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The Chronicles of Time.




Chapter One


Arrival.


A huge, ungainly-looking mass of metal lumbered through the silent depths of outer space, its front section rotating slowly. The words ‘Space Explorer’ were visible on the rear structure that contained the propulsion unit.


Inside the vessel, the ship’s computer sounded the ‘wake’ alarm and five more cryogenic pods slowly opened.


Five sleep-robbed individuals made their way to the mess where coffee and sandwiches, prepared by the cook, Andrew Jones, a ginger-haired, freckled-faced individual, who doubled as the assistant engineer and had risen earlier, awaited them.


After breaking their fast, the crew made their way to the “bridge” the nerve centre of the five-thousand ton vessel that had never rested on Earth’s surface.


“There she is, people,” said the commander, Bernard Levin, his beard gathered in a hairnet below his chin, as he switched on the communication console.


“How peaceful it looks,” commented the navigator, Sarah Phut-Collins, his Indochino-Eurasian partner for the voyage, laying a hand on his shoulder while gazing at the blue disc as it rapidly grew in size.


Levin spoke into the intercom. “Earth control, this is Commander Bernard Levin of Space Explorer, we shall be entering Earth’s orbit shortly. Do you have any instructions, over?”


They waited in silence. The seconds ticked by. After a full minute the science officer, Danae Ganesalingam, a professor from New Delhi University, said as she opened a water bottle, and raised it in salutation, “To Mother Earth”, and took a long swallow.


Levin spoke into the intercom once more. “Earth control, this is Commander Bernard Levin of Space Explorer, we shall be entering Earth’s orbit shortly. Do you have any instructions, over?”


The engineer, Harry Devlin, a two-metre-tall Ugandan, raised his bottle in response to his partner and said, “Ten long years, and not a cross word between any of us,” and waited, like the rest of the crew, for Earth’s ground communications to reply.


They stood in silence, which ended when Jones, the cook and standin co-pilot chipped in, “And nothing but compliments about my cooking.”


His partner the co-pilot, blond-haired Helen Toombs; grinned and added, as she ran her fingers over the keyboard, “Entry into orbit in T-minus fifty seconds, and counting.”


The navigator watched as the blue planet drew nearer. “That is the most beautiful sight I have ever seen,” she said and sighed audibly.


“Is everybody packed and ready to go?” asked the commander.


“That is not Earth, not our Earth anyway,” said Toombs.


“You are right,” said Devlin, “Look, the atmosphere, it’s transparent.”


“I can see the land, outlines, as clear as, er, crystal,” said Toombs, smiling.


“Look, the African coastline,” said Levin.


“And there is Britain,” called out Jones, joining the group.


“Is this our planet?” asked Devlin, “We have been on course, constantly, no deviation whatsoever haven’t we?”


“Sure, the configurations are correct, Luna is there,” said Collins and pointed to a white disc peering over the horizon.


Levin turned to Toombs. “Are we ready to start the landing procedure?”


“Aye, sir,” she said.


He called out, “Is everybody ready, all suited up?”


He received a series of positive replies, and said, “Entering orbit in T-minus fifteen seconds. “Masks down, air supply on,” and added, “Be sure to check your and your partner’s equipment prior to leaving the mother ship.”


Toombs called out, “Ten, nine, eight, seven, six, five, four, entering orbit now.”


The crew members watched as the space cruiser rotated through ninety degrees, seeing the planet turn from the port bow and swing majestically under the belly of the space craft.


“Okay, we’re in Earth orbit,” said the co-pilot.


“Commencing Earth orbit,” said the computer voice.


“Prepare to disembark,” called out the commander. “Computer, take over.”


“As you wish, Captain.”


They all rose up from their seats with everybody making sure their partner’s suits were properly sealed in preparation for transfer to the shuttle.


The commander led the way followed by the co-pilot.


They arrived at the shuttle in the loading bay and climbed aboard. This was the second time they had used the shuttle, which was meant to be used to explore, hopefully, any Earth-type planets they came across. Unfortunately their ten-year search through the galaxy had proved fruitless. Their disappointment was now forgotten, as they looked forward to seeing their families once more.


The commander called out, “Computer!”


“Yes, captain.”


“Purge loading bay.”


After a number of seconds the voice returned, “Loading bay purged.”


“Open loading bay doors.”


“Bay doors opening.”


The crew watched as the opening grew wider.


The wall in front of the shuttle, split in two, slid back, revealing part of the Earth’s surface and the star-studded heavens beyond.


The computer’s voice rang out. “Loading bay doors are now fully open.”


“Start engines,” he said.


The computer informed them, “Engines on line and functioning at one-hundred percent.”


The craft shuddered slightly, and rose up several metres from the deck.


“Exit loading bay,” he said.


The shuttle moved out into the void, below them the planet’s surface beckoned them. Levin carried on giving instructions, “Descend to surface and land at the designated landing place at Southwick Space Station.”


Six pairs of eyes gazed out at the planet’s surface as it gradually grew in size. As the ship slowly responded to the Earth’s gravity, the computer reacted accordingly, increasing the retro-rockets propulsion to slow their descent.


As they descended, they encountered huge masses of clouds. When it seemed the shuttle would never break through the dense cumulus, the commander asked, “Computer, are we still on course?”


“Shuttle is on course, landing in T-minus two minutes.”


“Two minutes confirmed,” said the co-pilot.


“Radar report,” called out Levin.


“Airways clear,” said Collins, “There’s not a thing in range as far as, - as far as the horizon in all directions.”


“Air space is clear, no other aircraft visible,” said Levin, “How strange.”


The ship’s forward propulsion took over and the craft descended in a controlled spiral.


“Where is the space port?” asked Collins.


“The buildings, the roadways,” said Devlin, “they’ve disappeared.”


“This can’t be Earth, it’s too clean,” said Toombs, “Where’s the damn smog and the constant rain clouds?”


Jones said, “I’ve just had a sort of déjà vu feeling.”


Collins said, “Yeah, sure, home sweet home, followed by a feeling of foreboding. This ain’t right, guys.”


Levin said quietly, “Take her down co-pilot.”


They landed on an emerald sea on the floor of a wide, sparsely wooded valley.


The science officer spoke, “Everything is in the green zone captain. But the air content is almost pure, no dust particles, no CO2 emissions.”


Devlin said, “Something’s not quite right here.”


“That’s what I said, and this is really weird,” said Jones, his brow heavily knitted.


“This could be another Earth, located on the other side of the sun,” said Collins, gazing at the numerous screens showing their surroundings.


“Rubbish,” said Devlin.


Collins’ eyebrows shot up. “Has anybody ever bothered looking?” She asked, “As far as I know the possibility was discussed, but never pursued.”


“We could take off and have a look,” said Toombs, winking at Levin.


Levin suppressed a grin and spoke sharply, “Prepare to disembark.”


Levin said, “Computer, set for emergency procedures.”


“Applying emergency procedures,” voiced the computer.


Levin rose from his couch and approached the main hatch.


Toombs gave the command, “Computer, open the shuttle doors.”


“Shuttle doors opening.”


The doors on the port side slid back.


After a short while, Levin raised his face mask. After a few seconds, took a deep breath from the air that had invaded the shuttle. He turned to the others with a smile, “The air is fresh and sweet,” he said, “I’ve never breathed air like this before.”


Collins, looking round said, “Did anyone check the actual date, the Earth-time date.”


Devlin’s brow slowly creased, “Bloody hell, I forgot to check, time elapsed was ten years exactly, but…”


His voice faded as they rose as one and removed their face masks. 


Levin stepped down onto grassy earth, something he had never been able to do in his whole life and gave a little jump. Although the grass was fresh, the earth was parched in places; it seemed it hadn’t rained for some time and he walked off, breathing deeply, followed by Collins and the others.


Before them, at the end of a vast prairie, stretching to both horizons lay a rolling landscape, a collection of small round hills or hillocks, dotted here and the with trees in various stages of growth.


Jones strolled with Toombs, looking at the surroundings as the others walked off briskly, obviously in a hurry to do some preliminary exploring, picking the occasional flower. His gaze travelled beyond them, and he saw a dust cloud beyond the next rise. He said to Toombs, “Wait here will you, Helen, I’m going for my noc’s.”


She watched as he jogged off towards the shuttle then turned her attention to the horizon.


* * *


Collins, at the head of the group, cocked her head to one side. “What’s that rumbling sound,” she said, “Sounds like thunder.”


The others stopped to listen.


As she too heard the grumbling sound, Toombs, waiting on Jones, glanced nervously at the shuttle, some two-hundred metres away, and saw Jones climbing inside; out of pure survival instinct she ran to join him.


* * *


Once inside, Jones searched for his binoculars amongst the mound of equipment, muttering to himself, totally unaware what was taking place outside the shuttle.


* * *


Devlin, walking with the others, stopped and called out, “What is that noise?” He looked up at the cloudless sky, searching. “It doesn’t sound like thunder,” he said.


The others gazed about them.


The ground trembled and the very air vibrated.


They looked at each other, eyes wide with fear.


The ground shook and the air moved like a storm about them.


They backed away from the sound, covering their ears in panic, trying to block out the thunder.


The tremors caused the earth to dance, and a hurricane enveloped them.


They ran, too late, as horsemen, mounted on huge chargers, their chain mail flashing in the midday sun, ploughed into them, skewering bodies with their lances, or smashing skulls with their maces before they could reach the safety of the space shuttle.


Jones, about to step down, watched in horror, as his fellow travellers were cut down one by one by armoured horsemen from the eleventh century.


Toombs appeared beside him. “Oh my God, who are they,” she cried.


Jones hit the emergency button and the doors slid shut. They managed to reach the safety of the acceleration couches before the shuttle lifted off at three g’s acceleration, leaving a gigantic dust cloud behind.


A group of medieval horse riders, a round dozen, armed with spears and maces turned to the sound of the shuttles motors. Their horses shied and reared, and scattered as the vessel rose up.


After a hectic ride, when the sky had quietened, the dozen riders gained control of their steeds and returned to the scene, which was shrouded in dust. 


One of them, still awe-stricken, said, “A chariot of fire.”


Another said, “Were they angels or serpents in the disguise of man.”


One of the other men said, as they inspected their handiwork, “They appear human, don’t they?”


Another one said, “I’ve never seen Satan in his natural form.”


“They were his servants, easy to kill.”


“They’re all different too, strange skin colours.”


Two more riders appeared from over the rise and joined them. One of them dismounted and inspected the corpses. He looked at the bodies, his face pale and drawn. “They are human, you fools,” he said, “or they were.”


He gazed down once more at the figures in their blood-soaked clothing. One woman was pure black, and another had slits for eyes and a pale yellow skin. One of the men had a long beard, and another had a thatch of black hair, dark brown skin and eyes like the yellow woman. He said to the others, “Gather them up and make sure they receive a proper burial, in the churchyard.”


As the dust finally cleared, King Harald remounted and moved with his companion away from the others, watching as they loaded the bodies on two of their horses with a pair of riders riding double before setting off.


He looked up at the star dwindling along with the sound and shook his head and sighed. He turned to his companion. “Damn those fool men of mine.” He choked back a sob, “By God, Sir Gowrie, now we know the legend was true, God’s messengers have returned, as our forefathers said they would one day.”


“Returned to their death you mean, Sire, causing the others to flee,” said Gowrie and flinched as a dark cloud appeared behind them, as if out of nowhere, robbing the ground around them of light as it grew in size.


“Why did they come again?” Harald asked, glancing skywards. “Why did they return from whence they came and expose themselves to ignorance and fear, why did they not announce their coming?” Tears rolled down his cheek as he continued, “And we have forced their comrades to flee in fear, and they will swear vengeance upon us all.”


The dark grey broiling clouds spat lightning, and thunder deafened them. Their horses screamed in fright, and it took the men all of their strength to control them.


Harald’s head swivelled left and right and fought to speak against the sudden wind, and lashing rain, “We should have taken them at their word. After all they did drive off the Norman invaders with their metal dragon and its fiery breath two score years ago.”


The rain eased and the wind softened and they sat in the new silence, lost in the semi-darkness, afraid and unsure of their fate.


A sudden lengthy series of lightning strikes, and peals of thunder disturbed the morbid idyll, trees were ripped asunder, the ground steamed, heated from the lightning. The horses pranced around, ears flattened, eyes staring and rolling, only coming to rest after being reassured by their master’s soothing tones.


“Look, my lord, the men…” Gowrie pointed in the direction the dozen riders had ridden.


Harald saw bodies, lit up by the continuous electric storm, men and horses, their clothing and flesh smouldering.


Without warning, the whole sky turned black from horizon to horizon and the wind died to an eerie silence. Darkness surrounded them.


The horses shivered and whinnied and Gowrie cried out, “My liege, where art thou, am I blind?”


“Fear not brave Gowrie, I am here, by your side, it is the clouds blocking out the sun, nothing more” cried the king. The following words died as soon as they left the King’s mouth, “Well it’s too late now, what’s done is done and now we are to pay for these foul deeds.”


A beam of light broke through the cloud, played upon the two riders below, startling them. They stared at one another in awe then dismounted, falling to their knees, their eyes screwed shut.


They knelt, unmoving, expecting death.


As it never came one of them stirred. “It is never too late my lord, we still live do we not?” Gowrie said, his eyes glistening.


“They left a message last time, a message of lightning and death at sea, a curse to our enemies from the north and from the mainland,” the King said in a whisper and sniffed wetly as he raised his head.


Gowrie gazed skywards. “Aye, the threat of heavenly fire, one that sinks ships and disembodies man and horse,” he said.


Harald, king of all Britain, looked up at the sky and fingered his grey-white beard. “And I think it is time we heeded that message, if we leave this field alive, that is, for I feel someone’s eyes upon us all.”


The clouds parted and slowly dispersed. Harald and Gowrie walked their horses towards the bodies littering the field. They each loaded two of the visitor’s corpses onto their own mounts and walked away, leaving the others where they lay.




Chapter Two.


A New Union.


Way above the Earth, Andrew Jones lay in silence next to Helen Toombs inside the shuttle in the mother ship’s loading bay, both of them too shocked to budge.


“Is it safe to move?” asked Jones.


“Yes, we will remain in orbit until the computer is re-programmed,” said Thomas as she sat up.


They rose up in the artificial gravity and left the shuttle, steadying each other.


She walked with him along the corridor to the flight deck, the airwaves now empty of idle chatter.


He raised his facemask and settled in the navigator’s chair, looked at the screen and saw the planet they had thought was Earth.


She laid an arm across his shoulder as she took the adjacent seat, her hand lingering as she sorted out the safety belts.


He felt her trembling limb through the fabric of his space suit, and a tingle in his synapses as her fingers touched the skin on his neck.


Seated in front of the controls, they remained this way for almost an hour, the shock of their comrade’s brutal murder slowly dissipating.


He undid the safety belts, rose up pulling her to her feet after pressing the snap-catch. “Are you okay,” he said, her hand soft and warm in his.


She nodded, “That was awful,” she said. “Who were those people, those men on horse?”


“They were soldiers from the 12th or 13th century judging by their armour and their mounts.”


“Where were we then, wasn’t that the Earth?”


“I sincerely believe it was, and it has changed, it seems it has changed back to medieval times.” He pointed to the ship’s digital clock showing the actual date as well as the time. “It’s now AD 2650, we left in AD 2640.” We were in cryogenic sleep for ten years, with a six-day break after five.”


“The Earth can’t have can’t have changed so drastically in such a short time, Andrew.”


His shoulders hunched and he shook his head. “Then how do you explain what just happened to our brothers and sisters?”


“How come we -?” She stopped and pointed at the computer screen display where numbers were ticking down a year at a time.


She watched and waited until it stopped, pointed with a shaking finger and said in almost a whisper, “Look, the real-time date; Earth date. AD 1106.” She stared at him, as if daring him to deny what she saw. “We’ve moved back in time, Andrew, we’ve-.”


Her voice broke and he continued, “Travelled fifteen hundred years backwards in time, you were about to say.”


She nodded.


“I am in no condition to discuss that theory,” he said, “God knows what that was. All I know is that we have lost our companions and we can’t even retrieve their bodies without risking our own lives.”


She shivered. “I could do with a shower, and a meal,” she said and unzipped the front of her protective clothing.


“Me too,” he said.


She shrugged out of the bulky material and stood there in shorts and T-shirt.


He followed suit and said. “I’ll open the stores. What do you want? Steak, chicken…”


His voice trailed off as she divested the rest of her clothing, her breasts bobbing as her t-shirt slid up, her discarded panties no longer hiding her depilated vulva, now a triangle of bare flesh, its anatomical position a place of interest. 


He’d caught a glimpse of her naked form once before, but as they had all taken a vow of celibacy before the journey; he’d never given her body and what he would like to do with it a thought.


They had been chosen as partners for the voyage, they were partners in the sense that they could confide in one another, talk about their worries and their problems.


If he counted the hours and minutes they had spent together in their ‘private room’; where they kept their personal notes and journey-diary, they would amount to three-and-a-half working days, in other words twenty-one hours. The rest of the time had been spent with others during the official sleep break, a twenty-four-hour period after five years sleep, studying computer readouts, or taking part in the designated sport programme, or during the ‘false alarms’ when the sensors detected a planet resembling Terra.


Now she was tugging impatiently at his shirt.


He didn’t resist, he didn’t want to, he wanted her now and he kicked off his slippers.


She swallowed dryly and said, “I never did like taking a shower alone, all that soap, slippery, dangerous. So, would you please accompany me and help me with my-.” 


She didn’t get to finish as grabbed her wrist and would have dragged her to the communal bathroom if she hadn’t pushed him along before her, their bodies colliding as he turned to her.


The bodies moulded together, their lips joined and they kissed each others face, lips, hands and finally stood there gasping.


“A shower,” she said and pushed open a cubicle door allowing him to pull her in after him.


In the cubicle, they covered each other with liquid soap, enjoying the sensation of other hands, other fingers, stroking, pinching, squeezing, exploring. Hot water and more caresses left them gasping with expectation, and after she lifted her left leg and hooked it round his back, her hands guiding him he complied more than willingly, after all, it had been more than ten years since he had the pleasure with his wife, or was it over 1,500 years ago? However long it was, he and Helen Toombs were about to make up for it with a vengeance brought on by all those years of abstinence.


* * *


After their first taste of each other’s passion under the hot water, they dried themselves off and agreed they would dispense with clothing, after which they examined each other’s body and made love once more, this time without haste.


* * *


Two hours later, more hungry than tired, they both ate ravenously in the mess. They dropped the dishes down the recycling chute and made their way to the bow along the axis by pulling themselves on the centre pole which ran the length of the ship’s interior.


He watched his partner as she floated beside him, gliding gracefully after each gentle tug on the centre towing pole.


They reached the main observation room with its twenty-centimetre thick, transparent plexi-steel cone, situated some fifteen metres behind the particle disruptor, a ten-metre-wide bowl, its arm fixed beneath the nose of their vessel like an ancient TV receiver dish, and they hung suspended, hand in hand, and gazed at the blue planet revolving below them, as the ship’s front section rotated.


She said, “Isn’t that beautiful.”


“Worth dying for, some people say.”


He ran his hands over her back and down to her buttocks: “I’ve never done it in free fall, I mean, er, -.”


They kissed, softly, gently and broke off after a while and she said, “Looks like this is going to be the first time for both of us.”


“I think in future there will be a first time for everything.”




Chapter Three.


The Sword in the Stone.


They were still loosely locked together, arms entwined as they floated, rolling over, revolving in harmony.


She woke first and disentangled herself. She watched as he awoke, smiling as he floated, suspended before her. They kissed, gently and she asked him, “What do you know of that time, the eleventh century?”


He rubbed his face first. “They were a superstitious lot,” he said, and took her by the hand, kissing it gently. “I know that, as they thought the world was coming to an end after the thirty-first of December in AD 1,000 and they also believed it was flat and a lot of other nonsense too.” 


“I wonder what they made of our appearance; did they


think we were disciples of Satan?”


“Most certainly,” he said, remembering the massacre of his friends.


“What do you think they did with our brother’s and sister’s bodies?”


His features distorted as he said, “They would have dug a hole in the ground and buried them near to their abode, guarded by their keepers, men and women, a sort of ethical organisation.”


Her eyes moistened. “How awful,” she said, “Locked away to rot and decay, to be eaten by worms and insects.”


He shuddered at her words. “They should be sent on their final unending journey into deep space,” he said, “like all space travellers, just as sailors haunt the sea, and land-hugger’s ashes cover the earth and air-pilots smoke haunts the sky.”


“There must be a way of collecting our comrade’s bodies for a decent burial,” she said, clutching his hand in hers, holding it to her breast, her eyes brimming over.


He stared at her. “We could end up the same way,” he said and brushed at the tears running across her face causing them to float in the air around them until caught by the extractor fans.


She sniffed wetly and gazed into his eyes. “Not if we changed our appearances,” she said.


He pulled her to him and held her tight. “In what way?” he asked.


“We should do without the space suits to begin with.”


“You mean naked?”


“No, but what if we appeared as messengers of the Lord, like it says in the old books,” she said.


His face lit up. “You mean like angels, Gabriel and Lucifer?”


“Yes, we can wear Delvin’s leisure clothing, his caftans.”


He laughed and said, “Ah, yes, you mean like the Druids.” He paused, “Did they have druids then?”


“I’m not sure, but we do need some sort of diversion to lure them away from their dwellings. Far enough so we can search for our comrades, and bring their remains back here.”


He closed his eyes and said after a short while, “I remember a story about a sword buried in a stone together with an inscription carved in it.”


Her eyebrows rose and the corners of her mouth turned up. “A true story?” she said.


“No, it was pure fantasy, and it ended in tragedy; a French man wrote it.”” he said.


She smiled, her eyes closed. “Aaah, the French, so romantic in their sadness.”


“It was only a tale, pure fiction, with wizards and magic spells.”


The smile faded but her tone was demanding as she stared at him. “What was it  about, tell me?”


“I forget the exact details, the inscription carved into the stone was something like. ‘Whoever extracts this sword from this stone will be the true born king of all England’”


Her tone became doubtful, “You mean we should do something like that?”


His eyebrows rose and then knitted. After a while his features relaxed and he said, “Yes, we should, but as a distraction. We will have to arrange some mystical show. After a while everybody will have a go at pulling it out, and when the time is right we can attempt the retrieval of our friends.”


“Are you sure they buried them, these barbarians, and didn’t eat them?”


He shook his head, “I have seen old pictures of stones laid out in rows, and they called them graveyards.”


“Can you make a passable sword?” She asked.


“No problem, we have the materials. I can laser a slit in the appropriate rock and while it’s still hot I’ll insert the sword and the metal will fuse with the stone making it impossible to remove.”


“How do we bring this stone to their attention?”


“I suggest we find a stony outcrop not too near to their dwellings, but near enough for them to find it,” he said. “After I’ve finished we can imitate lightning with the shuttle’s laser cannon and hover with the retros on hold, if we do that at night it will have a better affect.”


“I will write the inscription when you have finished,” she said, “and -.” she broke off as the vessel shuddered and a thin wall of blue incandescent light moved from the nose cone, passed through them and disappeared as it reached the and of the compartment.


She clung to him, wide-eyed, her heart thumping so hard he could feel it as he held her to him. “What was that?” She said.


“I don’t know,” was all he managed to say.


“Let us prepare,” she said, and headed for the hatch to the living quarters and work area.


* * *


She found him in the workshop, wearing an apron. He brandished the two-handed sword with its shortened blade. “I’ve found just the place,” she said. “Their abode, a huge stone building is on a hill that ends in a rocky protuberance facing the sea. We should go there tonight.”


He handed her a thin, pen-like instrument. “You know how it works?”


She took the laser cutter. “Yes. Shall we go?”


 


He kept watch from the platform as she worked on the inscription.


He was using a light-intensifying apparatus, and he thought he saw movement close by, but it was only some night animal.


She called out, “Ready.”


Using the remote, he moved the shuttle closer to the outcrop, and held out his hand to her.


She stepped aboard and fell into his arms, her naked body on his, cool from the night air. “Let us proceed,” she said.




Chapter Four.


The Gathering.


Helen Toombs sat, fully contented as Jones manipulated the vessel, pointing the nose to the black sky. It hovered on its retros, the small jets flaming in the oxygen-filled atmosphere. She operated the laser, flashing beams that reached the castle in the distance. She observed the commotion on the battlements. After a while she saw riders approaching.


Jones manoeuvred the vessel quickly away into the clouds where he set the retros once more on hover, creating an eerie glow to those watching from below.


She played the searchlight on the stone, concentrating the beam so it wouldn’t diffuse. They saw the riders dismount and gather round the stone; some of them gazed at the glow in the heavens and the descending shaft of light. Somebody called for light as the glow and the beam coming from it, extinguished suddenly.


* * *


The next morning, after a long and hearty breakfast, they looked at the screen that showed a multitude of men gathered on and around the rocky hillside. “There are close on two thousand,” she estimated. “I think now is a good time as any,” she said.


They came in low and found the spot not far from the castle, a large graveyard, with old and not-too-recent gravestones. They left the shuttle in a nearby copse. They had each donned one of Delvin’s snow-white caftans – he was a devoted Moslem and wore them when off-duty – they would rouse less suspicion as their modern-day, gaily-patterned, synthetic outfits.


The place they were seeking was some way away from the castle, an arrangement of stone slabs and crosses. They wandered through the stone garden and found just the one fresh grave. On close examination they could discern the date 1066 and the day and month. “I thought we were in AD 1106,” she said.


They checked other grave stones and they had dates going farther back but none of them forward.


“I thought as much, it seems we have gone back in time once more; will this never end?”


“How did that happen.”


“Do you remember the blue light passing through us.”


“Yes, of course … Do you mean that was…”


“I don’t know, but it seems feasible, probable.”


“What do we do now then?”


“Do you seek a relative, Brother and Sister?” asked a voice.


They looked round at a monk who was staring at them open-mouthed, his gaze running over clothing.


Toombs raised her hand and criss-crossed it in the air, “Peace unto you my son,” she said softly.


The monk fell to his knees, obviously convinced he was confronted by a superior. “We seek four strangers who fell in battle,” she said in monotone. “They wore clothing unseen of before. Where are their graves?”


“There are no other graves, Heavenly Father and Mother, I know of no strangers fallen in battle,” the monk said without looking up.


Jones pulled her to one side. “I told you, we’ve gone back in time once more, it occurred last night; the blue light as I said.”


“Yes, that is what must have happened then, I had my doubts but…” she said looking up at the castle. “Let’s leave this place, their weapons are rather nasty.”


They left the monk where he knelt, and hurried back to the


shuttle.




Chapter Five.


The Invasion.


Once aboard they discussed the situation as the shuttle hovered beneath the clouds. 


They removed the caftans and donned their official uniforms.


“How do we claim our comrades bodies if they haven’t arrived yet?” She asked him.


“Never mind them, we, haven’t arrived yet, either,” he said, “And we won’t do for another forty years.”


She gasped, “What do we do, wait for them.”


“What, forty years. Even if we did and managed to save their lives what would happen next; I hate to think what anomaly would occur on meeting our selves, our doubles, forty years younger too.”


She clasped her hands together. “Oh, my Lord, this time-switch, does that mean there are two of us, the others approaching Earth going through the same rigmarole.” 


“What do we do?”


He shrugged. “I have no idea.”


She wandered over to the computer screen and ran her fingers idly over the tabs.


He folded the caftans and laid them on one of the couches. “Oh dear, look at that,” she said.


He joined her and looked at the screen. A small armada of ships was approaching the beach, some had already landed and he saw over a score of men riding around, apparently organising the incursion. “It looks like an invasion,” he said.


“The Normans,” she said, peering at the scene. “Look at their clothing; were they the ones who slaughtered our companions, not those on the hillside.”


“It’s difficult to say, anyway we cannot interfere,” he said.


“Look,” she said, pointing, “if they leave the beach and follow the path along that gulley, the people on the rock will be cut off from the castle, they aren’t armed or armoured, they aren’t prepared for battle, they will be slaughtered.”


“This has nothing to do with us, we cannot interfere with past event, Lord knows what could happen.”


She turned on him, her eyes blazing. “They wouldn’t be in this position if we hadn’t already interfered. Do you want our dear friends, the ones who were brothers and sisters to us, to go to their deaths? We can stop this, and you know it,” she said.


“We can’t…” he said and faltered his brow knitting fiercely.


“If you are only half the man I think you are you will do anything to spare their lives,” she said and reached out, and laid a hand on his shoulder.


He looked at her hand and then at her face. “We could scare them off with the shuttle,” he said.


“Yes,” she said, “we could.”


They took their places at the controls. Jones descended as low as he could.


He saw the wild looks on the soldier’s faces as the traversed the beach. One man in particular stood out. He was giving orders as he rode back and forth on a huge white horse, waving his sword, striking several with the flat of the blade urging them to fight.


Some of the men shot arrows at them; most of them falling short while others bounced off the defensive shield or disintegrated in the particle disruptor field.


“This isn’t working, they seem to be more afraid of that man riding a white horse than our flying machine,” said Jones.


She said, as the archers ceased shooting, “Look, they are waving to us, cheering, smiling, he’s probably convinced them we are a good omen. You said yourself that they were a superstitious bunch.”


She said as he turned to make another pass, “Then I’ll give them something to be afraid of.”


Before he could stop her she aimed the laser beam, now a tight cutting tool, and raked the row of ships as he flew by. The vessels burst into flames immediately.


He brought the shuttle to a halt and rose up to survey the damage. “Well, I suppose that should do the trick, if anything,” he said.


She either ignored him or seemed not to hear him as she directed the beam at the mass of cavalry and foot soldiers below heading up the dunes to the broad path. 


Men and horses fell as she traversed the beam along the beach amongst them. She called out her friend’s names as she played the beam back and forth.


He looked on mesmerised, his eyes growing wilder by the second as hovered over the scene. 


After she finished, he looked down at the devastation, not one man or horse or vessel had escaped the laser. She sighed and said, “I have finished; please traverse the craft.”


He started to turn their vessel full circle.


She said, “Stop, look, more ships.”


Over a dozen ships were in the process of turning, sails furled, the water churning as the ship’s rowers strained in their efforts to turn their ship away from the shore and the menace that threatened to destroy them.


He said, “Let them go, they can bear witness, keep England safe from any future invasion.”


“I agree,” she said and he swung round and headed back to the beach.


The shuttle rose up higher and she pointed to the group on the hill around the stone who had witnessed everything, as they were now down on their knees, heads bowed and of those who possessed one was holding his sword before him in the form of a cross.


He was shaking his head as he manoeuvred the ship. “Oh no, they’ve seen everything.”


Toombs laid her hand on his thigh. “We must leave this place and continue with our quest to find a planet where mankind can live.”


* * *


They looked at the screen displaying the blue planet as it dwindled into the distance. “One more time,” she said, “Before we go to sleep,” and tugged at her uniform.


“Sleep,” he said, “If I am to spend eternity with you, then I wish to be awake the whole time,” and they headed, hand in hand to the observation room.




Chapter Six


Ten years on.


They decided after the birth of their tenth child that it would be better for them to make use of the two dozen cryogenic sleep cocoons for a long period. If they did this, they would have a better chance of reaching a planet that would sustain life as the computer was as always, in search mode. They came to this decision after their final ‘question and answer’ interlude with the computer.


For the hundredth time or more, Helen Toombs had asked. “Computer, what is our final destination”


And for the same amount of times the computer answered, “Our destination is Earth, Terra Firma, as always, or the next planet capable of sustaining human life.”


Followed by the next query, “When do you expect us to arrive there, on Terra?”


There was the usual silence, the exact same length of time as always. “I am sorry, Commander Toombs, I have yet to commutate the jumps necessary to bring us home. I will be able to tell you more the moment before our final move through the warp.”


“What was our last destination? Wasn’t that Earth then?”


“We have left our last port of call and we are headed home.”


They were the same answers each time.


She placed eighteen-month-old Henry in his cocoon and attached the monitoring tabs to his head and body. “He’s well past the required age for long-sleep,” she said and pressed the ‘seal’ button. The Perspex cover closed with a click, and she sad, “The others are already in place. How do you fancy another trip to the cone before we leave where we can make love beneath the stars?”


He grinned and placed an arm around her waist and said, “We’ve never done it any other way.”


* * *


As the pod covers lowered over Toombs and Jones, the computer, unable to voice its thoughts said more or less to itself. “Sleep well my children. When you awake all this will be dust, and you can join your ancestors in the place you call heaven.”




Chapter Seven


An indeterminate amount of time later - much later.


A female voice sounded over the intercom. “Mission control, we have an alien craft approaching. It’s drifting without power.”


Another voice rang out. “Where did it come from?”


“It just popped out of deep space; it must have jumped from somewhere.”


Jak Peer, chief administrator of Mission Jupiter, said quietly, “Launch interceptors, send greetings and prepare for welcome.”


Four sleek, white-painted vessels, three small and one large, detached themselves from their mother ship, stationed before the massive, rotating double-wheel of Mission Control orbiting Jupiter.


They closed in on a huge ungainly mass of metal, shaped like a collection of fat sausages, rotating slowly as it lumbered without power through the silence of outer space. The faded words “Space Explorer” were visible on the main structure that contained the propulsion unit.


The vessels sent constant messages in all known languages, some of them synthetic or computer composed, but to no avail as the other vessel retained its silence.


The largest of the four ships, ten times the size of the intruder, approached the vessel head on. As they came nearer, the ship’s nose separated as its top part opened up, resembling the jaws of some giant space predator. It allowed the alien ship to drift inside and as the ‘jaws’ closed; it matched its passenger’s velocity and then came slowly to a stop.


* * *


Inside the vessel, uniform suited figures emerged and approached the vessel as it rested on a make-shift metal cradle several metres above the deck. 


After a period of time an atmosphere ensued and several figures approached the vessel carrying electrical instruments. Several of the figures played their instruments along the length of the vessel. One of them stopped and pointed to a section of the ship and a portable stairway was set against the side of the ship at what appeared to be the main entrance. Two workers, carrying tools of their trade, climbed up and removed a large panel. The figures with the instruments climbed the stairs and entered what appeared to be a loading bay.


One of them, Commander Bok Tennessee, second-in-command of the reception vessel ‘Nova’, spoke to his female colleague, Hennig Cobalt. “There are a number of life-forms on board, twelve of them, of different sizes.”


“Probably a family,” she said and looked at the readings on her instrument. She removed her breathing mask. “The air is pure, no micro-entities present. I believe the species is very close in form to our own, as they are also warm-blooded.”


They approached a doorway; it opened as they came near. They left the loading bay and Hennig called out, “Hello, is there anybody on board?”


A synthetic voice said, “Welcome aboard the vessel Space Explorer. Would you like refreshments?”


“No, thank you, computer,” said Bok, “Please state your destination.”


“Terra Firma.”


Hennig smiled. “Welcome to our solar system, we will be arriving on our home planet shortly.”


Bok called out, “You have life forms on board, and they seem to be similar to our race.”


“Yes, Commander Helen Toombs, her mate Andrew Jones, and their ten children.”


“Ancient names, just like the ones from centuries ago,” said Hennig. She turned as she heard whispers behind her, the whole crew of ‘Nova’ had entered the large room.


“Who is there?” demanded a male voice.


This was followed by a female one, “Identify yourselves.”


Light shone down from above and Hennig and Bok, and the Nova’s crew of fifty-two gazed upon a long-haired, bearded man, and woman, both naked, standing in a doorway. The woman suckled a child as she stood there with her brow knitted. A group of equally naked children, of varying ages, stood behind them peering in curiosity at the visitors, whispering, murmuring and smiling amongst themselves.


Bok raised his right hand in welcome. “We, the people of Sol Three welcome you, Commander Helen Toombs, Andrew Jones, and your ten children, to our system,” he said, “I am Bok Tennessee and this is Hennig Cobalt,” he touched a small piece of plastic inserted in his left ear and then said, “We have arrived on our planet, Terra, or Earth as we call it.”


Jones looked him in the eye. “You say this is the planet Earth. That is the name of our planet too.”


Toombs said, “Name your other planets in the order leading out from Sol.”


Hennig said, “Mercury, Venus, Terra, Mars, Jupiter, where we found you drifting and Saturn, Neptune, Uranus, and Pluto.”


Toombs said, “We are home, we are on Earth, the computer brought us home,” she said, “Children, this is our home now.”


Jones’ shoulders drooped as he spoke, “I wonder if the atmosphere has changed for the better, or is everyone carrying oxygen tanks,” pointing to their breathing masks.


Hennig said, “If you care to come with us we will show you our world.”


Jones and Toombs led their family out and down the stairway, Jones said, “So, where is this atmosphere of yours?”


In answer, the ships jaws opened once more and rose up until the sky was exposed.


Jones looked up wide-eyed and open-mouthed at the azure ceiling and then at Toombs who was copying him.


She looked at Hennig, tears running down her cheeks. “Where are we? Are we really home and this is not some dream?”


Jones looked at the light and dark coffee-coloured, almond-eyed complexions smiling at him, male and female alike, all dressed in white overalls, it was difficult to place their accents as their English was without one. He watched as the roof closed up. “Which land is this?” He asked, “Is it the South Seas?”


Hennig said, “The Island is called Britain, it is the planet’s home island, it is joined to the mainland by a bridge.


Bok asked. “Would you like to be clothed, as we would like to take you somewhere where we can discuss your heritage?”


“We have no clothes, they are dust,” said Toombs, wiping her face with his hands.


Jones sniffed wetly and gazed at the faces around him his brow twitching. “What race are you,” he asked Hennig.


“We are Terran,” she answered, “You are Caucasian, and ancient race but still Terran.” Her own brow twitched as he asked, while pointing at the people present, “You are all the same race, where are the others?”


Hennig turned to Bok, “What do they mean?”


Bok nodded and said, “We were multi-racial, around five thousand years ago, with races like you, but since the message, things changed.”


Jonathan, the eldest at ten said, “It seems we’ve moved forward in time, daddy.”


“What Earth year is this?” asked Jones.


“AD 6047,” answered Bok.


Jones swayed on his feet, Toombs steadied him and asked, “What message. You said a message changed things?”


Hennig smiled. “You must come with us to the sacred place” she said.


Clothes were brought to them, white overalls of a light synthetic material, the children too, but they refused footwear, as the ground, like the air, was warm. Toombs picked up Henry, the toddler and set him on her hip.




Chapter Seven


The Sword in the Stone II.


They were driven by a ‘ground-car’ a noiseless, lozenge—shaped affair that ‘floated’ in mid-air, and seemed not to possess inertia, as they sped along way above the ground on majestically curved roadways, along with other traffic. The vehicle had no driver, but Bok seemed to be in control over his ‘ear-communicator’.


They gazed about them at the huge city’s tall buildings that seemed to touch the sky as they caressed tiny, passing clouds. Down on street level, people of all ages, wearing the same mode of dress, walked the streets, chatting to one another, waving when they saw the visitors. It seemed news travelled fast.


Their journey came to an end when they stopped abruptly outside a huge grey, rectangular, stone building, something looking out of place amongst the pristine, sculpture-like effigies that passed for buildings.


They entered through a simple, wooden-arched doorway and emerged inside a huge room. Toombs set the little one down and he toddled off after the others as his parents took in the scene.


Silence crowded them, and they felt at peace as they stood there. The whole structure was build out of plain blocks of granite, with glassless, square windows, and without any particular design.


They walked on, following the children, without speaking the length of the interior, and came to stop at a piece of snow-white marble, where their children had gathered, about one-and-a-half metres square and one metre in height. On this stood a large section of rock that appeared to have been cut away from its original location. A familiar-looking object was deeply embedded in the top of the stone; it was the sword that Jones had manufactured a long time ago. Only a part of its blade and the handle were visible. The front surface was flat and an inscription was plain to see.


The words were: ‘Let it be known, that all men and women, no matter what their creed, race or colour, are created equal in the eyes of God, and he that doth disagree shall feel the bite of this sword or the scorch of heavenly fire, wielded by my hand’.”


Beyond this lay a stone sarcophagus and they approached it. On the top lay an effigy carved out of the stone. It was a likeness of some age-old monarch, his head adorned by a simple plain band.


An inscription, roughly hewn, not of the same quality or style of the other read: ‘Here lies the body of Harald Godwin, a true son of Britain, protector of God’s children and upholder of his law that all men and women are created equal.’


Jones looked at the stone coffin and said. “I’m not a history buff, but I do recall King Harald died fighting the Normans at the battle of Hastings around AD 1066.”


Bok looked at Jones and Toombs, his brow deepened. He said, “There was no battle around that time except for a small skirmish on the coast, and there was no king, Harald was an ordinary man who led his people through hard times and he declared that: ‘No man has the right to set himself above another, and that he should support the lesser privileged and love his neighbour no matter how he differs in speech, appearance or mode of worship’. And he lived to be one-hundred and eight years of age, and I believe I am one of his descendants.”


Hennig said, “There has been no war on earth since the day of the message. Our people have spread through the universe, we number in the billions and we have discovered other planets where we have brought peace and prosperity.”


“Then somebody has changed history for the better,” said Jones and turned to Toombs, who was holding her hands to her face as she stood in silence, wide-eyed.


An incandescent wall of violet light appeared from out of the wall before them and before they could move it had passed through them.


“What the…” said Jones.


The tomb and the sword were still present, but Hennig and Bok were no longer with them.


He heard a sound behind him and turned to see Toombs and six other women standing there, gazing at him, smiling.


Jonathan, now an adult it seemed, appeared at Jones’ side and said as he looked him in the eye, “Somebody has been busy polishing history, Father,” and looked to a small crowd of children of all ages and skin colours, who were gazing at him smiling in innocence. 


Eight-year-old Henry said, “Wait till we go outside Dad, you wouldn’t believe how things have changed since you and mum and your other wives landed here.”


 


End.


*********




Change of Views.


Fourteen-year-old Timothy Dalton’s dreams didn’t fade as soon as he awoke enabling to put them in writing. This occurred every two years and one day they came true as he explored the planet Antaria in the Prometheus Galaxy.




Chapter One.


At Royal Air Force Brize Norton, Oxfordshire in August 1982, chaos and devastation reigned…


…as John Burton pressed down on the accelerator of his fire truck, but the vehicle refused to budge. His urine was a warm and almost pleasant, even a reassuring sensation as it trickled down his right leg while he chanted, “Oh God - oh God - oh God …” while staring out the side window. H


His voice froze suddenly along with the air in his lungs on seeing another illfated aircraft cart-wheel past them, missing them by several metres before it exploded in one massive fireball when it connected with the troop-laden helicopter that was settling on the landing pad. He heard his colleague Mary Stuart above the sound of spinning wheels in the churned up ground as she said, “Get us out of here, John, or open your door, mine’s stuck.”


She smelt the odour rising from his seat as he defecated. “Oh, no,” she said, staring at John’s face while yanking futilely on her door handle, “he's cracking up.” She leaned forward in her seat, following the direction of his gaze and her own muscles stiffened in panic. She saw another stricken aircraft, its fuselage blazing and its jet engines spewing metre-long tongues of flame, careering madly towards their fire truck now bogged down in the snow and mud, its chassis twisted and broken after being trounced by a crippled VC10’s undercarriage coming in to land, something it failed to achieve and now lay at the end of the runway a blazing wreck.


John saw his whole life flash by before his eyes in the few seconds before their vehicle was enveloped in a mass of burning aviation fuel. The last thing he heard was Mary screaming, “Open the door, open the damn door you cretin.”


Captain Cairns watched helplessly from the apparent safety of his vehicle as the blazing Buccaneer bomber, its crew now dead, hit one of his fire trucks stuck in the metre-high snow and enveloped it in a mushrooming ball of flame. He shook his head and said to his team, “Why didn't they exit the vehicle with the others, the damn fools?” He watched, as his driver put his foot down to escape the fireball spreading towards them over the tarmac. He looked out of his side window and said, “It’s too late for that,” which was all he had time for, as another pilot tried to land his crippled machine, and collided with Cairn’s vehicle.


It seemed the aliens had carried out their threat, they’d said if Earth wanted war, they could have war; how they arrived at this decision they didn’t say.


The survivors, firemen, airmen and soldiers, gazed skywards as an unbelievably huge alien vessel, shaped like an egg, descended, its width blocking out the horizon. Its shiny blue and silver surface covered in symmetrical patterns reflected the mid-morning sun, its top half momentarily buried in the clouds as they passed overhead. Its undercarriage, a dozen massive metal, girder-like legs, each one the size of the Eiffel tower, settled on the tarmac causing cracks to spread for hundreds of metres.


An opening appeared in its side and a ramp lowered revealing a flight of stairs. A female figure dressed in purple satin-like robes edged with gold stepped down towards the waiting humans, each step measured and deliberate. As she neared the bottom of the stairway, the wind caught her golden locks flowing down her back, took hold of the folds of her clothing and exposed one of her broad conical breasts covered in a pale blue skin like the rest of her body. She smiled at the expressions on the faces of the men and women, battle weary, clothes torn and dirty.


She directed her gaze at each one, her eyes black, gold-flecked orbs. Her voice, magnified somehow, boomed across the tarmac. “Will you not reveal the whereabouts of your space vessels, or would you like a further demonstration?” she said and slowly covered her naked flesh and folded her arms.


On receiving no direct response she raised her arm and a rank of heavily armed and armoured soldiers appeared at the top of the stairway marched down. It was obvious what sort of demonstration it would be as they stopped halfway down and raised their…




Chapter Two.


In a large house owned by engineer Ralph Dalton in  Brampton village. Cambridgeshire, in 2366…


…14 year-old Timothy Dalton woke with a start, his heart hammering inside his chest, the visions still embedded in his consciousness. “Wow!” he said, “that was super.”


He jumped out of bed and left for the bathroom.


At the breakfast table he told of his dream. “You wouldn’t believe what I dreamed last night.”


His mother smiled as she spread diet margarine on her whole-wheat toast. “You’ll have to tell us first.”


He finished his porridge and said. “It was a multi-POV dream; I was in different heads all the way through.”


Liz, his 10-year sister asked, “What’s multi-POV?”


Her elder sister, 15-year-old Donna said, “It’s when you are inside not one fictional character’s head, but several. Editors call it ‘head-hopping’.”


Timothy shook his head. “This was not a written story, it was like a film, and in films, just like real-life, ‘head-hopping’ happens all the time.”


“I know, but you can’t read thoughts in a film, that’s frowned on today, nobody does it anymore. Second tense films went out with the arc.”


“But I, not the audience was inside their heads, I felt their fear, their anguish and – I almost felt their pain when each one died.”


“Wow!” said his father, “what about the story then?”


Timothy sat up straight and regarded his audience. “Aliens have attacked Earth, airport firemen, the POV characters, watched helplessly as aircraft crashed or blew up. Then an alien warship landed, so huge that its tip was surrounded by clouds, and this woman, scantily dressed, emerged from inside it and asked the survivors if they had seen enough destruction.”


“Is this part of the book you are writing,” asked his mother.


“No, mummy, but I’ll write everything down when I get home from school.”


“How strange,” said his father, “I can never remember my dreams, even the vivid ones fade after a while.”


“That’s why I’m going to record it,” said Timothy.




Chapter Three.


It was some time before Timothy could recall another one of his dreams, and this happened two years later to the day…


…when warm air caressed his naked skin as he sat beneath an azure sky. “What are you doing here?” he asked the 16-year-raven-haired girl sitting next to him on a rock by a slowly flowing river.


She turned to him and smiled. “I’m waiting for my sister, of course,” she said and faced him as they rose together displaying her naked, hairless, and well-formed body with full conical breasts.


He felt himself colouring and turned his gaze away wondering if he should cover his genitals and where the heck his clothes were.


“Do I have a nice body,” she asked and twirled around. “I’m a hunter; I practice with my bow every day.” She looked him up and down and walked around him and faced him once again. “I like yours; you must be a hunter too.”


In order to change the subject he asked, “What did you say your name was?” he asked.


“You’ve forgotten! It’s Thorna,” she said. “Where have you been?”


Before he could answer she turned to a distant cry and


pointed. “There she is, she’s been dying to meet you ever since I told her about you.”


He stood and followed her gaze to an approaching canoe in which was seated another young female, also without clothing, as she paddled energetically towards them. She held a double-bladed paddle and dipped it with a constant rhythm leaving eddies behind as the craft knifed through the dark water. After steering the canoe towards the sandy shore she stood up as it came to a stop in the shallows, its bow wedged on the small sandy beach. After placing the paddle across the wales she stepped over the side and into the knee-deep water.


The river’s surface behind the craft rippled, the ripples heading for the small boat. Thorna called out a warning to her sister. “You have a follower in the water,” and picked up a curved bow and a number of arrows in one hand. An arrow nocked as if by magic and she pulled the bow taught.


The young female walked through the shallows towards the beach, smiling as a pale-green, scaly monster reared out of the water behind her, its jaws wide open as it roared.


“To me,” shouted Thorna with a grin.


Her sister responded with a smile and walked unhurriedly out of the water and onto the sand. The monster crashed down and swamped the boat, sending it rocking onto the shore. It rose once more and raised its ugly head, its red eyes glinting, exposing its white underbelly. The bow twanged and the arrow sped across the short distance and buried itself in the beast’s chest as far as the brightly coloured fletch, followed by three more, as its body jerked and shuddered and spun sideways.


The ground vibrated as the water-creature hit the ground with a loud thud. It landed on its back its limbs twitching and trembling not two metres behind the female who didn’t even stop or turn to see her sister’s handy-work. She walked on, her heavy breasts bobbing, while her depilated bronzed skin, covered in a sheen of perspiration, reflected the suns rays, enhancing her curves. She indicated with her thumb. “He’s been following me all the way from the cove. I thought I’d lost him, but these creatures, slow though they are, never give up when they start a pursuit.” 


She came to a stop before them, her almond eyes sparkling, her pointed ears visible as they poked out from beneath her hair. It was obvious by her body and facial features that she was a twin of the other


Her sister shook her head, obviously displeased with her devil-may-care attitude. “Did you bring your bow?” she asked, as she fitted her quiver to her waist.


She didn’t answer immediately; she just stared past them and backed away very slowly and said quietly, “I’ll go and get it.”


Gina turned to him in slow motion. “Stand still, do not move. We have company.”


He sniffed the air; a strange odour assailed his nostrils.


She fitted an arrow to her bow and turned agonisingly slow.


He couldn’t resist the urge to look behind him and his heart stopped beating as he saw a giant six-legged lizard crawling towards them, its six green eyes glinting in the sun…




Chapter Four.


Back in Brampton village, Cambridgeshire in the year 2368…


…16-year-old Timothy Dalton woke with a start, his heart hammering inside his chest, the visions still embedded in his consciousness.


At the breakfast table he told his story. “Remember me telling you about a vivid dream I had about two years ago.”


Donna said, “You mean the multi-POV one?”


“Exactly.”


His father said, “Is this a continuation of the last one?”


“No,” he said, “but I feel they are some way connected.”


“What was it about,” asked Liz.


He coughed to clear his throat. “Well, er, for a start, I was completely naked.”


Donna said, “I used to have them too, most embarrassing.”


“Me too,” piped up Liz, “what do they mean?”


“Let Tim tell his story you two,” said Mother, “you can have your girl talk later.”
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