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  September 15, 2389 in orbit around Telus II




  Paul Bellamo sat in the darkness his cabin aboard the Explorer Ship Nastrodomo. His skin was cold as ice, and his heart beat rapidly in his chest.




  They were gone forever. And nothing would ever bring them back. He stroked the family photo album gently with the long fingers of his right hand. Theirs was a famous line that extended across the centuries making a difference.




  It was so unfair.




  




   




  October 21, 1805 off the south-west coast of Spain, just west of Cape Trafalgar




  Raul Bellamo stood on the sloping forecastle of the French first rate Redoubtable struggling to maintain his balance. His eyes and throat stung from the thick, acrid smoke that swirled about him. His once splendid blue uniform was dark with sweat, soot and blood. His clean shaven pale face was marred with his own blood, owing to the shrapnel that has so recently grazed his left ear.




  In his left hand he held his saber at the ready, while a primed musket was gripped in his right. Intense sky blue eyes bled with tears due to the acrid smoke as he attempted to orient himself for the inevitable onslaught of the English marines. They were certainly somewhere within the thick cloud of swirling smoke.




  Redoubtable, the pride of the French fleet had been slowed by a full barrage of the one hundred twelve cannons launched at them from Admiral Nelson’s flag ship, HMS Victory. Her sails shredded, her hull pocketed with cannon balls the once mighty three-decked French vessel threatened to wallow, capsize and sink below the heaving seas off Trafalgar.




  Bellamo was a junior officer on this, Admiral Villenuve’s flag ship. He realized now that the effort to break free of the English blockade had been seriously stymied. The Emperor’s plan was lost.




  Unlike the professionals of the French fleet their Spanish allies were reluctant sailors. It was doubtful the press gang crews of the Spanish fleet would be much use against the seasoned veterans of the English navy.




  Bellamo stumbled across the deck as he wiped the tears that fogged his vision with the sleeve of his uniform tunic. He climbed the short grouping of four stairs that led to the quarterdeck from the now badly listing main deck. The ship creaked loudly in his ears.
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