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To My Wife and Kids,

You Mean the World To Me
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​Preface

Do you believe in avatars?

Avatars are commonplace in 2026.

At the moment, they are a digital representation of a person or a character.

That is, they only exist somewhere on a computer system.

I have seen human-like avatars, animal avatars, cartoon avatars and robot avatars.

My books have a different kind of avatar. They have an artificial body and share a human brain. Whatever this type of avatar sees or hears, is instantly seen and heard by the human it is connected to.

This is very handy in the stories as the heroes and heroines can be in two or three places at once. And where there is likely to be danger, you can send an avatar instead.

Are we likely to get my type of avatar any time soon?

I believe we will get computer chips first, and then link into robots next which can link into the low orbit satellite network already existing. 

But anything seems possible.
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John on the Sherman Firefly

Two Worlds

In one world, a huge green Dragon Lord named Beelzebub was determined to enjoy the freedom he had yearned for during the past 400 years.

A big problem he had was how to be a “normal” dragon again. 400 years of being in thrall to an earthly warlock tends to dim the memory of what life was like all that time ago. Back then, thanks to the gift of invisibility from Merlin, he and his horde of dragons amused themselves by interfering with human wars. He, Beelzebub, had inherited the title of Dragon Lord from his father, and since Mt Etna had settled down a bit from erupting and covering humans with ash, he and his family had lived there in a volcanic cave. Food, in the form of local cattle, had been plentiful and disputes amongst his far-flung empire of dragons in the known universe had been few. 

Life had been good until Sulieman the Magnificent had gained powers , learned how they, the dragons, had manipulated wars against his Muslim Empire and acted against the dragons.

But, he had changed.

Now, as he flew in lazy circles over the varied landscape of Aspiro, his mind was full of the human experiences he had had in the mind of a young human wizard named John Lewis.

It was a great pity, that he could not share any of his experiences with his fellow dragons – they would simply not understand.

Until John Lewis had entered the picture, Beelzebub and the other dragons had been held in thrall by a human warlock named Suleiman the Magnificent for 400 years. That same warlock was now imprisoned in a time warp, thanks to John Lewis, and he and all the other dragons were free to enjoy this beautiful world.

But he missed the company of that boy wizard.

In another world, a tall–for–his–age British schoolboy and wizard named John Lewis was doing his best to forget about dragons, magic and wizards.

He just wanted to be an ordinary schoolboy, living in a poor council house with his family as well as playing with his schoolmates.

From time to time, memories of his adventures surfaced in his mind, but he consciously took his mind in different directions.

John had changed too.

But, here on earth only his witch cousin, Sybil Robinson and Grandma Robinson, leader of the Shipton coven of witches, knew the full story.

To nearly anybody else, he was just an ordinary schoolboy, who was quite determined to enjoy his summer holidays and not to have to use magic.

An Ordinary Schoolboy

That summer, after the end of primary school, was absolutely smashing.

First, John did a lot of walking. He visited Mother Kandala, drank sweetened tea with her and listened to her gypsy stories. He helped Old Mary again on the canal, but kept well away from the magical standing stones at Thornbury. He walked down the goods train line the same as any other poor child, picking up starter coal for his mother’s slag fire.

Any time it rained, he waited one day and then went down Blackberry Lane picking wild mushrooms where the dairy cattle grazed. His mother carefully checked them before cooking, as some varieties such as the white Death Cap would kill you in a day. Seeing it was summer; he sometimes got a feed of wild blackberries for his Mum to make up a delicious blackberry pie.

John still went riding to Kenilworth Castle with his mates, but this time they used an old miner's lamp with its metal gauze to prevent methane explosions.

‘What's that old thing?’ asked Cedric when he first pulled the lamp out of his haversack along with a box of Lucifer matches.

‘That my boy, is called a miner’s lamp – it's light is good enough for us to explore the tunnels and that metal gauze stops the flame from exploding any methane gas in the tunnels. If the flame ever changes colour, then you hightail it out of the tunnel as fast as you can, because it means there's poisonous gas there.’

‘Can I light it?’ asked an excited Michael Upton, who only lived across the street.

‘Only if you promise – cross your heart – to only go in the tunnels if you use the miner’s lamp.’

This time, when he cycled home, there was his witch cousin Sybil Robinson still dressed in her khaki ATS uniform with a big smile on her face.

‘Cat’s got the cream Sybil. What's up?’

‘Just been waiting for you to come home. I've got some good news for you and your mother.’

‘Aunty,’ she announced, ’Grandma Robinson has just had a call from Auntie Barbara, and she is inviting you down to Portsmouth for a few days. She also said that if you bring John as well, he can stay the rest of the school holidays.’

‘Portsmouth by the sea! With beaches and swimming and probably fresh fish and chips!’

‘Are we going Mum?’

‘Yes, your father and Colin can look after themselves for a few days and you can decide if you want to stay longer.’

Sybil smiled again, ’And then there's Gillian.’

‘Gillian?’

‘Cousin Gillian is a tomboy. I heard that she can out wrestle, out run, out bike anyone including boys your age.’

Portsmouth

John, like all of his mates, had a stapled copy of ABC British Railways Locomotives which listed all of the locomotives currently in service in the UK. Now was his chance to fill in some details and discuss where he had seen them when he got back with his mates.

His mother gave up asking him to sit down in the train, but she would not let him put his head out of the window to catch the numbers of trains rushing in the opposite direction. Still, his book was getting filled up with all sorts of incredible sightings. He did however, make time to go to the middle of the two trains they travelled on, to buy his mother some delicious cream buns topped with loads of strawberry jam and fresh cream.

Auntie Barbara was waiting on the Portsmouth train station to greet them and gave them hugs. Standing aloof was his stocky cousin Gillian dressed in a long floral dress.

John gave Gillian the secret coven sign.

Her eyes widened. ’You're a bit special aren’t you?’ she challenged.

‘Yes, this special boy is looking forward to beating you at running.’

The challenge had been made.

‘My mother made me wear this dress just to greet you,’ pouted Gillian. 

‘What do you normally wear?’

‘Black running shorts and plimsolls.’

‘My plimsols are in the bag,’ replied John, ’I had to wear my new black school shoes just to travel on the train.’

Gillian stop pouting.’ I have bikes for each of us.’

‘Where are we going first?’

‘The BBC said tomorrow is going to be fine, so I thought I might show you the Portsmouth Pier, it’s got lots of rides and then we can even have a swim.’

‘What a way to start a holiday!’ and he replied, ’OK but there is one rule.’

‘What's that?’ replied Gillian striking a defiant pose.

‘That I pay for everything as I have lots of holiday money.’

Gillian and he punched knuckles together. 

‘Agreed.’

The Pier

The next morning Gillian produced two bikes and they were vee-framed girl’s bikes with baskets attached to the handlebars.

‘Hope you don't mind cousin, but we need the baskets for our towels and costumes.’

It made sense, and John followed Gillian who kept a good pace until they reached a giant pier with steel structures that were the height of telegraph poles. All of the World War II defences had been taken away to be replaced by rides, long seats and booths selling all sorts of foods.

Gillian headed for the free ride first, and that was a giant cone top with a pretend lighthouse where you climbed up the internal stairs and slid down a slide that curved around and around the outside of the giant cone.

True to his word, John paid for every ride including a ghost train ride and dodgem cars and paying for two paper cones of winkles cooked in vinegar. 

‘Gillian,’ cried John as he prised another small sea snail out of the shell with a pin, ’these are so much better than the ones we get at home.’

‘Are you ready for a swim John?’

John exited the concrete change room to see Gillian, wearing a full swimsuit and a rubber cap, marking a line on the pebbly beach about 100 yards from the water's edge.

‘Now we’ll see who can run cousin.’

John easily won the first 50 yards from playing British Bulldog, but Gillian accelerated past him in the last 20 yards before splashing in to the shallow water and waving triumphantly.

Both waded out into the calm water and did breaststroke for a while. Suddenly Gillian stood up and yelled ’Race you back.’ and she won again.

John met her at the bikes after getting changed. 

‘You know what Gillian, my stomach is cutting my throat; is there a fish and chip shop nearby?’

‘Yes there is, but the best one is in the Council houses area where we live. You have enough to buy five portions?’

‘Of course.’

There was a line up outside the “Crispy Cod" and the delicious smell was getting to John’s stomach even more.

Five generous portions of battered cod and a pile of thick chips were first wrapped in butcher’s paper and then wrapped in large newspaper and tied expertly with string.

Gillian’s sister had come home early from work, and so there they were, each with their own parcel of delicious white cod and a generous helping of chips. Helping them to digest their food was some of Auntie Barbara's home-made ginger beer.

And that was just day one of his holidays!

The Firefly

The days flew by. Some days they explored castles. Other days they went fishing, but you couldn't eat the fish and so it was back to the Crispy Cod for another feast.

In England, late summer means that the sun doesn't set until late, and that's when Gillian threw out her challenge. 

‘Before you came,’ she boasted, ’I've been sneaking onto a site where they are building a war museum. It's full of things like tanks and boats and artillery pieces, and that's where I play soldiers.’

‘The point is, children are not supposed to be there, but the men go home about 5:00 pm.’

‘Are you up for a dare?’

‘A dare walking around a few old army tanks and field artillery?’

Sounded harmless enough.

‘Okay I'm in.’

Portsmouth suffered from heavy bombing during the war and even five years afterwards, there was still lots of sites being developed as well as many too dangerous to clear because of unexploded bombs.

‘Has the site been cleared?’ asked John, ready to cancel if she said “No”.

‘Oh yes,’ replied Gillian, ’and there’s even a notice on the fence saying it is a clean site.’

Gillian boldly rode her bike up a driveway between two yards full of rusted junk and showed John the fenced off area for the new museum. And then she showed him the hole under the fence where she crawled to get in.

‘That,’ she said pointing, ’is an army duck - one of the landing craft used in the Normandy Invasion.’ Both walked up the open ramp. Gillian played with the steering wheel whilst John looked at a few bullet holes. It was certainly authentic.

‘Oh look, that certainly wasn't there last week.’

What Gillian was looking at was a rather large tank with a huge gun barrel protruding from its front.

‘I know what that is,’ cried John, ’it’s a Sherman Firefly and was the only tank that could defeat a German Panzer tank.’

Gillian didn’t answer, she was too busy clambering up the tank. She paused, pulled open the hatch and disappeared inside.

Naturally, John had to follow. 

‘Here put on your earmuffs private,’ she commanded having already put a pair over her ears. 

‘Yes Sir,’ was the reply with John playing along.

‘I'll sit in the driver’s seat. You sit in the gunner’s seat.’

She pressed a few buttons, and in the next moment, the motor coughed, spluttered and then settled into a noisy roar.

‘Good thing the motor started,’ Gillian shouted over the noise of the motor, ’now we can see if you can rotate the turret.’

After a few practices, John found the lever and moved the turret, peering through a narrow slot to see a row of distant derelict houses.

‘Now gunner, let's see if you can aim at some enemy tanks. There should be a table or something like I've seen on the artillery pieces to judge the distance.’

Gillian was right there was a table that indicated the angle the gun needed to be to go a certain distance.

He rotated a wheel and pointed the barrel at the derelict houses. ’I think the distance is about 800 yards.’

‘Do you agree Sir?’ 

Gillian peered through a periscope and yelled, ’I believe you are right gunner.’

‘When I say “Fire” press the red button and we’ll blow up the enemy.’

‘Fire!’ she yelled and John pressed the red button.

There was an enormous bang, and the whole tank jumped back violently as a live round shot out of the barrel towards the houses. At the same time, the barrel recoiled back two feet and the gun breech opened and an empty shell went whizzing past John’s head. The interior cabin filled with the smoke of burned cordite.

But the worst thing for Gillian and John was the flash. All they could see was black.

John was stunned for a moment, but he still had his wits about him. ’Quantum restore my sight.’

Outside, the shell went through a building and caused an explosion of dust and smoke exactly where John had aimed. But then there was a huge “crump” which shook the tank again as the first explosion set off some German unexploded bombs creating a huge cloud of smoke and dust.

Inside, John's ears were ringing from the sound of the gun being fired and his eyes hurt from the smoke.

They had to get out of there.

John didn’t know how long his AIG and his store of nanoparticles would take to restore Gillian’s sight, so he acted instead.
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