Gates who invented a cheap operating system; Steve Wozniak and Steve Jobs who developed the WYSIWYG interface we all use today.

      

    


Dragon Sagas

[image: image]

Book 1: Dragon in Thrall

​

Dragon in Thrall


[image: image]​

Dragon Sagas

by

Anthony Robinson

COPYRIGHT© TONY ROBINSON 2023

ISBN: TBA

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.

First printed 2023

To My Wife and Kids,

You Mean the World To Me

Acknowledgement

Thanks to the wonderful authors of children’s books whose skill allows the reader to be immersed so completely in their stories.

Thanks also to the modern heroes who have made possible this amazing world of the computer age. - Alan Turing, the father of computers; Vint Cerf and Bob Kahn who started off the internet and Berners-Lee who completed the task to give us the World Wide Web; Bill Gates who invented a cheap operating system; Steve Wozniak and Steve Jobs who developed the WYSIWYG interface we all use today; Sergey Brin and Larry Page for developing Google and empowering us to be better authors and to John Warnock and Charles Geschke who started up Adobe. This book was produced using two of the twelve software products of Adobe Cloud.

Preface

Do you believe in magic?

Then you probably believe in witches too.

One 16th century witch, Mother Shipton was so powerful that the British Government in the 1940's hid her predictions in a locked room 20,000 kilometres away in the Mitchell Library in Sydney. Eighty years later, they are freely available online.

And what about wizards?

The ancient wizard, Merlin, predicted dragons would influence the rise of the Welsh Tudors who reigned England between 1485 and 1603. Nostradamus, also the 16th century, predicted that in the Year of the Dragon, 2024, man would live to 150 years of age.

What about dragons? 

Wales, Bhutan, and Malta have dragons on their national flags.

There are statues of dragons all over the world - the Forbidden City in China has 50,00 dragons. 

So, what happened to the dragons?
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Sulieman the Magnificent and Beelzebub

Beelzebub 

ON A STRANGE PLANET, a universe away, a giant Dragon roared its frustration as a powerful wizard summoned the dragon before him.

‘Beelzebub, I command you to go to the planet Earth and discover the bloodline of Merlin the Magician and Arthur Pendragon. Then choose one male and influence him to discover the whereabouts of the magic sword named Excalibur.’

Dragons can sense magic and it didn’t help Beelzebub as he travelled between continents in his invisible mode, to discover that there were many countries on this planet called Earth that had magic. It was strange that only the females seem to practice magic in a secret witches’ coven and so he searched until he found their leader.

Beelzebub was under a compulsion to obey his master, but it was his choice of which male to influence, so he chose the leader’s grandson, a small boy aged 10 and a bit. He had obeyed his master, but there seemed little hope that a small boy would find some magical sword.
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Grandma’s house

Upstairs bedroom

IT WAS A PERFECT AFTERNOON for the chosen one John Lewis aged 10 and a bit. There were no adults to tell him what to do and he was doing his favourite thing. That is, he was lying on his cast iron bed in the upstairs bedroom of 28 Duke Barn Field, Coventry, England reading a history book about King Arthur and the Round Table. And yes, he was wearing his woollen socks even though it was a warm summer's day because he felt like doing it.

Maybe it would have been even more perfect if not for the tantalizing smell of apple pie being baked by his Mum. In this year of 1948, they were still all on rations following World War II. But somehow, his Mum had got hold of some lard and flour and using home-grown apples from the pantry and some precious brown sugar was baking his family a pie for tea.

'Hey Whiz are you up there?' a voice suddenly called out. It must have been his brother Colin, home at an unusual time.

John was tempted to ignore the call and pretend he was asleep.

But the magic moment went and curiosity got the better of him.

'Why had he come home so early?'

He jumped up from his bed and ran to the bedroom door.

Craa-ack!

A green spark arced from the worn brass handle of the bedroom door to the fingers of John Lewis.

The acrid smell of ozone added to the already heavy atmosphere of a still hot summer's day.

'Aah, that one got me a beauty!' exclaimed John as he looked ruefully at his fingers. The static in the air had been building for days now. This was coupled with the fact he was lying on his bed wearing woollen socks and totally immersed in one of his favourite history books when the call had come from downstairs. This meant for a moment that the friction of wool in his socks against the wool in the worn carpet would build up a charge.

Fiz-zz!

This time only a small spark as John cautiously used the back of his hand to discharge the electricity.

He flung open the door and rushed down the stairs in his stocking feet. With a bit of luck, he might catch Colin out with the new charge he was building up from the stair carpet.

No such luck.

Downstairs kitchen

Colin was sitting on one of the old French style cane chairs in the kitchen drinking tea with his Mum and he took in John's stocking feet with a glance and shook his head.

'You won't get me!' he said with a smile, 'I'm too smart for you.'

John sat on one of the cane chairs too. He knew the charge wouldn't hold for long so he leant forward to hear what Colin had to say. They were all sitting as far away from the old slag stove as they could because the stove was hot even at this time of the morning. The iron kettle sitting on top was a constant source of boiling hot water and his Mum even had a flat iron on top too ready to do some ironing.

'Hey Whiz, want to go for a ride in a car?' asked his brother Colin.

Of course, he said "Yes" straight away.

In the England of 1948, only the rich or the armed forces owned cars. His brother, some six years older than him at nearly seventeen, had been driving since the age of fourteen helping to move spare parts from the aircraft factory, so there must be something special on. The Second World War had finished at the end of 1945 but as well as rationing continuing, the air force was gearing up for something called the Cold War. His dad and lots of other servicemen were still on duty in Germany, so there was still a demand for Colin's teenage driving abilities.

John sat on the edge of his chair as Colin explained.

'You're not going to believe this,' he said. 'I was over at Grandmas and there in the middle of Aunty Minnie, your cousin Sybil, your Uncle Arthur and Grandmother sat a boffin holding his right shoulder and saying, 'I won't even be able to drive to the test tomorrow now my arm's too sore. Who am I going to get as a driver at this late hour?'

'Of course, I piped straight up and told him I still have an army licence. I can drive you as I'm free tomorrow. I normally have to spend all day at the Technical College but seeing as it's on holidays, I can do the job for you.'

The boffin then said to me, 'I've got to be at Burnham on Sea by 10 am for some sea tests. It's about 120 miles so I need to be in the car by 5 am. Can you do it?'

'That's just the other side of Bristol, isn't it? I replied back to this poor bloke who was obviously in pain, and the boffin nodded.

'Smashing', I told him. 'I used to deliver aircraft engine parts to the testing site from the factory here in Coventry so I know the road like the back of my hand.'

And if a man in pain could smile, he did and so I when asked if you could come for company, he agreed.

"Bristol! Burnham on Sea!" John could hardly believe his luck. 

This was the land of King Arthur! 

Most kids knew the story of King Arthur and the Round Table. But he would actually be in his kingdom tomorrow!

'Mum,' explained Colin, 'we have to leave here before 5 am. The boffin promised he would buy us breakfast on the way at one of the lorry stops, so I'll just put the alarm on in our bedroom.'

The Whiz, whose real name was John Lewis, suggested excitedly, 'I've got my atlas upstairs, why don't I look up "Burnham on Sea"?'

Back to grab the Atlas

John jumped straight up and ran up the stairs without waiting for an answer. Unfortunately, he rubbed his woollen socks on the stair carpet on the way and paid the price.

Craa-ack!

A green spark arced from the worn brass handle of the bedroom door again to the fingers of John Lewis.

'Aah got me again!' exclaimed John as he shook his fingers to reduce the pain.

Fiz-zz!

This time only a small spark as John cautiously used the back of his hand again to discharge the electricity and ran to his bookshelf to fetch his old atlas.

A small favour

Atlas in hand he thought quickly.

If he recharged his socks and handed Colin the Atlas, touching him at the same time he would "get" his brother.

But he had never had an offer like this. 

'Would zapping his brother mean he might take the offer back?'

It wasn't worth the risk he decided, so he just ran back down the stairs and plopped in the same cane chair again.

'Colin,' he blurted out, 'I've just been reading about King Arthur and the Isle of Avalon. It's so close we must go there.'

Colin, who already knew that Grandma had suggested they go to Glastonbury Tor and the ruined Abbey on the way, said in reply. 'It's not on the way home.'

John pleaded with him before his Mum could reply, 'We'll have all day to return home and this way we'll see lots of other things.'

Coin paused as if considering what John's argument and said, 'OK then but I'll need a favour in return.'

John agreed without even asking what the favour was.

'I'm going to use the car to go to the Friday dance,' Colin explained, 'It will need a good wash.'

John readily agreed, already thinking of the helpers he could gather that would love to be close up to a military vehicle.

'Mind you go to bed early tonight,' demanded Colin of him, 'because we can't be late for Grandma's place.'

Grandma's house

There was no other grandmother like Grandma Robinson. At the moment she lived in a huge Tudor mansion with white cross timbers and tall lead lined casement windows in a typical criss-cross pattern that was some five centuries old. The old mansion with its many red brick chimneys lurked behind a large crumbly red brick wall which enclosed wide areas of spring green lawn and an extensive garden and orchard. A guardhouse manned 24 hours a day by army commandos sat discreetly amongst shrubbery on the winding driveway leading from the monstrous iron gates. For this was no ordinary Tudor mansion. Grandma's house had duoed for the Secret Intelligence Service (MI6) since the start of World War II. Firstly, as a retreat where scientists from Bletchley Park could come and relax in safety from their rigorous secret scientific coding work; and secondly as a place of safety from German bombing. Under the house were elaborate reinforced concrete bunkers where scientists might sleep safely through the fiercest bombing raid and if necessary, do their normal work. Coventry as a major manufacturing centre producing tanks, armoured cars, artillery pieces and aircraft parts, had been bombed more than any other town. MI6 thought the German spies would never believe the mansion would be the perfect place to hide Britain's most important wartime scientists, (Boffins). 

Grandma Robinson was used to dealing with large numbers of people. She had run an extensive tea plantation in Ceylon whilst bringing up her 15 children, and then in World War I had entertained her children's friends in a spacious house in Rugby until a ghost forced them to flee. The present situation had all been started by Uncle Arthur, in his role as a boffin at Bletchley Park doing coding. Uncle Arthur began bringing colleagues home at the insistence of his wife Aunty Flo who loved nothing else better than to be a party host amongst clever people.

MI6, who had been looking for a backup for Bletchley Park in the event that German spies found out the coding location, interviewed Grandma Robinson whom they found to be a capable organizer and someone who managed to keep secrets. The master spies agreed with her suggestions that the army should provide all the food with the exception of what might be grown on the estate. Working in the dead of night, army engineers spared no expense to bring in lorry loads of concrete and steel to build the bunkers and van loads of the best food and liquor for their valuable boffins.

Of course, the rest of the family said nothing and kept well away on weekends. John had been to the mansion once on a Sunday so Grandma might give them a tin of ham, but vowed never to go again when he almost choked from the cloud of blue smoke from cigarette and pipe smokers ensconced in the very large living room.

What was so strange was that the neighbours never seemed to gossip about the military vehicles which made their way to the mansion each Friday and left early Monday morning.
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Sybil Robinson

Hands tied

SYBIL WAS JOHN'S COUSIN but quite unlike him in looks.

John was tall and wiry for his age, with fair complexion, light brown hair, and blue eyes.

She was of an average height, solid build, dark complexion, black hair and dark brown eyes. Sybil's family laughingly said their side of the family had royal blood on their side and left it at that.

John, on the other hand, would have loved to claim royal blood, for his heroes from his history books were Emperor Caesar, King Arthur, Charlemagne and Richard the Lion Heart.

Yesterday Sybil had been in the kitchen of their large Tudor house with Grandmother Robinson, her father, Aunty Minnie, her cousin Colin and one of the scientific boffins who usually stayed the weekend at their place. One could describe the kitchen as cavernous. Over 600 years old, the kitchen retained much of its original features such as exposed blackened beams and a flagstone floor. Down one end sat the original fireplace with its own tiled roof and expansive hearth with some wrought iron implements used for cooking such as a rotisserie and a bulky iron pot on a tripod. These days the fireplace was lit in the winter, but only for warmth. All the cooking was done down the other end of the huge room. Unlike the coal slag oven at 28 Duke Barn Field, this kitchen featured one of the new Attlee gas burners for the stove, an electric wall heater for boiling water and a spacious double stainless-steel sink. The boffin, tall and spindly and dressed in khaki shirt and long trousers, and with a wide canvas triangular bandage supporting his right arm, sat at one of the massive oak trestle tables

'There is no way Arthur old chap,' he had grimaced, 'I can drive myself down to Burnham on Sea for those tests on the sands.'

'We might have two cars, but my driver got ill mysteriously and I know you have to get back to Bletchley Park today or there will be hell to pay.'

'Yes, you are right,' agreed Arthur, dressed in his army captain's uniform, 'I'll be a bit late anyway and Sybil and Alan Turing are working on something important, so we just have to go as soon as we can.'

At this point, her cousin Colin volunteered to take the scientist to Burnham on Sea. Quite unexpectedly Colin also asked if he could take John along for company. A relieved scientist had answered "Yes" before either her grandmother or her reacted quickly enough to interfere with the decision.

'This is a potential disaster!' she had thought. 'Only her and her Grandma knew the full story about John and why they didn't want him anywhere near Glastonbury.'

As head of a witch's coven, established over 1000 years earlier to protect magic bloodlines, her grandmother identified quite well the people with magic and the people without magic. Her father had magic, her mother and her cousin Colin did not. John, on the other hand, was a special person who came along once in a thousand years. The coven's task had been to keep the men ignorant of their magic and then to use their influence to place the men in professions where their magic was an asset even though it was not actively used. Over the centuries the Shipton clan looked after many prominent clergymen, scientists, and artists -all of whom were totally unaware of their magical abilities. Right now, Grandma's son Arthur, Sybil's father, was a leading scientist at Bletchley Park, but the clan was all aware of John's potential. Once he became a teenager, the clan was sure John's magic would reveal itself and the clan had had endless discussions as to how to control his magic when this did happen.

Up until now, nothing had been happening, except the clan members were all aware an external magical influence was at work. John, in particular, had been leading a very normal life and the family were proud of him. Only Sybil could occasionally beat him at cards and John's Mum had carefully fed John lots of old history books and encyclopaedias to keep his mind occupied.

But all this normal life for John might stop if John became exposed to the Old One's magic that existed in the labyrinth around Glastonbury Tor and the sacred well near the ruins of the Abbey. One of the coven's secrets was that they knew where the magical dousing or ley lines travelled through the countryside and that 13 ley lines centred right on the sacred well where John would be going.

In King Arthur's time, the Glastonbury Tor had become known as the Isle of Avalon because it was surrounded by swamps and river. Legend had it Arthur was allegedly buried on the Isle. As Burnham on Sea was only 10 miles away from the Tor, John would know this from his reading and John would be desperate to go to the tor.

'There was even more.'

All of the clan members were increasingly aware of the feelings of unease as a mysterious magic influence had manifested itself recently. They all knew about something in the background of their minds but it could not be defined.

'Ought they take the risk?'

Short of sabotaging the car or adding further injury to the scientist in their care, there was very little in the way of actions the witches could take that would not arouse the suspicions of the menfolk.

All of this had been happening in milliseconds. Sybil had had to make a decision.

She sent a secret sign of acceptance to her grandmother and Aunty Minnie and so Grandmother Robinson strongly supported the idea of John visiting both the Tor and the Abbey after Colin and John delivered the boffin to Burnham on Sea.

The only course of action she thought of was to create an excuse for visiting John and check up on him when he returned home and so now here, she stood armed with a camera and some money to give John.

'What would they do if John became the first male in 1500 years to know he had magic?'

'How would a modern world cope with another Merlin?'

Right now, this the morning after the decision, she stood nervously shivering in the early dawn light. The commandos at the inner secure gatehouse looked at her curiously but said nothing. Through the large wrought iron gates leading to the road Sybil glimpsed two figures walking up the leafy avenue, so she scurried to the outer gatehouse to greet her cousins.

Bill, the cheerful looking gatekeeper, was dressed as a gardener complete with his woollen cap and leather work gloves. As the front man, but still a commando, he was the first-line of defence for a most secret facility.

'Hello Colin,' she called out. 'Go straight up the drive. The car is waiting for you. I want to talk to John.'
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The most magical place

[image: ]




[image: image]

[image: image]

Glastonbury Tor

John prepares to navigate

JOHN STOOD BESIDE SYBIL as Colin walked into a circular iron turnstile. From behind the barred windows of the gatehouse, Bill pressed a lever with his foot and Colin pushed his way in. MI6 took its security seriously because Bill then rang the next gatehouse to tell them Colin had permission to drive the car.

'Are you going to be all right John?' his cousin Sybil asked him as Colin went through the turnstile at Grandma's house.

She seemed to be shivering a bit and he guessed it might be caused by the early morning temperature.

'I'm going to be better than right', he replied enthusiastically. 'This is going to be the best day of my whole life. I'm actually going to see all those places I read about in my history books and encyclopaedias.'

He held up the atlas he was carrying under his arm. 'All these places are just names on a map. But I'm actually going there!'

John could see that Sybil was dressed in her ATS uniform and she had a canvas haversack on her shoulder. 'I wish you were coming too. But I can see you have to go to Bletchley Park again.'

'So do I,' she answered back fervently. 'The best thing I can help with instead is to give you this haversack, my Box Brownie and a few spare rolls of film.'

She took the haversack off her shoulder and passed it to him.

Quickly he opened the canvas straps and looked inside. A brand-new camera, four extra rolls of film and an envelope peeked back at him. 'What a beauty!' he exclaimed. 'What's in the envelope?'

'Oh, you know Grandma,' explained Sybil. 'She reckons you'll visit the old Roman baths so she's given you some money to spend at the restaurant. By the way, you can keep the haversack it's army surplus.'

John smiled even more. 'I think the day is going to get even better.'

Just then they heard the sound of tyres on the gravel drive and Bill hurried out to open the huge gates for the biggest sedan John had ever seen. Painted in camouflage black and olive green with huge driving lights like dinner plates, a Humber Super Snipe rolled majestically forward. Along the long bonnet was stencilled M1488273 and a securely tied canvas package on the curved roof rack made the car look even larger. Bill opened the passenger door for John.

'Don't stand there gaping,' said a hugely pleased Colin, 'hop in and sit on some real leather seats.'

John sat proudly in the front seat of the Humber Super Snipe limousine, opened his Atlas and prepared to navigate.

He wasn't really navigating as his older brother had said he drove to Burnham on Sea during the war with aircraft parts and knew the way like "the back of his hand".

The first part seemed easy. Colin drove on the Coventry Road to Kenilworth. John cycled on this road himself with his mates as they went to explore the tunnels underneath the Castle ruins. Past the ruins and through the old town, they turned right at the big church and were on their way to Warwick. The large old Warwick Castle went back to the times of King John and Robin Hood but it was still being lived in and they weren't allowed to explore it. Passing through the town centre with its marketplace and old black and white hotels, they turned into a narrow country road and then everywhere became new for John.

Then Colin said in a whisper, 'It's Redditch next and then Kidderminster. I remember the way there alright, but after that, look out for signposts and stuff. It is two years since I did the trip and, most of the time I drove in a convoy just following the truck in front.'

The Atlas just showed straight lines between dots that were major towns. Nothing was further from the truth as the road twisted and turned and in right angles that were certainly not on the map in his Atlas. The first sign he looked at said "Henley in Arden 10 miles" and that wasn't even on the page open in front of him. It wasn't until they crossed over a busy canal and the railway line that he saw a sign with a name he recognised.

'Do you remember Bromsgrove?' John asked anxiously.

'Yes, it's not far from Kiddminister,' replied Colin, coming to a skidding halt to let a farmer and his hay wagon get past on the narrow road.

This trip was rapidly turning into a nightmare for John. After the next couple of towns, they could easily get lost. The boffin, fast asleep in the back, would not get to his tests. Colin would be caught out because of his boasting. He wouldn't get to see King Arthur's country.

John thought about waking the boffin then decided against that. He wouldn't probably know anything about maps and routes and that sort of thing as he would always be driven everywhere.

'Maps!'

'This is a military vehicle,' he thought, 'maybe there could be maps somewhere!'

As the giant car hurtled towards the last known place, he opened the glove box to have his nose assaulted by a strong oily smell. Inside lay a large parcel wrapped up in oilskin. John opened it hopefully. It contained a large book labelled 'War Office Top Secret'.

'Should he open it?'

The war was over. 'Surely they wouldn't arrest him for opening a book?'

To his relief and delight, there sat a Road Directory. When he looked at a few pages it was as though the sun had just come out. He could see all of the villages and the towns and there were even dots on the map showing houses alongside the road. He quickly found Kidderminster and traced his finger down.

'Do you remember Worchester,' asked John hopefully.

'Yes, just before Great Malvern I think,' responded Colin.

John sighed with relief. 'Things were going to be all right.'

After that, things did go quite well apart from a few missed turnings, near collisions with trucks on narrow roads and frequent stoppings to let other traffic pass on the narrow roads of the many villages. John even located Gossington on the map but was surprised at how small it showed the village where they were going to stop for breakfast.

Eventually, Colin drove into the Gossington truck stop, pulled on his handbrake and turned off the motor.

'You'd better put that top secret stuff away before we wake up the boffin,' suggested Colin with a smile. He had known all along what John had used for navigating.

As Colin opened his door to get out and stretch, John quickly wrapped the directory back in the oilskin and put it in the glove box. 'There,' he thought, 'no one would be the wiser.'

The opening of the back door woke up the boffin, who first looked puzzled and then he grimaced as he realized that he still felt pain.

He looked down at his watch and said wondering, 'I see you made good time. You must have found the Road Directory. I know I promised you breakfast but if we were running late. we would have had to skip it. The tests are too important.'

Colin answered, 'Let us help you get out Sir.' He wasn't going to let the boffin know that they nearly hadn't made it at all.

Beautiful Food

All John ate for breakfast that morning was a cup of sweetened tea in his enamel mug and he was starving by the time they got to the truck stop.

Again, another first for John. His family were so poor they never went to restaurants and to see rows of gleaming tables and modern chairs on which were seated all men drivers mostly wearing old army gear became quite an experience. But being hungry became worth the wait. The boffin produced a special ration book and ordered three breakfasts. John's eyes goggled at the portions brought by a pretty waitress dressed in a blue and white striped uniform.

On each plate were two sausages, two rashers of bacon, a piece of black sausage, two eggs and baked beans. As well they had huge thick slices of toast with real butter. To wash the breakfast all down they drank large mugs of coffee made with condensed milk. The rest of England might have been on rations, but the lorry drivers were well looked after.

Back outside, as he stood in front of the gleaming Super Snipe limousine with its large headlights and extra driving lights, John enjoyed the envious looks of the lorry drivers as they, in turn, stood there in the early morning sun smoking their fags. The British Government gave free cigarettes to the soldiers during the war and now it seemed that most men smoked. As they filled up the car, Colin got a bunch of petrol coupons to use.

'Make sure that you have enough to come and get me next Saturday.' became the only comment the scientist made as he handed them over.

Delivering the boffin

At last, they reached a rather imposing gatehouse at Burnham on Sea with lots of high fences and rolls of barbed wire complete with a few white seagulls hoping for some scraps of food. A burly red-faced sergeant immaculately dressed in a crisp khaki uniform walked up to the car. He wore a smartly tilted beret, prominent vee- stripes on his right sleeve and a broad canvas belt.

'Your papers Sir.' he asked as the boffin wound down his window. He took his time looking at the photo identification and the authority card and then said.

'Your papers are in order Sir, but I'm afraid I can't let you in. He is a civilian driver.'

'Best I could do at the time,' explained the boffin. 'He drove here before delivering parts from a factory in Coventry.'

'Does he have any papers Sir?' asked the sergeant unflinching in his attitude.

'Only his army licence,' replied the boffin.

'Sorry Sir, that won't do.'

'But I must go in,' protested the scientist. 'Here is my equipment for the test this morning. Can we transfer it to another vehicle?'

'Sorry Sir, budgets are slim. We don't run to having spare vehicles.'

Things were getting desperate again for John. If they couldn't get in, they would have to return home and he would not see the places he wanted to see.

He spied two privates complete with tin helmets, gaiters, ammunition pouches and rifles slung over their shoulders. 'Perhaps they could drive the car?'

'Excuse me, Sir,' he said, 'why don't you ask if the privates can drive you to the test site?'

'Splendid idea.'

'Sergeant, what do you think of that idea?'

'Good idea,' replied the sergeant, 'But I happen to know they are not drivers.'

Colin piped up then, 'We are happy to wait outside the gate whilst they drive the car slowly. They might be some trouble with the gears so it would be safer if I drove. However, there's plenty of room in the back seat. They could guard us whilst we were inside.'

'The test must go on,' said the boffin firmly. 'I'll leave it to your judgment.'

The sergeant stood there for a while weighing things up. He would lose both ways. If the privates damaged the car, he would get the blame. If they found out he'd let in a civilian he would also get the blame.

Eventually, he relented, 'Jones take off your battle jacket and your beret. The driver can wear those.'

'You young fellow,' and he pointed at John, 'you will get on the floor and hide. Private Jones and Private Watson will sit in the back and guard you. If anything goes wrong, I will lose a stripe. But remember boys I will still be a corporal and your life will be hell. So, no mistakes.'

John sighed with relief once again as he crawled under a blanket provided by the boffin. If they couldn't have delivered the boffin to his tests, they would have returned straight home and he wouldn't have got to see all the places where Arthur had been. An hour later they drove out of the gates and on their way to Glastonbury Tor.

John crawled out from under the blanket and looked out the window. It was white. A sea mist had rolled in from the sea.

The Sea Mist

'Phew,' said Colin, 'we were lucky to find the gates again now this sea mist has rolled in.'

'We might be stuck here for a while I'd say, it's dangerous driving in this thick a fog.'

John felt sick to his stomach. 'First the maps, next the sergeant and now this fog'.

'How could he now get to see the lands of King Arthur?'

'Hang on,' said John 'I remember seeing some hills on the map and perhaps the fog won't be up the hills'.

'Yes, here they are; the Polden Hills and they start about five miles away and the road on them leads to Glastonbury.'

'How can I drive in this fog?' exclaimed Colin, 'I can hardly see the road!'

'I'll help,' suggested John, 'by winding down the window and watching the edge of the road.'

Driving became torturous on the narrow country road with so little visibility. John's face became cold and wet from the fog as Colin drove slowly in a low gear. But as soon as they reached the village of Dunball and turned left they ascended up a steep hill and were soon driving above the mist. The first part of the road was forested until they finally there, in a break in the trees, rose the tor.

The tor soared over a dense bank of fog so only the top part of the hill, the tower and some of the pattern of the labyrinth was visible as a set of grooves marching up the side of the hill. In the foreground lines of dark green hedgerows divided bright green fields and the ghostly outlines of trees emerging from the mist. Not a building could be seen. It felt like a moment frozen in time. Such a beautiful view and somehow, he felt drawn to it.

He felt he could just walk over to it and touch it.

Then Colin stood next to him. 'Nice view,' he remarked and the moment became broken.

'The camera!' John shouted, 'we must take a picture.'

He raced to the car and got it out.

Colin showed him how to use it. 'Pity we don't have colour,' he remarked. 'I heard that they found some colour films taken for Hitler. We could certainly use his movie cameras right now.'

'Not much use going to the ruins first. It will still be covered in fog. Let's go and climb that hill Whizz and take some more photos.'

The Giant Tor

As yet the day had not warmed up and the air seemed pregnant with expectation. The fog felt wet on their faces and there was no wind as Colin pulled up in a well-defined car park at the foot of the tor. They got out, being careful not to walk through the long grass and get wet shoes.

Here the hedgerows and ironstone walls surrounding the fields were only chest high so they could easily see the outline patterns of the old labyrinth. Ahead they glimpsed the pathway to the tower and some tiny figures of people on their way up.

'Look,' called out John excitedly to Colin as they neared yet another gate, 'could that be the thorn bush of Joseph of Arimathea?' He and the other boys at Sunday school knew all about Joseph of Arimathea. For a start, it had been rumoured that he brought Jesus to Britain when he traded for tin. The Bible recorded that Joseph took Jesus from the cross and used his own family burial cave for the dead Jesus. Then there were more rumours that Joseph of Arimathea came back to Glastonbury and founded the first Christian church. They all knew the legend of Joseph of Aramethea's staff being stuck in the ground and turning into a hawthorn bush. This they accepted as fact because their beloved royal family had received a holy white twig of blossoms from the bush for centuries.

This was their favourite hymn and they always sang it with great fervour.

And did those feet in ancient time

Walk upon England's mountains green:

And was the holy Lamb of God,

On England's pleasant pastures seen!

And did the Countenance Divine,

Shine forth upon our clouded hills?

And was Jerusalem builded here,

Among these dark Satanic Mills?

Bring me my Bow of burning gold:

Bring me my arrows of desire:

Bring me my Spear: O clouds unfold!

Bring me my Chariot of fire!

I will not cease from Mental Fight,

Nor shall my sword sleep in my hand:

Till we have built Jerusalem,

In England's green & pleasant Land.

'No,' replied Colin, 'if it was the bush, there would be a sign or something.'

Too excited to be disappointed, John scrambled quickly up the long pathway and then climbed the steep stairs of the stone tower at the top. The tor afforded a fabulous view as most of the sea mist had lifted and John could now see that large amounts of land had been reclaimed from the sea. The fields to the west were all a patchwork quilt of dark green hedge rows and colours indicating various states of farming. There were lots of greens but equally lots of browns and yellows where the grains had been cut or were nearly ready to be cut. Conically shaped haystacks seemed everywhere. Even though it was going to be a hot midsummer's day, farmers and Clydesdale horses were already in the fields.

From the top, John could even see the outline of the coast in one direction and the bluish outline of far hills in another direction.

This appeared not to be the Isle of Avalon that featured in his history books. Today there were no rivers and no mists. In fact, it looked like any other farming land.

He had never been up in a plane, but he could imagine a Spitfire pilot flying over the fields looking for a German plane to attack. He looked at the stonework of the old church tower. The tower didn't look any near as old as Coventry's St Michaels church in Broadway which had been bombed during the war, but it had the same name. John imagined instead that the tower became an old fort and he looked out waiting to light a beacon if Saxon invaders came into sight.

'This is absolutely fabulous!' thought John. 'I bet no-one in my class or even anyone in my school has come up here!'

John pointed back to the edge of the long rocky path they walked up, 'Did you know that the sea came right up to here in King Arthur's time?' he asked Colin. 'This big hill we are standing on was known as the Isle of Avalon back then.'
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