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 Book One.



 A Roamer in Time.


 


Foreword.


Beware all ye who wish to thwart nature and travel along the paths of time, for time is not something to be taken lightly, thou canst not see it, thou canst not touch it, for it doth not really exist.


T. J. Edison. 2016.




Part One


Chapter 1.


The Crichton Building. London Soho.


23rd June 1866 11 am.


Charles Wright dashed up the stairs to his office. He heard glass breaking and the splintering of timber as he adjusted the power to his stunner.


He arrived at the fourth floor and felt a sharp vibration of the air waves that increased as he entered his office. The door to his laboratory was shattered with the remnants hanging from the frame and he entered just as his ‘time and relative dimension in space apparatus’ a large, black metal container, slowly disappeared into thin air.


Charles’ demeanour changed from rage to fear as the building shuddered. What frightened him more was the absence of noise as his surroundings shimmered and the floor beneath him shook.


Professor Brian Higgins, his ex-partner was now ‘somewhere in time’.


*


In the year 2002, Downtown New York City, a man walked into a gun shop and gave the assistant a list of purchases, requesting to see them.


After the articles were produced, the man took out a purse and laid fifteen gold sovereigns on the counter. “Is this enough.”


The assistant picked one of them up. He compared it to a coin collector’s catalogue then gathered up the rest and said, “You gotta deal.”


*


Robert Peel, newly elected Member of Parliament, climbed into his carriage with his uncle, Sir Arthur Wellesley on the 15th April 1809 in Cashel, Tipperary. As the vehicle pulled away, a terrific explosion tore the vehicle apart, scattering the occupants remains over the surrounding area.


 


Close on midnight on the Island of Elba, on the 26th February 1815. Napoleon Bonaparte followed his supporters down to the jetty where a pair of cutters waited. The small company boarded the vessels and set out towards the mainland. The Royal Navy brig, Undine, stationed to watch Elba's coastal waters, lay anchored before them. Without a word of warning, the brig’s cannons opened fire with grapeshot, and the cutters disintegrated, hurling the occupants into the water. All was quiet until the survivors called for help, and then several beams of light shone from the afterdeck followed by short, but accurate bursts of machinegun fire.


*


On the 29th May 1842, Queen Victoria rode in her carriage along the Mall, London. A man levelled a pistol at her as the vehicle rolled slowly by, but did not fire. Aggravated by the man’s action, she leaned out of the open window and stared at him. As she turned to take her seat, her head flew back as bullet fired from a 44. Magnum, held by another, strangely dressed man, shattered her skull.


The horses, frightened by the loud report, took flight and the carriage raced off down the road.


*


Back in London, June 1866, the Crichton building moved silently from side to side, filling Charles with nausea. After his surroundings came to rest he staggered towards the window. He opened it and breathed deeply. On the streets below a crowd of people bearing placards rounded the nearest corner, shouting and gesticulating. They came to a halt, several of them pointing down the street, calling out in alarm.


He looked to the cause of their consternation and saw a grey metal-covered vehicle moving down the street towards them. The crowd turned and ran and a metal tube, protruding from the front of the vehicle belched flame and smoke along with a sharp chattering sound and the fleeing people fell to the ground in dozens. The machine sped on, rolling over the dead and wounded, firing its weapon continually.


A group of grey-uniformed men approached the entrance to his building. One of them peered up and shouted, “There he is, quickly now,” and followed a dozen others as they disappeared inside the doorway.


Charles dashed over to his workbench and unlocked a drawer, in which two objects lay. He placed one of the objects in his pocket and ran his fingers over the other’s surface and said, “Some people never learn,” and disappeared long before a crowd of armed men burst into his room.


*


Charles reappeared on the 22nd June, standing on exactly the same spot as before. He pocketed the second object and took out the first. He walked into his office and over to his desk where he took a pen and a sheet of paper, sat down and proceeded to write.


After he finished, he took a small cardboard box and placed the letter and the object inside. He replaced the lid, wrote on it and tied the box with string and left the room.


*


On the 23rd of June at precisely 11am, Charles took his time as he climbed the stairs to the fourth floor. As expected, he heard glass breaking, followed shortly by the splintering of timber.


He reached his damaged office door and after entering, he approached the shattered laboratory doorway, his stunner ready, and saw a small group of men and a blond-haired woman enter his time-machine, and close the door behind them.


He called out, “My God, they’ve taken Miriam and they only have auxiliary power,” and ran to the corner of the room, where he shoved the heavy duty plug back into its socket at the rear of the machine. He turned and lifted the energy supply switch on the wall. His neck muscles knotted as he strained, but the lever moved only two thirds of the way. Exhausted, he released his hold and the handle sprang down with a clack. After several seconds he heard a familiar noise, and the machine disappeared, only to reappear a second later, then instead of remaining firm, the image fluttered a dozen times and then stopped.


“Oh, God, what have I done,” he said as he hurried to the machine’s door. He yanked it open, his weapon at the ready and peered inside.


The machine’s room, with the operator’s panel lights blinking erratically, was empty. He looked at the dials and counters, all of them were spinning out of control. Professor Brian Higgins and his partners in crime were now suspended in-between time.


The tension left his body. “She should be safe enough until I go back and make more adjustments.” he said, and took the portable transporter out of his pocket and adjusted the settings, he pressed the button to transport and the building shook, just like before, and Charles’ demeanour changed once again…




Chapter 2.


London, Soho, 23rd June 1866. 12 noon.


The sounds of the city were gentle to my ears; the clip-clopping of horse’s hooves on cobbles, the seldom voices of passers-by, floated on the summer air on a street almost bare of people and traffic.


I took my time as I, Miriam Johnson walked towards the building that contained our office and laboratory. A number of boutique shoppers idled along the pavement, a mother towed tired children, and several office secretaries hurried back to their place of work after a hasty, early lunch.  The traffic was light, a private horse-drawn coach moved in a sedate fashion while a lone hansom cabriolet plied its trade on the opposite side of the street, its electric motor barely audible. There were no smiles, no words of greeting or acknowledgement, as people I had known for years, mostly street traders and shop assistants, passed me. Not a word was spoken by anyone. It slowly came to me, and I realized that everything was a ritual, arranged especially for my benefit.


And then they arrived, with their silent dirigibles, but to my luck not that silent, as an inquisitive child, pulling on his nanny’s arm, looked up in surprise and pointed, “Zeppelin, Nana.”


A quick glance was all I needed to assure me that they had found me, but not found me unprepared. I naturally avoided my office building, realizing that after all this preparation, this deception, they would be waiting for me to enter our laboratory, and prevent me from making my escape.


Charles was right in his letter to me, and I was glad of the package he sent along with it, if all went well I could use it to avoid our enemies. I changed direction, heading away from Soho, where our building stood, and turned down a side street. I weaved my way between merchant’s stalls, mingling with the crowd. I walked unhurriedly so as not to attract attention to myself and the words and instructions from my beloved Charles flowed slowly through my mind as I recalled his last letter to me…


 


19th June 1866.


 


My dearest Miriam.


 


My apologies for departing without a word, my darling, but our lives are now in danger.


Be on your guard at all times, Professor Brian Higgins, damn his hide, has betrayed us and has joined forces with our one-time friend, Doctor Marjory Parkinson, and he may try and take you as a hostage.


But beware, as a precaution I will have (in the near-future) dismantled the tri-malformer-preventer-coaxial aggregator inside the traveller, it must be re-assembled before anybody attempts to transport, to do so would result in a disastrous anomaly. Higgins has no idea of its function and I hope to trap him with it, so, please avoid our laboratory at all costs until I contact you.


But, thank goodness, that will no longer be necessary for us to use. As you can see I have finally developed the free integrator, a portable transporter, which means we won’t need that other infernal contraption any longer. The new accumulator is fed on light, but not necessarily direct sunlight like the earlier method.


Now for the instructions:


The screen will show a map of the earth when you press ‘A’, then all you have to do is rotate knobs “x” and “y” to locate the destination. After which you press button ‘B’. An almost invisible time spatial conjectural cocoon will surround you, all you have to do is remain still. In order to adjust the time, the time adjuster counters can be set by pressing the buttons Pi, Sy, Gi, Xi and Ly. Something you aren’t yet used to, but it should not present a problem to you.


But, be wary of the skies for Higgins has powerful friends at the Air Ministry, his spies are everywhere and our building is under observation. As I said, they are after our invention, and to what purpose I fear to imagine. I shall depart and take the task in hand as soon as I post this to you.


Take care my love; I suggest you use the appliance to make for your aunt’s house in Aberystwyth. Go back in time to the 12th of March, and I will join you there as soon as I can. I love you, my darling Miriam.


 


God save the Queen.


 


Good bye, Miriam,


 


Charles.


 


I slipped my hand inside my purse and took out, what would appear to the uninitiated, a spectacle case, held easily in the palm of my hand. I stepped into a broad doorway and opened the lid. “There she is, it’s Johnson,” came a voice from behind. I turned and saw a man, dressed as a gentleman of the city, his top hat set firmly on his head. He raised his cane and pointed it directly at me. I recognised it immediately as one of Charles’ inventions, constructed solely for use by the police and it was obviously obtained through bribery by Higgins’ people, one that would send an electric charge through my body and paralyze me. Having no other choice I stepped deeper inside the alcove took a deep breath and pressed button ‘B’ having no idea of the outcome. My only thought was of escape.


To my surprise, my surroundings shimmered and dissolved into one grey mass. I heard voices, frantic, calling out something indecipherable. The voices faded into the distance and night descended…


*


In Manchester England, in 1952.Thomas West tipped steadily on his typewriter, the words formed in his mind as he typed: “…as gallant Captain John Bradshaw strode purposefully out of the jungle, wielding his bloodied machete, shouting at the top of his voice, “Leave her be, you scoundrel,” at a dishevelled  character who was standing over a prostrate and totally naked woman as he prepared to have his evil way with her (as he had done with many a defenceless female victim).


He turned to John, snarling, baring his black and rotted teeth as he said, “Inglish basterd, I vill havff may vay viz er ass sun ass I haff dilt viz you.”


He ran towards John, saliva dripping from his mouth.


John came to a sudden stop and regarded his opponent who had produced a flintlock pistol from behind him, and he heard the click as the pirate captain cocked it. He raised his hands, still clutching the machete.


The pirate grinned and said, “No prissonez, I am glad to say.”


John waited until the exact moment, hoping the pirate would not pull the trigger until he was within his own range.


The man slowed his headlong run; John could smell his foetid breath and his unwashed body as he came nearer.


John looked at his ugly face and his right arm flashed down and forward with as much power he could muster. The machete left his hand, travelled the short distance and embedded itself, almost to the hilt, in the man’s breast.


The pirate’s pace slowed to a stop before him, his gaping mouth open, his eyes staring at his intended victim.


John reached forward calmly, took the pistol from nerveless fingers, made it safe and stowed it in his belt. He placed his hand on the pirate’s face and shoved him, jerking out the machete at the same time.


The man, dying on his feet, fell backwards and landed in a lifeless heap.


John walked casually over to the female lying there with her legs spread wide to the extremities and her arms by her side.


Her eyelids fluttered as she gazed up at him.


“Captain Bradshaw, you are still alive, you have rescued me from a fate worse than death. That heartless swine was about to ravage me and fill me with his filthy seed,” she smiled coyly and added, “I suppose you wish to claim your reward.” Her pelvis rose several times suggestively and she said, “Do with me what you will. I am yours for the taking.”


With the blood pounding through his veins, John undid his trouser belt and unbuttoned his fly.


The woman’s jaw dropped.. “What a magnificent specimen, and all for me.”


After John removed the last of his clothing he knelt between the woman’s thighs and lowered himself over her. She gasped with pleasure and called out, “Oh my Goodness, I beg you, please be gentle with me.”


As their loins finally made contact, John said, “After surviving six death-dealing broadsides, in which my entire crew were killed, and after surprising the pirate crew and killing them all single-handed, and then after swimming through shark-infested waters and slaying fifteen hungry cannibals lying in ambush, you


ask me to be gentle with you! - Madame, you have to be jesting.” Then he let her have it – they didn’t call him rapid-hammer-dick Bradshaw for nothing.


The jungle sounded for hours on end to more than animal noises as John West took his pleasure repeatedly on the only woman who had refused to wash his underclothes, shave his genitals, cut his toenails and had declined, after crossing the equator, to perform the limbo naked while balancing a soft boiled egg on her vulva - an erotic show that would have had his crew wanking  till doomsday. He took her through the Kama Sutra and positions unthought of, until she passed out for the fourth time. 


Unsated, he lifted her left leg and laid the-!


The room shook, his empty cup rattled in its saucer, his typewriter disappeared, and the room’s window changed shape. Thomas looked at his arms, his legs and his body as his clothes disappeared. The door behind him flew open and a woman, her long hair and her clothes streaming water, staggered into his room. He rose from his chair and they both stared at one another. The wooden floorboards turned to stone and tilted, and he staggered forward and collided with her, catching her as she passed out. He lowered her body to the floor and at that point, the room darkened and the floor stopped swaying beneath him.


Thomas West looked down at the woman at his feet lying on the floor; he was sure he could smell sea water. “Who the bloody hell is she?” He regarded his nakedness, and said aloud, “And where’s me bloody clothes.” He gazed about him, stone walls surrounded him and he shouted. “And where the hell am I?”


A metal door stood behind him, he walked over to it and pushed against it, then he pulled at the small barred opening and the door swung open with an ear-splitting screech. The woman behind him stirred, he walked over to her. She lay in a large puddle and he squatted beside her. “Are you alright, luv?


“Where am I, what devilry is this?” she said. She sat up quickly and glanced about her. “Where is my ship and what have you done with my crew?” She saw the open door, stood up, knocking Thomas over in the process and walked towards it. She turned on him. “Where are we and who are you?”


After scrambling to his feet, he covered his genitals his hands and approached her. “I have no bleedin’ idea, I was about to ask you the same thing. Now where are my fucking clothes?”


She turned away from the door, “I have no idea where your clothing is and pray cease with that awful profanity,” she said, “My name is Jane Hawthorne, what is yours, pray?”


Holding out his hand, he smiled. “Thomas West, I’m a writer, how do you do?”


She looked at his hand and down to where it had been. “Do you know where we are, Scribe Thomas?”


His gaze travelled up and down her body. “No,” he said, “and neither do you by the sound of it.”


She left through the doorway and he followed her down a corridor lined with what he assumed were cell doors. “I think we are in a prison,” he called out.


She stopped and half-turned to him. A smile formed as she regarded him and said, “I gathered that, Thomas, but where are the gaolers?”


He raised his hands and shrugged saying, “Next question?”


Her gaze dropped down to his exposed groin, she looked up and said, “Why were you hiding that, from what I saw it’s nothing to be ashamed of, as they say, size isn’t the best part.”


He half-smiled and said, “Ladies present, but if it doesn’t bother you then feel free, gaze away, it won’t bite.”


She grinned and walked on, with him keeping pace, his hands now free.


They arrived at the front of the building, an office of sorts, with a dust-covered wooden desk. Iron bars were set in the glassless window and the doorway was minus a door. Together they walked out onto the wooden patio and into the sunlight.


The buildings were in a dilapidated state and so were the wooden sidewalks. He shook his head as he pointed at the horse-rails. “We are in the Wild West. I hope we’re on a film set.” He looked down the street and said, “Hey, someone’s coming.”


Her brow creased as she looked at him, and then she followed his gaze and stepped down onto the dusty street and stopped, staring into the distance.


They saw two figures approaching and as they drew closer they could make out a man and a woman, both dressed in what appeared to be blankets.


“They’re wearing Ponchos,” Thomas said to himself. He joined his companion. “They must be Mexicans,” he said and grinned at her.


She continued staring in silence, ignoring him as she clenched her brow against the glare of the sun and moved away from him.


He regarded her mode of dress, pantaloons, thigh-high boots and a frilly blouse and blouson, all in black. She was dressed like someone out of one of his novels, sailor’s clothes maybe, but men’s clothes, not a woman’s. He called out to her, as he hastened after her, “Where did you get the fancy dress, and how come you were wet?”


She stopped and raised her right eyebrow and asked as he walked around her and faced her, “Why do you question my attire, scribe Thomas, when you are as naked as a babe?”


He shrugged as he struggled for an answer and stopped as she stared past him, her eyes wide and called out, “Oh, my God, it’s him.”


*


Strapping on his sword, Captain Alonso Rodriguez raced onto the deck of his three—master, Angelique moored at Cadiz harbour in 1562. His ship’s hull shuddered under the impact of cannon balls, and wooden splinters of all sizes flew through the air.


“The English, they attack,” cried out Valdez, his first lieutenant, just before a cannonball took his head off, causing his legs to wobble as they carried the body, its neck spuming scarlet, for several paces, before they gave way.


Alonso turned his head away and looked out to sea. He saw a Royal Navy three-decker. “Nelson,” he gasped. He saw flashes and puffs of smoke erupt from its gun holes. “Down,” he screamed to the men manning what guns were not overturned or damaged, and dived to the deck. He watched as the bulwark around him disintegrated. A long furrow appeared in the planking, filling the air with splinters. A seaman’s body fell from the rigging and landed with a sickening crunch beside him. He looked skyward and saw the spars and cordage descending towards him as the foremast slowly toppled, he rolled to one side, up against Valdez’s corpse, just as the magazine exploded…


…after which he felt warm water lapping at his naked feet. He opened his eyes and gazed at the scenery around him, feeling the sun on his back as he rose up. He examined his limbs and body for cuts, as his clothes were gone, and he stood up and searched around for his sword. He looked out to sea, towards the empty horizon, and while looking to his left and to his right, he saw he was on an almost white, sandy beach. He drew a deep breath, let it out slowly and said, “So this is paradise. How strange, I feel more alive than dead.” He walked along the shoreline and stepped onto a seashell shard and winced. He raised his foot and saw the tiny cut. “Then I am not dead,” he reasoned and began to worry. “I have been shipwrecked, but where?”


Gazing along the shoreline, he searched for others like him, his crew or his friends, feeling unsure of himself, tasting fear, fear of the unknown. He saw no sign of wreckage anywhere and his eyes roved over the horizon once more. He tried to remember the battle; the British had launched a surprise attack on their fleet while they were at sleep in their beds.


‘There must have been an explosion or something, my ship is gone, my crew also, but I have been spared.’


The air was very warm, so warm that his hair was almost dry. He walked towards the trees. They were palm trees and he saw strange plants. –


‘How far have I come, these are tropical trees, and plants, is this Africa?’


The scent of wild flowers invaded his senses and he looked up at orange-coloured orbs hanging from the branches of numerous trees and plucked one of them. He tore back the peel and bit into the juicy flesh. He picked more fruit and walked back to the shallows fully-laden. There he ate his fill, after which he washed his hands and face. He carried on with his exploration and eventually he saw in the distance pieces of wreckage. “My ship,” he said and raced towards it.


As he drew closer he saw a form, a naked female. She lay there face down in the sand, her feet in the shallows just as he had. He came closer and stroked her golden hair that had dried in the sun.


She made a sound at his touch and moved her legs.


He knelt down beside her, took her arm and turned her over. He ran his eyes over her breasts coated with sand, and her well-formed limbs and brushed several stands of damp hair from her face, she opened her eyes and said in perfect English, “Am I safe, did we-?” she faltered and stared at him, taking in his nakedness without a qualm.


He smiled and answered in kind, “It seems you are shipwrecked, as they say, just like me,” and added, “Are you injured, can you stand up?”


She made no attempt to cover her nakedness and showed no fear of Alonso as he crouched beside her, but her brow knitted as she gazed at him. “Who the hell are you, where are my companions and where is our vessel?”


“It may be that they are lost, I am sorry.”


She sat up and ran her eyes up and down the beach and said quietly, “The storm - I should have told them not to sail.”


“What happened to your ship, you mentioned a storm.”


“It wasn’t built for stormy seas.” She shook her head slowly. “It floundered and I was washed overboard. Then there was a strange, old-fashioned sailing ship and a woman who rescued me, she appeared to be alone too.” She looked about her. “Where is she?” She examined his features. “Who are you; you’re not a native, what’s your name?”


Taking her gently by the arm, he pulled her to her feet. He saw her abdominal muscles tense as she rose easily. “My name is Alonso Rodriguez, I am a sailor, my ship is gone and I have no idea where we are.”


The woman looked him over slowly. She raised an eyebrow as she eyed his genitals. She smiled and said, “My name’s Sharkey, Doctor Helen Sharkey. I believe we are somewhere in the China sea, the Far East to be exact. Where’d you say you were from?”


“Cadiz, Spain.”


“Well you’re a long way from home, Alonso, my friend. You’re on the other side of the bloody world, in fact we both are,” she added.


As she made no attempt to hide her nudity, his eyes roved over her body, and he noted her full breasts and muscular legs and arms, and he gazed into her eyes. “Where have you come from, my English Rose?”


“It’s a long story that started in China and ended on board a ship. That was probably yesterday. I was part of a Mongolian invading force heading for the Japan islands. I was to remain on board what was a poor excuse for a ship, which was a flat-bottomed boat, crewed by idiots. The voyage was a steady one, and we lost none of the horses. The troops on board left with their mounts and joined the rest on land. I’m not sure how the battle went, but several hours after they landed, we were attacked by a horde of Japanese soldiers. I ordered the crew to set sail, not that they needed any urging. I managed to shoot half a dozen, brave, but foolish warriors as they tried to board our ship, the water being quite shallow. I left them floating there as we sped away, with the wind in our favour. We scoured the beach along the coast as far as the wind would allow, but saw nobody. Then the wind’s strength increased and blew us out to sea. A terrible storm raged, and I and the crew were washed overboard when a wave hit us broadside on. I was in the water for some time and I was rescued by a woman when she threw me a lifeline from her ship. She hauled me aboard and gave me sustenance, and as my clothes were drying out, the storm tore one of the spars loose and it crashed to the desk, I rushed out, naked thinking we were sinking and…” She gazed once more out to sea as her voice trailed off.


“Do you await its return?” He asked.


“What?”


“The ship.”


“I don’t know if I would recognise it as it was dark. It was a ship of a totally different design to the one I was on. It looked like an eighteenth century European ship, and I didn’t get the chance to thank my rescuer, a dark-haired woman. We looked at the wrecked spar, the storm still raged and at that moment a gigantic wave washed over the stern. She dropped the small chest she was carrying as the deck tilted, it slid by me and I picked it up. The next I knew I was looking at you.”


She regarded him with raised eyebrows and he told her, “My story is similar to yours, my ship was a Spanish Galleon, it was attacked while still at anchor by the Royal Navy, I was rendered unconscious and I woke up here, a few hours ago.”


Moving closer to him she said, “I think you and I are going to get along famously. You aren’t gay are you?”


He frowned and said, “Yes, of course I am. I am very happy to make your acquaintance, why.”


A smile formed around her mouth. “Sorry,” she said, “I meant, do you prefer men to women?”


His eyebrows rose slightly and his gaze dropped down to her breasts and farther on. “You jest with me,” he said and their eyes met.


She looked at his genitals and decided he was almost ready and she said, “Your place or mine?” and pressed her body against his.


The eyebrows rose farther with a gasp. “Now you confuse me,” he said and a smile formed on his lips.


She glanced around and said as he circled his arms around her, “I suppose this place is as good as any,” and writhed her body against his as he crushed her to him and his lips found hers.




Chapter 3.


Shipwrecked.


The years passed and Alonso felt love growing between him and the English seductress. Their intimacy knew no bounds, she wasted not one second of their time with idling, whether hunting for food in the jungle or swimming in the river, she would come upon him, and before he knew what was happening they were making love once again.


This was not a one-sided love affair, all too often while walking behind her he would be overcome with the sight of her naked beauty, and would grasp her from behind; whereupon she would fall to her knees and rest her head on her arms and wait until he mounted her, like a wild, but controllable stallion.


It was on one of these occasions on the beach when a threatening storm cloud broke, and the winds tried to separate them. They stayed glued together both of them panting with passion, defying the weather gods, as they took their pleasure, ignoring the lashing rain. This assault on their bodies had an opposite effect as they prolonged their mutual pleasuring by adopting different positions, laughing at the rain, shouting at the thunder, then as quickly as the storm had arrived so quickly it passed over them, leaving the lovers to finish their joyful act together.


Later, as they walked along the shore, hand in hand, he asked, “Are you happy?”


She turned to answer and stopped in her tracks. “I can see figures,” she said.


His head whipped round and a split-second he later he took her by the hand and pulled her quickly towards the cover of the jungle foliage. He spoke not a word until they were hidden from the people on the ship. Then he said, “They are soldiers.”


“Soldiers,” she said, her brow knitted, “How do you know?”


“Take a look,” he said, “They are all dressed the same.”


She watched the activity across the water and gasped,


“They are Japanese soldiers, I recognise their dress,” she said and turned to him. “They may have followed me.” She paused and said, “No, they couldn’t do that. They were caught in that storm just as we were; it will have been the wind.”


“We must take care,” he said, “I do not trust these Orientals, especially the warrior sort. I have heard they treat everybody else like serfs, and take joy in cutting their heads off if they as much as look them in the eye.”


Without any further comment he took her hand once more and they made their way through the jungle and followed a long and winding path up to their cave.


After their evening meal they made love on a piece of sacking filled with bird feathers, after which they fell asleep in each other’s arms.


The next morning, Alonso awoke alone; he rose up and left the cave hoping to find Helen by the stream below. To his surprise she was nowhere to be seen. He refrained from calling out, not wanting to attract the soldiers in case they were out hunting or on a patrol.


He searched the pathway leading down to the beach.


As he arrived there, he saw a dozen soldiers swimming in the shallows with two of them on guard armed with curiously long bows. He saw one of the guards hurry from the water edge towards him, clutching his genital area. His dress was different to the others and he assumed he was an officer. Alonso watched as he stepped through the foliage and proceeded to urinate against a tree.


Before he could finish, Alonso crept up behind him, the way he crept up on the wild pigs or fowl, as silent as the grave. Having no weapon, not even the wooden spear he and Helen used to catch fish with, and at the thought of her and what may have happened to her at the hands of these savages, he hooked his arm around the man’s neck, squeezed and covered his mouth with his other hand.


After a number of seconds his victim ceased to struggle and fell limp in his arms, letting his bow fall to the ground. The other was of a smaller stature and weighed nowhere near as much as Alonso, so he slung him over his shoulder and stooped to pick up the bow and carried on until he was deep into the jungle and well away from the beach.


He set his victim down, and removed a short sword in a wooden scabbard from his belt. He looked at him, he was clean-shaven and he had a quiver of arrows with him. The curious headdress that he wore had disappeared. He took out the knife and placed the blade against the man’s throat as he stirred. He had heard of these people from Portuguese sailors who had traded with them and said in Portuguese, “Where is my woman,” he asked.


The man said, “Foreign devil, we have no women here.”


“You lie,” he said and rested the knife’s point against the man’s throat.


The man spat at him, and did a strange thing; he grabbed Alonso’s wrist with both hands and plunged the knife into his own throat without uttering a sound.


Alonso watched him die, as the man coughed blood, glaring at him until his last breath left his body; after which Alonso stripped the body of armour and clothing and left him lying there naked, the smell of blood heavy in his nostrils; knowing the wild pigs would have a feast tonight.


*


In 1850, Zulu maiden Ingwe and her eleven sisters, their ages ranging from sixteen to her twenty years-of-age, were out hunting with their father and his three brothers on the South African plains. Like the others, she was totally naked and she carried her Isijula, her long hunting spear, in the throwing position as she moved in line abreast stealthily through the long grass, her eyes flickering to her father at the end of the line with the other males, and then to her surrounds.


Everyone froze as Jabulani; her father, gave the signal, an imitation of the grasshopper, a noise it made by rubbing its long hind legs against its wings; and they copied him as he sank slowly to the ground.


Ingwe laid her body flat and breathed through her nose. She waited with the others and finally it came to her; Impala! And the scent was growing stronger. She heard them moving through the grass, the sounds of teeth grinding as the animals chewed their food. A scout had spotted the small herd early that morning and brought the news straight to her father.


The Impala was part of their diet. A large animal, the males weighed as much as sixty-five kilos. They were a dangerous adversary too when cornered; their long lyre-shaped horns tapered to a point and could penetrate human flesh with ease.


She looked to her sister Thoko and grinned. They now waited for their father’s signal, a series of cricket sounds telling them either to spread out in a given formation, ready to spring up and hurl their spears at the nearest animal.


 They moved as ghosts, forming a flattened crescent.


“Chirrup, chirrup.”


Ingwe sprang up with the rest of them, spied her target some twenty metres away and hurled her weapon with all her might. The spear flew straight and pierced the animal’s side and went deep. The stricken animal fell to its knees; it was a female, a yew. She looked about her and saw other animals hit by spears. The herd scattered, leaping instinctively into the air in order to confuse the attackers. She watched with the others as the Impala herd disappeared into the long grass, after which she quickly dispatched the wounded animals along with the others.


 They took count of their kills, three young males and four yews. Everyone had scored, as some of the animals had been pierced by two or more spears. It didn’t matter who killed which, what mattered was that the hunt was successful. This was due to the long, lush grass, and patience brought on by incessant training. In a dry season they wouldn’t have the same luck, short grass and less impala.


They carried the cadavers slung on long poles they had brought with them; there would be a feast today. They would cut the meat into strips and dry them in the sun, the innards would be either roasted over the fire or made into a stew and the skins would be tanned to make shields for the warriors.


That night, Ingwe and her sisters slept as usual in the hut next to her father’s and his wives, their stomach full.


Before she lay down to sleep she thought about tomorrow and her new-husband to be, as the last three candidates had been killed in battle, along with many other young men, resulting in disappointment for her and her sisters. As there was peace at the moment this could not happen again and she thought about her wedding night and how she would prepare herself.


She laid her head down on her pillow and fell asleep.


She awoke and rolled over. Her sisters were talking, complaining. It was cold inside the hut and the ground was rough beneath her. She peered in the half-light at the wall facing them. They were in a strange room, made of square stones. She called out, “Hush, cease your whimpering I can hear voices, strange voices, not in our tongue.”


She heard footsteps and the voices were louder this time, she saw shadows approaching upon the floor.


Her sisters called out and they rose with her as two strangely dressed, pale-faced men approached them cautiously, waving long, broad-bladed knives at them. One of them spoke in gibberish. Ingwe rose up and shouted in her language. “How dare you approach us, we are daughters of the Zulu nation; you risk your lives confronting us in this manner.”


The men halted, turned and spoke quietly with one another, grinning knowingly as they glanced sideways at the naked female figures.


*


In AD 010. Bjorn Egilsen, on watch aboard his ship, his clothing dripping


from the warm moist air, wiped his face with his hand and stared at the dark strip as it moved in and out of focus and called out to the Viking chief, “Captain, there is land ahead.”


Thorfinn Karlsefni came to his side and peered into the swirling early-morning mist. “I see nothing, watchman.”


“Breath through your nose, you can smell it,” Bjorn said and breathed deeply.


Karlsefni copied him. “By the Gods, Bjorn, you are right it is the New World.”


After changing course, the odour of land, rotting and fresh vegetation and distinct animal smells, became stronger, though the mist still blocked their view.


Bjorn Egilsen, son of Egil Sorensen a Greenland smithy, strapped on his shield as the keel grated on sand, seized his axe and leaped down over the side into the shallows, which unfortunately came up to his chest causing his shipmates to laugh. He waded determinedly towards the shore as his comrades prudently descended by the bow, landing in knee deep water. With his axe raised, ready to defend himself he ran onto the beach, peering into the mist and came to a halt as the sand changed suddenly to stone.


He looked down at the puddle forming beneath him; the ground on which he stood consisted of square stone blocks. He gazed around him in the half-light. He was standing on the battlements of a castle.


‘I’m in Valhalla, I died a hero’, was the first thought that entered his head, followed by, ‘Where is Odin, where are his crows, Hugin and Munin where is his son Thor and where are the warriors I have to fight?’


It came to him slowly that he wasn’t in the Viking afterlife, as he had fought nobody, but in some other place. He reasoned that he was still alive and turned around to face the sea, but there was no sea, just a never-ending walled pathway that dwindled into the twilight.


His ship was nowhere in sight, and neither was Karlsefni and his men from the two other dragon ships that had journeyed with them from Greenland. They’d been following the trail of Lief Erikson, seeking a place to raise their families. They had heard that this new land was inhabited by naked savages, small in stature and fierce in battle, but fought from the cover of the forest.


 He tried to fathom out how he had landed on top of these battlements. With the arrival of the sun, the twilight changed into dawn, and Bjorn realised this was not a castle, but a great wall that ran off in both directions, over hill and dale as far as his eyes could see.


In the distance, he could hear voices, babbling high-pitched voices. He advanced in the direction of the sounds.


They were coming from inside a building, a castle affair with a battlement that was also part of the wall. He heard women’s voices, some defiant, others pleading.




Chapter 4.


 Isla del Coco. Early 12th Century


Alonso.


The sensation was, to be explicit, breathtaking. Charles had explained to me that this feeling of weightlessness would mortify any inexperienced time traveller. What he had not prepared me for was the fact that nothing apart from the traveller and the operating device, could exist inside this inertialess, ‘cocoon’. Everything I had with me, my clothing, my silver-tipped parasol and my purse, my hatpins and hair sticks, were now atomized. Why he had failed to mention this strange occurrence was beyond my ken.


The time and relative dimension apparatus, which


Charles chose to call his ‘Tarda’, standing in our laboratory was different. One could take with them anything that would fit inside the cabin. Alas, Charles had little time for niceties in an emergency; he had thrown me in at the deep end once more with his damned experiments. He also advised me to hold my breath as he wasn’t sure of the oxygen content inside this synthetic globe, but to my relief I found I could still breathe.


My dark surroundings grew brighter than before. I saw colours, mostly green. I heard sounds, jungle sounds and strange odours and warm, moist air greeted me. My breath caught, I remained still, for facing me bodily was a male archer, his bow fully-drawn as he aimed at some unseen target somewhere to my right. He stood there, quite tall, his feet apart, naked except for a cloth band around his forehead and a quiver of arrows at his waist, held there by a thick cord. The first thing I noticed was his olive-toned skin, then the well-defined abdominal muscles. His head turned quickly and he gazed at me and released the tension on his bow, then called out something intelligible and fell to one knee, with his head bowed.


I imagined this aboriginal had never seen a naked, blond-haired female before and I had no idea what I should do, never mind say, as his head rose up.


He smiled and said something as his eyes travelled over my body and finally my face. He rose up and stood, feet apart, smiling.


Blood rushed to my face as I gazed once more at his naked flesh. I felt somehow drawn to him. I realized to my shame that I wanted him. I, a pure and untouched virgin and engaged to be wed to Charles whom I loved dearly, was contemplating illicit sex with a stranger, eager to savour ecstasy in wild abandon like some primitive native.


I thought instantly of Charles and pushed those shameful thoughts aside, trying to ignore my feelings as my knees weakened, my insides burned and my heart beat heavily inside me. My body cooled slowly, my heart slowed to its normal pace. I had won. I had defeated the devil lust.


I saw his gaze was still upon me as he stood there, slightly amused. I am not ashamed of my body as I had swum often in the nude in the presence of male and female company, Charles included, without any lustful thoughts. It was out of false modesty that I covered my breasts and my intimate parts as best I could as he came closer, as I didn’t want him to think I was some poxy wench from the gutter.


His brow puckered as he stood before me and asked, “Is that you, Helen, or is it your spirit?”


His accented voice was deep and sent a shiver through my soul and words of denial froze on my lips. The blood coursed through my veins once more as his scent reached me, my vision swam, and his face became distorted as the night closed in.


I woke with him leaning over me, I must have fainted. He smiled, exposing perfect white teeth and spoke softly. “You are feeling better now, yes?”


I nodded weakly and he gathered me up in his arms. I heard him say, “Your body has overheated, you must cool down.” He stepped down into the stream. He whispered to me in a foreign tongue as he poured water over my face. He wet and smoothed my brow with much tenderness while my limbs and body remained submerged, hidden below the surface.


He helped me to my feet and we left the stream and climbed onto the grassy bank. I realised I had dropped my portable transporter and searched for it.


“What are you looking for,” he asked, his eyes searching the ground.


I spotted it and picked it up. “My spectacle case,” I said. “I need them for reading.”


He came closer and peered at it. “Strange designs for a spectacle case,” he said and smiled.


He picked up his things and I lay down on my stomach with my head on one side and watched him as he inspected his bow.


This respite gave me a chance to look at him more closely as he stood there. His long black hair was plaited and coiled at the nape of his neck, his neck and shoulder muscles were well-developed and his nose, strong-bridged, held a hint of Arab heritage. He smiled, as he turned his head my way. Then this stranger, a distant relative of the God Eros, spoke, startling me, “You are English, yes?”


“Yes,” I replied immediately.


He faced me, feet apart and said, “You have a beautiful body.” He noticed the direction of my gaze and added, “Do you approve of mine?”


I rolled over and leaning back on my elbows I looked up at him. I was amazed as well as enthralled. My opinion of him ran through my mind as I averted my eyes from his.


‘He stands there naked before me, displaying his manhood without even telling me his name or asking me of mine, what a shameful creature.’


He must have read my thoughts for he said as he ran his eyes up from my feet and then gazed at my breasts, “My name is Alonso Ricardo Rodriguez. What is your name, my English rose?”


It was then I noticed I had my knees raised with my feet well apart, my usual pose while relaxing nude and I felt my features burning under his gaze once more. I rose to a sitting position and wrapped my arms around my knees. His eyes were as black as the night and I answered him with my own eyes downcast, “My name is Miriam Johnson.”


“Miriam Johnson, a truly English name,” he said, softly.


“And who are you?” I demanded with a smile.


He bowed slightly. “I am a captain in his Majesty King Philip of Spain’s navy,” he held out his arms and added, “Or should I say was, as I am now without my ship, the Angelique.”


‘King Philip of Spain!’


I thought him sun-crazed and decided to humour him. “Where is your ship now, Captain Rodriguez?” I asked in all seriousness.


I believe he thought me sincere as he ignored my open flippancy and said, “I am not sure. The English fleet surprised us in Cadiz harbour, my ship was struck. There was an explosion and I woke up on this beach, naked and alone. I thought I was on some island not far from Spain, but now I find myself on the other side of the world,” he bowed once more and said, “And in the presence of a beautiful castaway, and be assured madam, I am an officer and a gentleman and despite your lack of clothes, and your beautiful form, I feel no desire to desecrate your innocent body.”


A giggle burst forth from my lips, I was a girl once more, standing before a handsome man. I was, as you may imagine, taken by his serious tone and I nodded in thanks.


I realised that we could be the victim of a time-slip anomaly that Charles mentioned. It was my wish to enlighten him, but as he came from the eighteenth century I didn’t want to confuse the issue at hand; as in his time I would be burned as a witch for such revelations. I had to find out where we were and in which century and then -.


Without warning he grabbed me and pulled me to my feet, disturbing my thoughts, and raised his fingers to my lips, his head shaking softly.


I heard nothing, but his senses, attuned to jungle life were keener than mine. I soon heard the noise made by several people as they made their way through the surrounding undergrowth.


He peered through the foliage and I copied him.


I saw two men, archers, strangely dressed, carrying the same type of bow that my companion had as they approached our hiding place.


He picked up several arrows. He nocked one and raised his bow. I was surprised to see his eyes were closed as he pulled back on the string. He stood stock still then he released the feathered shaft without opening them. I heard a cry from beyond the leafy curtain and turned my head in that direction just as a second arrow flashed by, followed by a gurgling noise and horrible choking sounds.


He stood there motionless for a while, another arrow at the ready. I too stood still, afraid to move, for he seemed to be under some sort of spell. Then he opened his eyes and walked past me, pushing the curtain of foliage aside.


I followed him and stopped next to him as he looked down at his victims.


Moving closer, curious, I gazed upon death.


They lay there on their backs, eyes open, as if contemplating the overhead scenery. Both arrows had penetrated the men’s throat just below the epiglottis. I found this marksmanship, remarkable, astounding even as he had shot at the sounds they had made, at their voices; he had aimed using his hearing, as opposed to his sight.


I looked closely at their wounds. The men, not quite out of their teens, had choked on their own blood. I recognised the armour from drawings at the library, it was medieval Japanese and they were soldiers. My thoughts ran wild, ‘Where am I, what time, what year is this?’


I asked him, “Where are we, they are Japanese?”


He shrugged and said, “They are now dead,” and picked up their bows and removed their quivers. He took their sheathed short swords from their belts and gave them to me. His lips curled as he looked down at the bodies and said, “They are not nice people, they took my woman. She was like you, English.” He faced me. “I thought you were her ghost, you look the same, but your scent is different.” He walked off. “Come with me, we must leave this place.”


I followed him dutifully as he ran off through the undergrowth. My breath rasped in my throat as I struggled to keep pace. I thought myself reasonably fit, playing tennis, swimming almost every day, but I had met my match with Alonso. I followed his naked form, admiring his round buttocks as they tensed and quivered with each step. We stopped several times, so I could catch my breath. We crossed a stream after which the ground rose up steadily before us.


After climbing for what seemed an hour, we arrived at a cave, halfway up a mountainside, hidden behind a high waterfall. I had always thought that this sort of hiding place -- for we were now in hiding -- only existed in the minds of authors and in their adventure stories, like Robinson Crusoe and his man Friday. The cavern was quite large and a faint sweet odour hung in the air and I assumed there were bats nesting high up in the crevices.


He laid his trophies against the far wall and showed me his ‘home’. He had quite a store of colourfully lacquered Japanese armour, gruesome face-masks, and ornate helmets, grieves, back and breast plates that adorned the surrounds. Several Samurai swords and spears leaned against the wall together with a dozen unstrung bows and stacks of arrows.


He pointed to them and said, “I killed them all, they took my woman, Helen, who told me how far away from home I was. I took their lives.”


I had to find out where I was, before I departed, so I asked him, “Alonso, this er, Helen, you just said that she told you that you were on the other side of the world?”


“She told me of her adventures in the court of a man called Kublai Kahn. We were very much in love.” He paused and cleared his throat. “She drew a map for me in the sand and showed me where she and I had come from, as for where we are now I cannot exactly say. If I had a map and a…” His eyes narrowed as I glanced down at the case held in my hand. “You hardly let that out of your sight, what is it, is that really a spectacle case, as it looks like it is more than that? Is it valuable?”


I had an idea. I nodded, “Yes, it is, it is an atlas. Let me show you,” I opened my ‘spectacle case’ and showed it to him. His brow knitted as he saw the display, which could show the world’s continents, but in outline only, with no names at all.


Programming for a journey was new to me, as I had only seen the prototype, and then only for a short period. At the moment the crosshairs centred on London, on our laboratory. I guessed we were in the region of Japan so I pressed button ‘a’ and using the knobs ‘x’ and ‘y’ I moved the map. I showed him the image and his frown deepened. I pointed to Honshu, the main island and said, “Nippon.”


After regarding the display he stepped back, reached down to a jumble of weapons, swords and spears and pulled out what appeared to be a bow, without its string. It was shaped like a fat round ‘W’. I recognised the famous recurve bow, used by the Mogul hordes when they invaded Europe, the same type used by the warriors of Genghis Khan and the Moguls. I asked him, “Another trophy?”


He shook his head. “It could have belonged to my beloved Helen. She was first a healer - a doctor at first - then a warrior, a Mongol warrior. She sailed with a vast army in ships not made for rough seas, to Nippon. There came a great storm and her ship sank. She survived by clinging to part of her ship’s wreckage, which washed up on this beach. This bow was washed ashore two days later.”


I assumed we were on an island far, far from Japan or Korea, more to the East and the South. It may be one of Captain Cook’s islands. The Mongols did invade Japan, but a terrific storm destroyed their fleet. I had taken notice during history lessons at the private school I attended and I recalled. Kublai Kahn, fourteenth century Mongol warlord.


As before, I thought that this Spanish sailor had his facts wrong, but I realised it was something else and I accepted the fact that he and Helen were victims of an anomaly, lost in time just as I was, but what I could not understand was the link between us, as I had transported ‘scientifically’ whereas he and Helen had been affected by a force of nature.


I listened as he continued in a subdued tone, “I found the bow amongst the wreckage of some ship. She was evidently the only survivor.” He paused and sighed. “We lived for over a year as man and wife, then they, the Japanese came and took her.”


“Did they kill her?”


“I don’t know. They came while I was out hunting. She was probably bathing or fishing. I arrived too late to stop them. I searched for them, for her, but to no avail and that was over a year ago.” He threw the bow back on the pile, and his chin rested on his chest. “I will never see her again.”


I wondered if his Helen had fallen victim to the anomaly once more or the Japanese soldiers. I hoped for his sake as there was a chance, a remote chance that they could meet up again.


I moved closer to him and saw his tears run freely down his cheeks and I pulled him to me. We stayed like that for a while, and then he said, his voice almost a whisper, “Now I only kill.”


My stomach rumbled and he broke the morbidity as he laughed and said, “You are hungry. I will go hunting.”


“I’ll come with you,” I said eagerly.


“No, you are too noisy. They were noisy too,” he pointed to the corner, next to the entrance. I looked in the direction he had indicated and it was then that I realised what the smell was. Over a dozen dried-up human heads lay in a row. My companion was a head-hunter. I asked him, “Did Helen have anything with her, any means of identification?”


“I am not sure,” he pointed to a medium-sized wooden chest. “While searching for survivors we found that chest on the beach, I have not opened it, and Helen said it was not hers.”


He picked up his bow and quiver and left quickly.


I looked at the chest, it was fastened with clasps. Curios as to who this Helen was, I opened the chest, I must add, with great difficulty, in fact I had to use one of the knives from the dead soldiers and a large rock to do so.


The first thing I noticed was a letter, I unfolded it carefully and read the heading, written in a delicate hand, which I assumed was a woman’s and it was then that I saw the date.


Eden, the third of July 1776.




Chapter 5.


Jane.


I racked my brains, how can this be. Genghis Khan, Temujin, it was his grandson Kublai Khan who planned the invasions of Japan, but that was in the thirteenth century and this letter was from the eighteenth. Fully mystified I read on.


‘To whom it may concern.


My name is Jane Hawthorne. I am the captain of the private trader Imogene. I used to trade in black ivory, the growing trade nowadays. Yes, I was a slave trader, but with a difference. For now I only take the healthiest of slaves, in pairs naturally, for I intend to save them and not sell them into slavery. I offer them a life free from the dangers of tribal war. I offer them a chance to live free and prosper. I have discovered an island in the South Seas, a fruitful island, populated by wild goats and pigs and many other species from other parts of the world as the island was barren of wildlife until I discovered it. It is not to be found on any map, so I have named it Eden and it is there that my dear brother David awaits me, hopefully with news of our sister, Mary.


I was puzzled, how did Helen come by this chest? Or how did it come to wash ashore here, leagues from the African continent and years into the future – or the past. I continued reading:


My ship has room below decks for thirty-two pairs of souls. They cook for themselves, and they fish from our small sailing boat, using nets and spears and a line of baited hooks.


Having read about slavery, I knew of the harsh conditions aboard these ships, where many of the slaves died, lying in their own excrement, but this was a slaver with a difference. Full of admiration for this enterprising woman I read on:


I think back now to my days in England as a ‘lady’. My fiancé was a robust and healthy man, an army officer. After ignoring my pleas to resign his commission and join me and my brother at sea, he left for the colonies. But as he wasn’t to return to me, ever, as he met his untimely end at the Battle of Lexington and Concord, which were the first military engagements of the American War of Independence in April, 1775.


I heard Alfonso approaching, and I skipped to the last part of the entry.


Tomorrow, we will sail for Africa and trade with Chief Kangari -, tools for bodies - but I must wait until my brother returns with our sister ship, Tribute.


I am worried, as he promised to be here on my return, and that was three months ago.
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