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  “Whoso desireth to know what will be hereafter, let him think of what is past, for the world hath ever been in a circular revolution; whatsoever is now, was heretofore; and things past or present, are no other than such as shall be again: Redit orbis in orbem.''”




  





  Sir Walter Raleigh.




  Explorer, & Founder of first British colony in America.




  (1552-1681)




  CHAPTER ONE


  America's Stonehenge





  



  IT was raining in New York when we touched down at JFK, exhausted after a long but uneventful flight that had left us lost in our own thoughts. Helen had slept for most of the journey her head resting on my shoulder, whilst I tried to read. Doc had no problems, reading continuously and only breaking to eat, before pulling out yet another journal from his briefcase. Bob found it difficult to settle and who could blame him: he’d lost his wife and children in circumstances so bizarre, there had been no point sharing our experience and fears with the authorities.




  We had left the UK after informing the police of our intention to return to the US, but chose not to tell them our ultimate destination was New Hampshire and not New York. Our reasons were quite simple, the police were convinced US based kidnappers had perpetrated the abduction of Bob’s wife and children and a ransom would follow. Although there was an American dimension to the events: the peculiar Florida based militia who had tried to kill me in Manhattan and in Britain, we knew there was something else in play. We had all witnessed the shocking incidents the night Cath and the kids vanished from my home: the strange energy the old chapel emitted, the inscription in the tunnel under the house, the shadowy creatures that over-ran the grounds. Doc speculated the chapel was a power-point, where a series of ley lines intersected and these points acted as portals to other parts of the world.




  Even Bob, the arch-sceptic, now believed a place in New Hampshire was the site of the another open portal. I had received streams of e-mails off a teenager from Brentwood in that State. We realised the name Brentwood was old English for ‘burnt wood’ and used in the past to denote a place where spontaneous fires could erupt when ley lines were not in equilibrium. We also believed we knew why the ley lines were no longer in equilibrium: notes in the Study referred to ‘the Hamilton Incident’ which a search on the internet revealed to be an accident in the Irish Sea. A newspaper article recounted an event that occurred some months earlier on a rig and led the crew to hint at the existence of ghosts or something paranormal. Doc took the view that the rig straddled a ley line that passed through the chapel and the drilling had activated the portal.




  Unable to reactivate the ley line portal in the chapel, we had been unanimous that we should make our way to New Hampshire, a decision vindicated when news came through that Sarah Berry, the teenager whose computer had sent the e-mails, was missing: we feared she had been taken through a portal.




  Helen had doubted she’d be able to come to the US with us but I’d spoken to her boss Randall and agreed she be retained full-time as my lawyer. Doc had no problems rearranging his university schedule and Bob was excused the conference on compassionate leave, having explained the situation to his vice-president.




  





  The rain had turned to snow in New Hampshire and we opted for a Jeep rather than a car at the rental depot. It was late afternoon when we set off on route 101 for the drive north to Brentwood, the town nearest to Sarah Berry’s home. The evening was drawing in by the time we reached the town outskirts and snow swirled down from a grey sky. The effects of the journey had caught up with us: the conversation dried up, the silence punctuated by semi-stifled yawns. A motel loomed up ahead, it’s bright lights twinkling in the falling snow. Huge trees framed the rustic construction and to the front an over-size parking lot stretched to the roadside, a couple of cars occupying the parking bays nearest the reception.




  “Looks like they might have vacancies,” said Helen.




  “Pull in,” said Bob, “I’ll go in and check.”




  I swung the Jeep in and pulled-up near the reception entrance. Bob clambered out and disappeared into the motel. A couple of minutes later he re-emerged,




  “We’re in,” he said starting to pull the luggage out from the rear.




  Our stay was uneventful except I made one interesting discovery before hitting the sack. Whilst Helen prepared for bed in the en-suite, I’d pulled out the iPad and switched it on hoping I might locate a nearby WiFi point, keen to see if there were any new e-mails. There weren’t any WiFi points and I had no internet package on my iPad; I cursed under my breath. Just as I was about to close down I realised I was receiving e-mails. Surely, it was a technical impossibility. I called to Helen.




  “Something odd has happened here, I’ve received e-mail without even being connected! There’s no WiFi here but somehow it’s connected!”




  Helen came through from the bathroom wrapped in a white towel, drying her wet hair with a smaller towel. She frowned. “Are you sure?”




  “Yes, I checked for e-mails before we left. There weren’t any but some came in just now. How could that happen?”




  She tied her hair up with the towel and sat on the bed besides me. She leant forward and took hold of the iPad. “Hmm…you’re right, you’re not connected.”




  A pinging noise announced another incoming e-mail. “Look, it’s done it again,” I said




  “These iPads are something else if they can receive e-mails without internet connection! Who are they from?”




  “Have a guess… from Sarah Berry. It’s the same old gobbledegook; just strings of binary.”




  “But Sarah Berry couldn’t even have sent them!” said Helen.




  “Well, we know she never did send any of them, it’s got to be what I said, somehow the computers are picking up from the ley line activity. She must live near an active portal. It’s the only explanation… the power these portals produce seems to be converted to binary numbers.” I shook my head. “It’s weird. Let’s get to bed now; we’ll go through it tomorrow.” I slapped the iPad cover down with one hand and pulled off her towel with the other.




  “Josh!”




  





  We rang the police the next morning and were told we should proceed to the incident HQ located in Salem some way further than Brentwood.




  It turned out Sarah Berry had disappeared in that area and a search was still underway. We set off soon after nine, having breakfasted and packed. Keen to keep up my exercise regime, I had time to do a basic workout before breakfast: the incident with the creatures reminded me of the importance of keeping fit.




  Doc volunteered to drive and conversation once again turned to the issue of gateways and portals, and the maintenance of the equilibrium. We discussed the iPad’s ability to receive the weird e-mails without connection to the internet and I put forward my conclusions.




  “There’s only one explanation, the iPad is tapping directly into the ley lines.”




  “You mean the ley lines themselves are the conduit?” asked Doc, taking his eyes off the road to look at me. ‘I guess that’s an explanation of sorts.’




  “But how?” said Bob. “And why just your e-mail account and Sarah Berry’s? I mean, there must be thousands of other computers on or near a ley line in this area alone.”




  We lapsed into silence each of us mulling over the possibilities.




  “What I can’t understand is,” I said, “if we believe that the School of the Night… the Dragon Society or whatever, could track these disturbances…”




  “Using scrying and not computers,” interjected Doc.




  “Yes, sure,” I agreed, “what evidence do we have that these custodians actually did anything to rectify or monitor these disturbances over here in North America?”




  “There was John Evans and Prince Madoc; we know they came out here.”




  “I know that, but what about here in New Hampshire? Where’s the evidence of any Dragon Society activity in these parts? If we believe these portals were Celtic or pre-Celtic, where’s the evidence of their being here before the Pilgrim Fathers set foot in New England?”




  None of spoke for a while, each lost in our own thoughts as we hurtled along the snowy highway. Doc broke the silence a few minutes later. “You’re right… maybe this portal here is a new one but that does seem unlikely or perhaps pre-Celtic colonialists did come here but the evidence is lost.”




  Bob gave a sudden shout, twisting round in his seat to look over his shoulder. “Stop! Stop the car right now!” Doc stood on the brakes and the Jeep skewed to a juddering halt on the verge.




  “What the hell…” I began but Bob was out of the Jeep and running back, almost slipping in the heaped snow at the roadside.




  “Reverse after him.”




  Doc reversed the Jeep back to where Bob stood panting at the verge and staring up at a large sign.




  I clambered out. “What’s the matter?” I asked.




  He pointed upwards at the sign. Bold letters proclaimed,




  ‘America’s Stonehenge. Only twenty miles to the mysterious megalithic ruins at Salem.’




  





  At first, I thought the sign must be some kind of joke. Helen suggested it might be a make-believe theme park recreation of Stonehenge itself. A few miles down the road we pulled into a Gas Station and made some enquiries about the site.




  “Sure,” said the pretty blonde behind the counter, “it’s a real attraction, there’s a leaflet on that stand.” She flashed me a smile… not lost on Helen. “It’s known locally as ‘Mystery Hill’… worth a visit,” she said between chews of gum.




  Back in the Jeep Doc poured over the leaflet, his astonishment evident. “I don’t know what to say, it appears there is indeed a genuine megalithic construction with striking similarities to those in Europe… I’ve just never heard of it before.”




  “Read it out,” said Helen trying to read the leaflet over his shoulder.




  “Okay, listen to this” He coughed and cleared his throat before starting. “… Perched on the top of a desolate granite hill and covering a total of thirty acres, the site consists of a series of complex stone walls containing much larger shaped standing stones. The effort required to build such a construction must have been considerable, the capstones alone range from between four to eleven tons…”




  Bob whistled softly.




  Doc carried on reading “… It is a mystery as to who built them. Some sceptics argued the site was an elaborate hoax by early settlers but carbon dating on artefacts from two excavations in 1969 and 1971 revealed dates of between three to four thousand years old. It is certain therefore, a very ancient people placed these stones there. Moreover, they were a people well versed in astronomy because, like Stonehenge in England, these stones served as a highly accurate and astronomically aligned calendar which can still be used to determine specific and lunar events…”




  “This is incredible,” said Helen.




  Doc nodded in agreement before continuing, “Listen to this… So who did build what must be the oldest man-made construction in the United States? Was it a Native American culture? Perhaps the clues lie in the strange inscriptions, which some experts liken to a form of Celtic writing, and the fact the construction resembles other European ‘henges’…” Doc looked up at me and then Bob. “Is this widely known about in the US?”




  We both shook our heads.




  “No,” I answered, “I’m as amazed as you are… I mean, Celts in New England!”




  Doc shook his head. “Not actually Celts… the term is poetic licence. If the structure is that old, it’s not Celtic. Remember I told you, stone circles and even Stonehenge aren’t actually Celtic. This place is the same, it predates the Celts and so does anything this old.”




  “So we’re talking thousands of years before Prince Madoc or any other alleged contacts aren’t we?”




  He nodded. “Yes, it just doesn’t fit into accepted historical events…” Doc trailed off deep in thought.




  Bob jammed his glasses back to the bridge of his nose. “Doesn’t fit like a lot of other things! Let’s get over to this Mystery Hill1 Stonehenge and check the place out.”




  CHAPTER TWO


  Mystery Hill Abduction





  



  WE arrived at America’s Stonehenge soon after lunch having first called in at the police incident room at Salem. A friendly state trooper directed us to the Mystery Hill Stonehenge site and told us to find a Detective Harrison.




  “Say, where are you guys from?” asked the trooper after he heard Helen’s accent.




  “Great Britain,” answered Helen flashing him a smile.




  “Oh yeah? I think that’s where my folks originated from!”




  Helen laughed. “With your surname, Johnson, I’d say that was a cert!”




  We left them talking. Helen joined us a few minutes later.




  “Anything?” I asked.




  “Yep, Mystery Hill is where Sarah Berry disappeared and where the bodies of Nick Lloyd and Jerome Meeker were found.”




  “You’re kidding,” I gasped.




  Bob let out a low whistle, “It’s a portal for sure.”




  We arrived some ten minutes later, thick snow-covered most of the site and in normal circumstances the place would have been closed. Given the situation some snow had been cleared: the gateway was free and mounds of mud and churned snow lined the entrance. The parking area was clear of snow and was crawling with police and local volunteers.




  “Looks like they’ve just finished a search,” said Bob as we watched a group of civilians and police trudge back in to the car parking lot area.




  Leaving the Jeep in the parking lot, we approached a makeshift cafeteria serving coffee to the freezing officers and volunteers.




  “Let’s see what we can find out.” I said blowing into my hands to warm them.




  “I’ll check out the site,” said Doc, fixing his hat down on his head before walking off at a brisk pace in the opposite direction to the officers and volunteers streaming along a pathway towards the cafeteria.




  “Okay, we’ll circulate. I need to find this cop ‘Harrison’. Perhaps you guys can do some digging around?” I said. Helen and Bob nodded. “Okay, we’ll meet back here in half an hour.”




  





  Doc was overdue when Bob, Helen and I rendezvoused at the cafeteria half an hour later. We grabbed a take-away coffee each, Helen taking an extra one for Doc in anticipation of his return. We hurried back to the Jeep, clambered in and started the engine to get the heater going. Doc arrived a few minutes later and climbed in beside Bob in the back. He accepted the coffee from Helen with a grin.




  “You’re a star,” he said, taking small sips and letting the hot liquid trickle down his throat with evident pleasure. “I’ll never complain about a British winter again; it’s bloody freezing out there.”




  Bob grunted. “There’s no way anyone could survive outside, if she hasn’t been abducted she’s dead.”




  “Okay,” I said, “what have you discovered?”




  “You start,” said Helen.




  I didn’t have much to report. I’d found Harrison holed up in the visitor centre that the police had made their base. After making myself known to Harrison, I’d waited ten minutes before he conducted a perfunctory interview. He’d taken me to the coffee machine, bought me a coffee and then fired a few questions at me. All around people dashed to and fro, phones rang and people shouted messages to one another. It was clear that Harrison regarded my relevance to Sarah Berry’s disappearance as zero: that was fine by me.




  “You around a few days?” he asked. “Call into Salem tomorrow, we’re pulling out of here now.” And with that he sauntered back to a desk to take a phone call.




  Helen’s attempts to glean information had been the most successful: The others, less so in comparison. Bob had wandered round the makeshift search centre and was able to confirm the police had finished their third exhaustive search, pulling out as we spoke.




  Doc explained he had attempted to gain access to the main site where the standing stones were but had been unable to reach them: turned back at the stone perimeter walls.




  Helen struck gold. She had started-up a conversation with a reporter from the Salem Observer, the local newspaper.




  “Quite a nice chap and only too willing to spend time talking.” According to the reporter there was a second teenager missing, a young man called Ricky Benton who was involved in a relationship with Sarah Berry unbeknown to her parents. Twenty-four hours after her disappearance it had been discovered he was missing also and the connection made. Still later, had come the discovery of his car; concealed in a layer of snow and abandoned near the entrance to ‘America’s Stonehenge.’ Inside the car they’d found Sarah’s handbag. Fresh falls of snow had covered any tracks to or from the car. Even more significant from our perspective, a passing trucker claimed to have seen bright lights coming from the Mystery Hill, Stonehenge site.




  There was considerable media speculation, the Salem Observer had held back out of respect for the distraught families.




  “We’re a responsible newspaper,” said the Reporter. “Some folk are saying these guys had driven out here for some… well you know what for, and some peeping Tom interrupted them but we’re not going to print that, things are rough enough for their families.”




  “And other theories?”




  “Some reckon it was a kinda ghoulish curiosity. They snuck in here to see the place where those two guys were found. You know about that… the two burnt bodies?”




  “Yes, I heard. Anything else?”




  The reporter laughed. “As I say, we’re a responsible newspaper… some folks say the place is haunted. The usual stuff, strange lights, disappearances and of course, the truck driver claiming to see flashes…”




  “The police look like they’re packing up here.”




  “They are… they’re shifting the focus to Alstead.”




  “Alstead?”




  “Yeah, about two hours from here, up in the mountains. Some other kid’s gone missing, name of Jimmy Markham. Reckon he’s fallen down a mine round Gilsum way. Officially, they’re not connecting the two disappearances but unofficially…” The reporter tapped his nose in a conspiratorial manner. “My sources tell me they are linking them.”




  “How so?” asked Helen.




  The reporter had shrugged. “That, I don’t know.”




  “So this young lad just fell down a mine.”




  “Yeah, so they say. You know what they’re like up that way… always hunting around for stones and minerals for that show of theirs.”




  “What kind of stones and minerals?”




  “The Gilsum mine was beryl and mica I think.”




  Helen asked a few more questions, declined the invitation for an evening drink and excused herself before the reporter had asked her what her interest was. Helen’s streak of luck didn’t end there. She’d literally bumped into Sarah’s younger brother, his coffee splattering onto the floor when they collided. He was there helping with the search effort and after a general chat had asked if he knew anywhere in the locality where she could get her PC repaired.




  “Yeah there’s a local company we use. They come to your house, they fixed mine when I got viruses on it,” he said. “Sarah had problems this time though.”




  “What do you mean?” probed Helen.




  “Sarah’s iPad was still playing up.”




  “She had an iPad?”




  “Yeah, they were kinda amazed by these e-mails she kept getting. The engineer took it way, said it was impossible... couldn’t figure it out.” He shrugged his shoulders. “Probably some freaking bug she picked up from one of her crappy Alison Krauss music downloads… she was really in to that lame country stuff. She was real mad when she couldn’t do her composing shit on it.”




  “Do you have the computer company’s name?”




  “Yeah, Simply Computers… they’re good.”




  Helen jotted the details down in a notepad. She ripped it off the pad and handed the scrap of paper to me. “You could give them a call?”




  “Thanks, that’s good work.”




  “The mica,” said Bob, “that’s what they’ve found here…that’s why they linked this Gilsum mine disappearance with this site.”




  “The same mica they found in the chapel.”




  Helen unfolded a newspaper. “The reporter gave me this. It has some more information.” She opened it up and pointed to the story. The headline read, ‘Hopes fade for missing Alstead Boy.’




  I read the story aloud “Fears are growing for missing school boy, Jimmy Markham from Alstead. Jimmy has been missing since last Thursday. Jimmy was an avid amateur geologist and keen participant in the Gilsum Rock Swop, a national event hosted by the town each year. Friends have told the police, Jimmy often visited the old mines in the Alstead-Gilsum area to forage in the old rock dumps for semi-precious stones. His mother, April Markham said,‘Jimmy knew never to go into the actual workings. He didn’t need to: the best finds are in the dumps of old workings. He was a sensible boy and we just can’t think what could have happened’ Despite an exhaustive search no trace of Jimmy has yet been found.”




  “The Harakesh have got him,” said Bob. “They came through to get more mica and abducted him… that’s got to be it. We’ve got to get to a portal opening.”




  “I agree,” said Doc. “Sarah Berry’s brother mentioned she had an iPad… maybe that’s it. You know, maybe it’s only iPads that connect to the ley lines.”




  “Okay, let’s test it out,” said Bob. “I’ll buy an iPad and see if that get’s the e-mails too.”




  Doc was keen to get a proper look at the site. “I’d like to see the main megaliths and altar. I’ve also brought these,’ he held up the two metal dowsing rods, ‘I didn’t have a chance to use them before with the police around.”




  





  We agreed the best course of action was to book into another motel, warm up and then return when the police had left. We had no problems finding a motel on the outskirts of Salem. After we’d checked in, I called everyone to my bedroom as I wanted to see whether, what I now termed ‘directional e-mails,’ had been received.




  We were not disappointed. There were another seven e-mails. There was a difference: they had not come from Sarah Berry.




  “They’re from Baltimore Zoo!” exclaimed Bob. “How come?”




  “Hang on,” said Helen, “didn’t you have some from the Zoo before?” asked Helen.




  “Yup,” I acknowledged: my mind now racing. There could only be one explanation. “The fluctuation has changed... it’s shifting to another power point.”




  “Bloody hell,” said Doc. “Baltimore was one of the cities Huw Madoc had ringed on his map.”




  “That’s right,” said Helen, “Baltimore, Philadelphia and Manchester, New Hampshire.”




  “It makes sense,” I said. “Huw Madoc and Henry Adams knew that after the Anglesey portal was activated, the next one would be one of these, they just didn’t know which one.”




  “So Mystery Hill was first after Anglesey?” asked Bob. “And next will be Baltimore?” He looked crushed. “Does that mean we’re too late to get through here?”




  “Not necessarily,” said Doc, “there may still be enough ‘current’ for us to access the portal and get through. The dowsing will tell us that.”




  Bob held up a brand new iPad. “By the way, it doesn’t connect to the ley lines… I guess it’s not to do with the iPad.”




  “Try using Josh’s email account on it,” suggested Doc.




  We tried adding my account but with no success: whilst my iPad received random emails, Bob’s did not.




  Then it hit me. I turned to Helen. “When you were speaking to Sarah Berry’s brother, he mentioned that she was into country music and did some composing?”




  “Yes, that’s right,” said Helen. “He said he thought it was rubbish and how he hated Alison somebody…”




  “Alison Krauss,” I said, “that’s country rock… that’s the connection. Give me your iPad Bob”. I snatched it off him. “Country rock… that’s what I’m into. I downloaded this neat little app to mess around composing stuff. I think that’s it, I’m downloading it now. If I’m right, this would explain why it’s so rare. It’s only people with an iPad and this app and are sat on a ley line. Right… it’s installed.”




  We peered at the screen as I activated the app and then switched into the e-mail account.




  “That’s it,” said Doc, “look it’s receiving binary e-mails from Sarah Berry. The Mystery Hill portal is active.”




  “We need to visit Mystery Hill,” said Bob, “get into the actual ruins… if it’s active, we need to check it out.”




  “We’ll have to do it at night when no-ones’s around,” I said. Helen was less enthusiastic about a visit.




  “It could be dangerous…I don’t just mean the power surges, what about these Aryan Militia or whatever they now call themselves?” she said.




  I shook my head. “Sons of Belial…they’re probably long gone,” I said, “what with all this police activity…”




  Doc nodded. “I think Bob’s right, the possibility of a portal here is the only thing we’ve got to go on. If we do find some kind of energy discharge we can figure out how to open it.”




  “We might even be able to travel through it,” said Bob.




  “First things first,” said Doc, “travelling through it could be dangerous, we need to check it out and then figure out how to use it.”




  CHAPTER THREE


  Well of Crystals





  



  ALTHOUGH none of us relished visiting the site in darkness, it was the only option if we were to avoid attracting attention. We had some time to kill before darkness fell and Doc borrowed Bob’s iPad to see what else he could find out about the Stonehenge site. Later, when we trailed over to a local restaurant to eat, Doc bubbled with excitement as we trudged along the sidewalk.




  “Incredible, I can’t believe I’ve never known about these places: Megaliths in America… just incredible.” He shook his head to emphasise his disbelief: his ponytail bobbing from side to side from below his hat. “It’s as though there’s been a conspiracy of silence by my own profession… the facts just don’t fit into current theories.”




  “Yes,” I agreed, “but I guess it takes a pretty brave soul to risk challenging the established view. You have the same kind of thing in business corporations… people don’t want to rock the boat, risk upsetting peers or damaging their reputation.”




  “Believe me,” said Doc, “archaeology might sound benign but mess around with people’s preconceptions of their nation’s mythological past and you risk being branded anything from a racist to a revisionist crackpot.”




  “So what is it you’ve found?” asked Bob, slipping on the snow as we approached the restaurant.




  Doc shook his head again. “It’s not just this ‘Stonehenge’ at Mystery Hill. There’s others... hundreds of them, all thousands of years old and practically identical to those in the British Isles. Massachusetts alone has over a hundred astronomically aligned structures, and this state has fifty!”




  “But are they Celtic?” interjected Helen. “Can we be sure that these structures are related to quests to maintain this equilibrium?”




  “Well,” said Doc, “on the issue of the origin of these megaliths, it’s possible they’re related to pre-Celtic structures we saw in Britain… these do mimic megalithic structures in Europe.”




  “But not actually Celtic?” I asked.




  “This Mystery Hill can’t be Celtic. Let’s be clear… it’s a misconception that henges in Britain or in Europe are Celtic in origin. They tended to be called Celtic because there isn’t actually a name for the people who built them… the Celts kind of inherited them.”




  “So who built Stonehenge in Britain?”




  Doc shrugged and laughed, “No one knows… they’re pre-Celtic. We’re talking about a site built by a people in the Neolithic age… one group of archaeologists say the Windmill Hill Folk built Stonehenge.”




  “Windmill Hill Folk?”




  Doc chuckled. “Yes, so-called because of an archaeological site at Windmill Hill, near Stonehenge.”




  “And this site here… this American Stonehenge, this is a Windmill Hill Folk construction?”




  “By definition it’s Neolithic, it has to be, but as to whether America’s Stonehenge was built by the same people who built henges in Europe… that’s the question. Certainly, it looks similar and you’d have to ask what Native American people would have had the technology to build a stone construction like this and if they did, why didn’t stone building continue.”




  “So,” said Bob, “you’re telling me that the US has a bunch of ancient megaliths and nobody’s said anything about them… unbelievable!”




  “Seems so,” said Doc, “but check into it yourself, and…” he paused. “A number of the web sites devoted to these megaliths mention strange occurrences in their vicinity.”




  





  We debated he merits of these ancient sites and their place in the scheme of things over several coffee refills. Once darkness had fallen, we felt sure the site would be deserted. We argued as to which of us should go and who should stay in the Jeep as lookouts. Doc had to go, he was the only one of us who could perform the dowsing and he had archaeological knowledge that might prove invaluable. Helen wasn’t keen on leaving the jeep, ‘too cold outside.’ Bob, however was desperate to visit the site.




  “No,” I said. “We don’t know what we might find, I’m fitter than you and I’ve faced this before, I’m tuned into this.”




  “But they’re my wife and kids!”




  “I know. Look if we find anything, we’ll be back in a flash.”




  “Unfortunate choice of words,” said Helen. “Hopefully, there won’t be any flashes!”




  So we agreed. Doc and I would enter the site once it was dark and make our way to the standing stones.




  Doc had discovered a web page giving a layout of the Mystery Hill site. I flicked on the iPad and connected to the internet. “Give me the web address.”




  Doc squinted at his notes, “Okay type this in.” Doc rattled out the url as I typed. I hit the return key; a plan of the site filled the screen.as we all crowded around




  “We need to get to this area here,” said Doc, pointing to two places on the site map. “The Altar and this place called the ‘Oracle Chamber,’ here.”




  The plan of action was to survey the place, perform a dowsing and leave. Bob and Helen would remain in the Jeep, driving past our drop off point every five minutes until we emerged. Bob drove the Jeep along a track near the site before bringing us to a stop near a small clearing in the trees.




  “If I see anything suspicious, I’ll sound the car horn.”




  I kissed Helen full on the lips and held her close to me. “Be careful,” she whispered.




  “Take an iPad,” said Bob. “You might be able to use it to find the source of the energy.”




  “Good idea,” I said and thrust it into the my side pocket of my jacket.




  Doc and I thudded the Jeep doors shut behind us and we were on our way. There’s nothing I’ve experienced, that’s quite as cold as a New England winter, and tonight was no exception. We needed to be as quick as possible.




  We headed along the path, not wanting to stray, trees either side of us, the snow crunching beneath our feet. The night sky was patchy with clouds but the white of the snow amplified the moonlight, casting enough light for us to pick-out the path skulking through the forest. Sometimes the trees crowded closer and the gloomy shadows forced us to flick on our flashlights; a quick burst of light to show the way forwards. It took no more than five minutes to reach the visitor centre, now deserted and in darkness. We paused by a wall, crouched down and listened for any noises: nothing but the rustle of dry leaves blowing across the snow and the occasional creak of a tree in the breeze. We moved forwards, glancing behind to check no one was shadowing us, hurrying along the main trail until we came to an ancient stone chamber on our left.




  “According to the web site, that’s known as the Watch House,” said Doc in a whisper.




  “Shush,” I said. Was that a noise from within the Watch House? Had I imagined it? I flicked the flashlight on but could see nothing. “Is it worth checking out?” But Doc was already on his way past the Watch House entrance.




  “No, leave the Watch House… it was probably used as shelter or storage,” said Doc. “We need the centre area.”




  I hurried after him, flicking the light off again and glancing around us until we entered a pathway edged with a stone wall either side. We scurried along the path, heads low, our breath pluming on the chill air. A few yards further on Doc pointed to a massive stone that had fallen from its original upright position.




  “Look, the Winter Solstice Monolith…”




  We jogged on until Doc slowed, starting to tire.




  “We need to turn soon,” he said between gasps. “Look out for the Well, the path leads off from there.”




  “Look,” I said pointing to the stone circular stone wall up ahead and in the middle of the path. “Can you see it?”




  Doc grunted and spoke in a low voice. “The path should veer off to the right of it.”




  I shone my flashlight along the perimeter wall and picked out a gap, the pathway continued through the break.




  “Kill the light!” rasped Doc stopping in his tracks and bringing his arm up across my chest to stop me too.




  “What? What is it?” I whispered.




  “I thought I saw a flash!” said Doc in hushed tones.




  “What, like the ones back at Plas Pybyrdor?” He didn’t answer. In the reflected glow of the moonlight I could see his face: eyes screwed up as he scanned the forest that surrounded us. I followed his gaze but could make out nothing in the monochrome foliage. The cold chill of the night air prickled my face as the wind picked up for a few seconds before dying back.




  “Perhaps I imagined it,” he said at last.




  I stepped forward, “Come on, it’s too cold to hang about, let’s get to the main site, do the dowsing and get out of here.”




  We jogged on past the Well and along the pathway until we encountered a chain-link fence and a closed gate leading through into the main compound. I flashed the light onto the bolt hoping the gate wasn’t padlocked. We were in luck: I hadn’t relished the idea of trying to climb over it. The hinges creaked as I slid the bolt back and opened the gate. We slipped through, shutting it behind us and continuing onwards. More stone structures loomed out of the gloom.




  Doc grabbed my arm and pointed. “Look, there’s a light coming from those stones!”




  At first, I didn’t see it, but as my eyes followed the direction of his outstretched arm, I saw a faint bluish glimmer emanating from one of the stone constructions. Motioning to Doc to stay put, I crept closer and peered into the gloom. The light was coming from a stone structure set into the ground but I could see no obvious source of the glow.




  I glanced back to Doc. “I can’t make it out!”




  Doc waved the Mystery Hill Leaflet. “The ‘Well of Crystals’ … it contains crystals mined from a local fault…”




  “Like the crystals back in Britain?” I asked.




  Doc didn’t answer. “Come on we’ll catch our death of cold here.” We continued on, Doc switching his light on and off to check our course between the walls and raised stone platforms was correct.




  He halted, switched the torch on and played the beam either side of him. “This way I think… this should lead to the Oracle Chamber… yes, look.”




  I flicked my flashlight on and directed the beam at the entrance to the Chamber. Two stone walls with a huge slab of stone laid across them formed a doorway. Just one look at the dark passageway was enough to trigger a sense of deep foreboding. Gulping in the cold night air, I exhaled, my eyes fixed on the doorway: there was something disturbing about this place. I sniffed the air: now aware of a scent. I sniffed again. Yes, there it was, the faintest smell of Harakesh.




  “They’ve been here,” I whispered, turning and surveying the swaying trees that crowded the edge of the site. Were they here now, watching us from the shadows? I felt exposed: vulnerable to attack.




  “Who’s been here?” muttered Doc.




  “The Harakesh.” I replied in a low voice




  “Okay, we’ll dowse here,” Doc said producing the two metal dowsing rods from his pocket. He glanced around before holding the rods out in front of him, one in each hand. We waited; the cold penetrating and unrelenting. Within minutes the rods started to twitch and then fluctuate before swivelling round in his hands.




  “I think the ley line runs along here,” said Doc.




  “I’ll try the iPad,” I said, pulling it from my pocket and flipping the cover back. The e-mail account left open by Bob was now receiving an influx of binary e-mails: Bob was right, we could use this to home-in on the centre of the energy emissions.




  I was too interested in the iPad to pay much attention to the sudden flutter in the snow on the wall just ahead of us, as though an invisible hand had flicked the snow creating a minuscule flurry of powder.




  Moving the iPad around, I found I could increase or decrease the flow of e-mails depending on where I positioned it. Doc seemed to be on the correct course and I followed his ponderous steps along the passageway. His arms remained outstretched, the wire rods quivering with the unseen force of the ley line energy. Then it happened again… another little flurry of snow kicked up into the air with a loud ‘phut’ sound. What the hell was it? I looked up from the iPad and at the edge of the stone wall. Was it a nocturnal animal disturbed by the light of the iPad screen? And then the realisation hit me; someone was firing at us with a silenced gun!




  CHAPTER FOUR


  Gwennan Gorn's Alabama Landfall





  TOO late, I started to move the iPad down just as the third bullet struck. The device shattered in my hand, disintegrating into a thousand shards of plastic, glass and metal. I dived at Doc, hitting him in the small of his back and causing him to crumple.




  “What the hell…” he started, twisting to look at me.




  I pushed his head down. “Quiet! Someone’s out there with a gun!”




  We lay in the snow, straining to hear above our own heavy breathing.




  “Well, it’s not those little Neanderthals unless they’ve discovered gunpowder!” Doc muttered.




  “Aryan Militia,” I muttered back trying to locate the gunman. A bullet ricocheted off the stone wall behind us and we instinctively covered our heads with our hands.




  “Up there,” I grunted, “directly ahead.”




  “There’s a viewing platform up there, they could be shooting from that.”




  As Doc finished speaking we heard the creak of the gate break the uneasy silence of the forest. Someone else was entering the main site area. If we didn’t move soon we’d be trapped, pinned down by the gunman up ahead whilst his accomplice closed in for the kill.




  I glanced at Doc, “Is there more than one way out of the Oracle Chamber?” I figured it might offer some protection and even a hiding place but I didn’t want to be holed-up in there either.




  “Yes,” whispered Doc. “I think so,” he said, wincing as another round hit the snow just to the left of where we sprawled. The gunman’s aim was getting better, unless we moved fast the next bullet would hit us.




  “We’ve got to get to the Oracle Chamber and quick.” I said. Doc started crawling towards it. I grabbed his leg. “No, we don’t have time! We’ll have to stand and sprint.”




  I saw Doc look at the entrance some ten yards away. “Bloody Hell!” was all he said. I could hear the rapid crunch of footsteps behind us, whoever had entered via the gate would reach us in seconds.




  “Run for the chamber on my mark,” I whispered. We raised ourselves ready for the sprint. “Now!”




  Doc leapt forwards and I started after him my eyes focussed on the dark open doorway of the Oracle Chamber. I almost made it. Three paces from the doorway and something slammed into me. I staggered a few more paces, groped for support and plunged into a black void.




  





  The blackness that had enveloped me brightened to blue and I felt the swell of the ocean beneath my feet. The sound of gulls squawking filled my ears and I became aware of flapping sails as the vessel I stood on surged through the swelling sea.




  A clamour of excited voices erupted around me. “Land!” they shouted, “Land!” as voices from the other boats in our company joined in the shouting. A sense of achievement and satisfaction washed over me: the first and most difficult phase of our mission was almost complete. True, the voyage from Gwynedd had been hazardous: men and women lost to hunger, and sickness, the winds had blown us much further than our destination. It would mean a long trek northwards to find the colonies of our forefathers. Would they still exist? There had been no contact for centuries since we had lost the knowledge of the doors. In my heart, I knew the answer; the first colonies were long gone, abandoned or destroyed by hostile peoples or perhaps the Sons of Belial themselves. One thing was certain, the fluctuations in the force had been left unchecked and the sacred tasks of our forefathers abandoned. Had any of the colonies survived? Our Priests had tried mind contact but there had been no reply. No matter, my mission would succeed. I Madoc, a Prince of Gwynedd, would re-establish the colonies of my forefathers and restore the equilibrium.




  But then there were the ‘Assassins’; the latest incarnation of our mortal opponents, followers of Belial, determined to seize back the control of the force to restore that, which must be left undisturbed. Skilled in their manipulation of religion and politics they had an unerring ability to attach themselves to the rising fortunes of churches and empires and pursue their secret objectives.




  Perhaps this time I had eluded them. The Assassins had travelled across the seas from their fortresses in the Holy Lands. They had reached the Pyrenees before agents of the Dragon Society had sent word to my father and our Chancellor, Myrddin. I had sailed two weeks early, taken supplies on from our Viking blood-allies in Ireland and headed for the open sea.




  A sudden swell rocked the boat, a sail smacked across my face and I looked around me. Other longboats in our flotilla bobbed up and down and on the waves. Atop each mast flew the Dragon standard. On my own ship, my personal standard unfurled, revealing the Mermaid and Harp motif of my household: time to gather the ships together and head for the spit of land to our right,




  “Tell them to come around,” I shouted as the sail smacked me across the face again.




  “Coming around,” I heard the helmsman reply. “Coming around …”




  





  The words ‘coming around’ seemed to echo in my head. A dull pain intruded on my mind until it obliterated everything except a voice.




  “He’s coming round.” There was a slap across my face, followed by another. Groaning, I opened my eyes; they came into focus. I was lying on some kind of rough stone surface, it felt warm, an unnatural heat that radiated through my clothing. I realised the rock was raised some feet above ground level. Overhead the stars twinkled in an almost cloudless night sky.




  “Come on!” rasped an unfamiliar male voice, another slap and I screwed my eyes shut as my head started to ache some more.




  I heard someone approach. “That’s enough!” snapped a female voice. The accent sounded foreign, the tone authoritative. “I said I wanted him unharmed!”




  Forcing my eyes open, I squinted around me, in time to see a thick-set man, dressed in a white snow-suit step back from me. He had a rifle slung over his shoulder. I made to raise my head but a sudden stab of pain put paid to that and groaning, I screwed up my eyes waiting for the throb to subside.




  Hot breath caressed my cheek and despite the throbbing headache, I forced my eyes open again. A young woman came into focus: attractive, with dark hair, a tanned complexion and eyes so blue they were distinctive even in the poor light. Her eyes stared into mine and I stared back into them: flawless glacial sapphires. Her lips didn’t need any embellishment, they had a natural pout of their own. Clad in a white snow-suit, her athletic stature emphasised by a holstered belt at the waist. She pulled her hood down to reveal long hair, held in a ponytail.




  “Remember me?” she asked in a pleasant tone, a half-smile on her face. “Ramar, it’s me, Nadir. You remember?”




  “What?” I moaned.




  She turned to her companion. “Leave us.” She turned back to me and brought her face next to mine. “It’s me.” Without warning she kissed me on the lips and then stroked my face. “So long, so long, but now we can be together.”




  My head pounded; I turned away from her, confused. What was she talking about?




  She pulled away, the smile replaced by a look of anger. “It’s stupid, each time I think perhaps it will be different but of course you made your choice didn’t you!” Her tone had turned ugly. “Let’s not waste time. Where’s your colleague and what do you know? Tell us what we want and I might let you live… make it awkward,” she smiled, “and that bullet graze on your head will be nothing. They don’t call this the sacrificial table for nothing.”




  I realised that I was lying on the altar Doc had described to me. A nod to the shadows behind her and within seconds the thick-set guy and another mean looking thug with a revolver appeared. I needed to escape but my head felt like it was splitting open: there was no way I could overpower three of them.




  She waved a small revolver in my face before pushing it hard into my kneecap. I heard the safety catch click off. “Do I make myself clear? Don’t think I won’t. If it has to be another hundred years then so be it! Understand?”




  I nodded my head but I hadn’t a clue what she was talking about. All I could focus on was the gun rammed against my kneecap.




  “Now… where is Doctor Rowlands?”




  “I don’t know.” I began. Her immediate response was to jam the revolver harder still against my kneecap. I had to buy time… If Doc had escaped he might have gone for help.




  “I swear I don’t know. We started running and I got hit, next thing I woke up here.”




  Her eyes narrowed as she scrutinised my face.




  “That’s the way I figure it,” said the guy with the revolver.




  “Quiet!” she rasped. “Go check the path down to the visitor centre.”




  She waited until he’d gone before she spoke to the thick-set guy with the rifle. “Checkout the Oracle Chamber again, I don’t trust that clown.” She turned to me and slid the revolver along my groin. “Don’t get any ideas,” she whispered in my ear. “I wouldn’t want an accident to happen.” Her sapphire blue eyes looked cold and hard but at the same time alluring.




  “I won’t” I muttered.




  “You’re a fool,” she said. “We could have it all and yet…” she shook her head, “and yet you would defend this status quo, this putrid decadence, this excuse of a civilisation!” She paused. “But enough of that, I’m wasting my breath, I need to know what you remember.”




  I felt the gun stroke my groin again. “So how much do you know? You’ve had plenty of time to work things out since Fenelli and his cretins bungled things in Manhattan and Britain?”




  “So that was you!” I gasped.




  She laughed and reached into her pocket. “Oh and thank you for this.” She held the stolen medallion up by its chain. “We’re getting quite a collection of these Dragon trophies now.”




  “You stole it?”




  “Oh come on, you can’t be that stupid? What have you remembered…what do you and your friends know?”




  “About what?” I gasped as she nuzzled the gun between my legs.




  “About us, for a start.”




  “Aryan Supremacy Militia?”




  She laughed. “Oh nice try, but I’m sure you understand that is just one small, pathetic organisation we’re using.” She trailed the gun up the length of my body until I felt it pressed tight under my jaw. “What about the portals? Where is the mother node in America?”




  The muzzle felt cold on my throat. Should I attempt to knock it out of her hand? I dismissed the thought. The gun would go off the second I made my move. No, the answer had to be to keep talking. I remembered the dream about Prince Madoc moments earlier, the dream had alluded to ‘the Assassins’: it might be relevant, it was worth a try. I swallowed. “Of course that’s not all we know… there’s the Assassins.”
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