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        I started writing
this in 2007 after I got dumped back in this corrupted time zone. I
need to acquire [3,141,592] readers. That’s Three million, one
hundred and forty one thousand, five hundred and ninety two people
who open this file. Are you the 92 second? If you are then you
won’t read past this point below.

P

If I ever get out of this time zone and back to reality it wont
be a ‘day’ to soon and that’s where you come in. Because I need a
special magical number to be registered in ‘time’, and you weren’t
it.

 

        The Words in this
Story have ‘a Meme Memory’ and the unfortunate reader who doesn’t
get past the point above will be the one that corrects the time
line. Rest assured dear reader it’s not you.

 

Prologue

 

The narrative you are about to read represents a series of
events told to me after I was rescued on that hot day in June. My
house was attacked and my Husband killed, my children yet to be
born were all at school that ‘day’. I consider it a blessing that
they were spared the violence shown against us! …But in being taken
out of time and left in the relative safety of this dreadfully
corrupted year, and time line. I knew I couldn’t live this way so I
came up with a plan.

 

        …Setting up a
condition across the Planet, through the Servers of this quaint
Internet that you all hold so dear. I introduced a precondition in
this story. It was when the 3,141,592.nd reader of this story opens
it, and starts to read it, then that fateful Reader’s Soul will be
used to correct the flow of time. God has approved this course of
action.

 

Our history says 2019 is when it all changes. I’ve written this
Book in the hope of correcting an anomaly and you my reader will be
the catalyst for.

 

        …If you have just
read this far, then be rest assured it wasn’t you and as a treat
you can read the book, if you want, in the safe and sure knowledge
that someone else out there, wont get this far…
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Chapter 1
Endings and Beginings


Chapter One

 

endings and beginnings.

 

The wind blew through the long dark Alley and carried with it
the stench of London. A young Black Tom Cat came out from behind
the discarded cotton sacks of soiled straw to investigated the
unexpected rush of Air. He didn't care as it billowed around him,
but he did however notice a low hum that accompanied the wind and
was mildly concerned.

 

…It reminded him of those nasty small Yellow and Black flying
things. He shock his Head and raised his paw to his nose at the
thought of being stung. He remembered that experience vividly, and
didn’t want it to happen again!..

 

The time was 11.04 at night, but the Cat didn't know that. All
he knew was it was cold and the wind in his face was making him
colder. Realising there was no threat he backed up into the recess,
but didn't retreat completely and watched in some forgotten
amusement as the leaves danced in the air in front of him. Moving
back out slightly again and ignoring the wind he followed their
progress and saw the debris swirling over the piles of stinking
garbage further down the Alley, and in a second, the wind, and his
entertainment was gone…

 

The air became still again and the Cat looked wistfully back
down the Alley in the direction the wind had come from, but there
was nothing to be seen. After a second he turned round and tucked
himself back into a corner behind the sacks to finish off the
remains of a fat old mouse that the noise had distracted him
from.

 

With his hunger sated, for now; he began cleaning himself and
considered staying in this place he'd accidentally blundered into.
He found himself in the Alley earlier that Day after the violent
challenge he’d received from a Monstrous Old Tom Cat several
streets away. He tried to be submissive, but the Monster would have
none of it and in the end the young Cat had no other option, but to
run for his life. Using his greater speed he had managed to loose
the Furious Beast, but in his blind panic he ended up in this Alley
and was, by now completely lost. He’d spent most of the Day behind
a sack shaking with fear and only ventured out after it was
dark.

 

Coming further into the Alley he’d managed to catch that foolish
old Mouse with ease and found himself in this warm and cosy spot to
eat his dinner. In his mind this place seemed a ripe prospect, and
even more strangely. No other Cat's scent was around.

 

…After the Young Cat had finished cleaning himself he considered
what he had here, and in that second decided to claim this place
for his own. Creeping forward he looked out at his domain.

 

Lying there in the Darkness he quickly came to the conclusion he
was still hungry and putting his head forward smelled 'the
disturbed air'. He tasted a faint, but detectable odour and it came
from the pile of discarded sacks to his right. It smelt like more
mice and the aroma was coming from the Bottom of one of them.
Tilting his head slightly could almost hear them chattering.

 

Creeping cautiously out from behind the sacks, he paused and
checked the floor of the Alley. After a short while he decided it
was safe and slowly moved out from the safety of the sacks with the
silent stealth that only a Cat can muster. Crossing the floor the
Cat closed in on the sacks, and his prey.

 

…Then he stopped suddenly mid step as he became aware of another
noise in the distance. It was the wind and it was returning, but
this time it was louder. The young Cat in a flash retreated back
behind the sacks and at the back of his secure hiding place turned
round, then facing outward, waited for it to pass again.

 

As he crouched low the Wind began to blow through the Alley
again and he noted that strange sound was with it again, but louder
this time and from the sound of it. ‘It wanted to stay!…’ The Cat
became terrified as the Wind became stronger and as it gained in
strength it began to Howl through the Alley. The Sacks to the front
of his hiding place were beginning to move in the wind and then the
Howl became a Roaring Sound. At this the Cat became fretful,
backing even further into the gap.

 

The Roaring Gale Force Wind changed again and now had another
noise in it: It was of a very Old Wooden Door creaking open, but it
kept opening and opening and Opening! And It kept opening for an
impossibly long time, till you thought it couldn't open any more,
and it didn't. …It Slammed Shut with a dull loud thump that made
the Cat Jump And the echo of the slamming sound resounded through
the Alley and out into the Night, and in that instant the Wind and
the noise stopped.

 

By now the young Cat was shaking with fear and frightened by
what had just happened. He was near total panic and ready to run,
but still retained some control and cautiously looked out into the
Alley. He was primed to move off in a split second, but stopped and
stared in amazement at what he now saw.

 

There was a Bright Door in the Alley. He knew it wasn't there
before and froze at the sight of it. He couldn't run out of the
Alley either way without going past it. The Cat decided it was an
unknown and he couldn't risk going near it because 'the Door' might
get him! …So he did nothing, going low and keeping still he just
stared hard to see if this Door was dangerous, but as he looked at
it, in his mind 'the Bright Door' reminded him of food.

 

From the Cats’ vantage point behind the sack he could see the
Door front on and it glowed warmly. He could also see three people
behind it in the glow. One huge figure, a small boy like figure and
a normal black man sized shaped. Then without warning the bright
Door split open in the middle. In that moment the Cat and the
ground became one, but the young Cat couldn’t take his eyes of the
view and was transfixed by it.

 

opening time.

 

As the Door opened fully, a Golden Glow flowed out of it and
into the Alley. The World seemed a better, warmer place. The Cat
perked up and reflected it was like he was snug, cosy and
protected. Like he used to be at his mum's tits and it was feeding
time again. It was a good time, when he had no worries or problems
…And in that moment he knew, he wanted it all back.

 

The ‘kitten’ refocussed his attention on the Door and its 'nice
light'. In this light he thought of all those things he wanted, and
could get. He once again became positive and his outlook became
brighter, and it seems that the World knew it as well, because the
old dank Alley had became a brighter warm and joyful place to be in
again.

 

Then the very big shadow the Cat had seen earlier behind the
Door stepped out into the Alley. The ‘It/He’ was dressed in a huge
'Brown Coat' and it was carrying a Massive Bag. The Cat fearless in
this wonderful light, knew a 'food giver' when he saw one made to
move forward, then stopped when he saw the other one. Behind the
big 'Brown Coat' was the much smaller darker Shadow. It was another
Man and he was also dressed in a large Coat, but this ones was
'Black'. It, like the other and carried a Big Bag, but the sight of
him made the Cat more cautious and he slunk further back into the
shadows. This one the Cat knew was bad, and without a doubt what
the Cat had come to know as a 'Kicker'.

 

While he waited in the depths of the recesses he looked
curiously for the smaller one, but it had gone from his view. He
then saw the smaller 'Black Coat' close the Door's behind it and in
a second later the bright Door vanished from the wall opposite.
Without that wonderful Door the World was again plunged in a dark,
damp and bitter place it really was! Looking on the Cat looked felt
unhappy. He was cold and hungry again and wanted that light back.
It seemed the Alley felt the same way as a great sadness was now in
the air, but neither of them would ever see the likes of it
again.

 

Settling down the Cat became very still and watched the Men. He
decided to leave the Alley, the foolish mice to his right wasn't
worth the risk. He would wait for them to go, he was good at
waiting and in total silence watched the Men go about their
task’s.

 

observations.

 

'Black Coat, the kicker' turned to 'the big Brown Coat' and said
"Which way?" as his swing the bag onto his shoulders and cursed as
the straps were to tight on the Bag. 'Brown Coat' just shrugged his
massive shoulders. Folded up his Hat and stuffed it into his Coat
pocket then throwing his large bag over his shoulders turned to
walk down into the gloom of the Alley.

 

In the calm air a noise of twisted creaking glass was faintly
heard high above them. 'Brown Coat' stopped abruptly and changed
direction walking past 'Black Coat' who was kneeling on the ground
adjusting the straps on his Bag.

 

'Black Coat' looked up and said "Do you know where you're going
Murray?"

 

"No Tra!" He said at length, "But, it feels we should go this
Way! And it stinks in here I'm going out for a Breath of Fresh
Air!”

 

Murray walked out into the Street, but the odour of Humanity,
Animals, Wet Fur and Horses hit him in an instant. He reeled
slightly and looking around to his left saw piles of rubbish
stacked up against the side of the Road. It stank of rotten fish,
manure, soiled hay and other things that Murray's nose refused to
identify. 'Having an improved sense of smell wasn't an advantage
here' he thought. Then looking down he saw a discarded muddy
Newspaper on the cobbles. He stooped down and picked it and read
the date on it. Murray looked up and said well “I’ll be dammed its
November 2nd and I’m in the year of 1864 …we made it!”. Murray
sucked in air at the revaluation and his throat wished he hadn't.
Chocking he threw the filthy Newspaper away and spat on the ground
‘this place really does stink!’ he thought. Then straightening up
he glanced back to Tra and decided to scout around ‘to get a feel
for the place’. With that he moved off down the Street, and left
Tra alone in the Alley.

 

listen, can you smell that?

 

Tra was still struggling with his new, but old leather shoulder
Straps on his Bag, and was becoming frustrated with them, then he
felt it! The hairs on the back of his neck stood on end. He was
being watched. Quietly and without a sound he stood up and looked
around.

 

Tra kept very, very still and completely stopped moving, his
breathing became shallow and his focus razor sharp. Whilst holding
this stance the World moved slowly around him. With his head
slightly cocked he listened quietly to the sounds of an Alley in
London. In his mind he formed a mental Image of the sounds he
heard. He heard or ‘saw’ Murray walking down the road talking to
himself about the stink. He heard a Dog bark a mile a way, he
visualized a Child scream and a Woman Scowl, a couple were 'rowing'
about money almost two streets away.

 

Switching to the other direction by tilting his head slightly to
the other side he heard some Drunkards walking up the Street at the
other End of the Alley and some 'Ladies of the Night' touting their
trade near a noisy Pub.

 

The World shimmered with a ‘War-rump!’ as he focused in wards
and closer. He could hear the heart beats of a Massive Tom Cat
sitting high on a Beam by the entrance of the Alley and the foot
steps of another older Cat who looked into the Alley and rapidly
moved on. He focused in again and could see the Pigeons that were
perched in the High vaulted Roof and saw they had their eyes tight
shut. He looked down and heard the slow heat beats of the small
animal behind the sack, inhaling he detected its scent and knew it
was a young Cat. Looking up and to the right he saw two Rats frozen
with fear that were perched on the drain Pipe eight foot up that
ran through the alley. These he saw had their eyes wide open in
terror and they both saw him. He considered the rats for a moment
and noted that their eyes glowed slight red in the gloom he’d
always assumed that they were yellow. Spinning round on the spot he
stared at the sacks in the Alley. He could hear a noisy family of
Mice further down living in one of the sacks.

 

He heard and saw all these things, but knew he was being watched
by something other that the animals that lived in this Human
rubbish dump. They weren't the cause of his anxiety. Then a slight
breeze started to blow through the alley and the amplified sounds
and smells the breeze bought with it corrupted his fine turned
senses and they went into overload, until all he saw was a flaring
white mist in front of his eyes and up his nose.

 

Frustrated he turned the World back into himself and slowly bent
back down to finish off tightening the Straps. With extreme caution
he stood back up and turned round looking hard once more. He saw
nothing, then staring up the Alley entrance to where a solitary gas
lamp burned he followed Murray into the Street without making a
sound.

 

cat watching.

 

After a few seconds and when the young Cat heard that they were
far enough away he popped its head out from under the sack then
cautiously, and without any sound moved into the centre of the
Alley flicking his tail slightly as he went. That 'kicker' he
decided was dangerous and he was sure that 'it' had somehow seen
him. Glancing around the Cat was sure that ’It had disturbed the
peace of this Alley with its silent stance, even the foolish mice
had somehow heard 'the-Kicker' and they were now quiet. The Cat had
finally come to the conclusion that the Alley was indeed a
dangerous place and would leave it immediately. Looking round he
flicked its tail once more and made to move off down into the
depths of the dark Alley. He was sure that Monstrous Tom Cat would
be long gone by now.



Then he heard a slight noise above him, but never had a chance to
look up. The Talon had him through the chest and spiked him to the
floor. He never had the chance to meow or cry out as he was dragged
up into the roof space, struggling weakly, he wanted his mum, and
her security again. As he died, the memory of the ’warmth he'd seen
earlier in the light came back to him and he felt joy again as a
dark loving blackness surrounded him. His limp lifeless body was
placed inside a gaping maw and the slightest crunch was heard
against the wind.

 

The Watcher from the roof space had his eye on that morsel all
evening and decided to eat. He had been sent here over fifty five
seasons ago after the information they got from 'the Traitor' and
was beginning to wonder if he would ever see anything in this rank
Alley, but tonight he had, and the predication had been
fulfilled.

 

He relayed the information in a ch'wave. To an onlooker it
sounded like leaves rustling in the wind with a slight 'click -
cliiick!' as they brushed over a Metal Pipe. Waiting for an
acknowledgement the Watcher looked forward into the Alley’s
entrance and the Night, but nothing happened. He was furious, his
message had failed. It had became corrupted. He quietly cursed this
wet country with its foul air and thick coal smoke. Now he'd have
to walk to 'the Relay Station' and that would take over twelve
Hours from here.

 

Sighing he settled back he'd give the 'Bad Meat' time to leave
the area before he regained himself. He reflected to himself that
his job, after all this time was done. Then froze with Fear! …The
'Bad Meat' had heard his failed ch'wave and one of them was
returning. How had they done that?

 

sounds like the wind.

 

Tra had caught up with Murray and they were half way down the
Street, both had spun round in a fraction of a second. Tra had his
arms raised in a defensive posture, whilst Murray just stood their
with his massive fist's clenched and ready.

 

"What the fuck was that?" whispered Tra through clenched teeth.
Murray just inclined his head into the foul air that was gently
blowing through the Alley and following them up the Street.
"Sounded like 'quick food' now!" he said. "More like '… fast food,
arrived!…" said Tra "And we've heard that statement Before!"

 

Murray nodded to himself in the Dark.

 

They both just stood there for a long time and stared into the
gloom. Neither moved and it seems neither did the World. In the
Dark all was tense and unmoving waiting for someone to make the
first Mistake. Tra shrugged his shoulders slightly to Murray then
slowly and without any noise moved back down the Street to the
Alley entrance. From the corner he looked in.

 

With his improved vision it was like looking at a back and white
negative, but there was nothing to be seen. As he strained to see
in the lower and higher wave lengths all he got for his effort was
a searing Headache. There was however a slight smell of blood in
the air and another smell of acid that he couldn't quite place.

 

Murray had silently come up behind him and also noted the smells
and the strange sound in the air, which seemed reluctant to leave.
"Something is Here!.." said Tra quietly now applying all his senses
into the gloom and trying to overcoming the nausea his Headache was
inducing.

 

Murray stood stock still in the dark staring past the Lamp post
and looking into the Darkness. After a short while he said "…Yes I
can feel it as well …But if we stay here chasing shadows our
deadline could slip!” He was quiet for a second then finished
saying "Tra! We haven't got time to find out! …We must go!
…Remember we have just Eight Hours before 'the Event' Come on, lets
go!" Murray then turned round and walked away up the Street again
saying "Come on Tra. Leave it, we don’t have time, we have to move
on!"

 

Tra stayed a while longer and stared hard one more time, then
realising there was nothing more to be seen he slowly turned around
and walked off into the gloom. ‘Something was there, and that was a
fact!’ he thought to himself and then continued in that vein 'But
what? could hide from Him? …Them? And in plain view?' He shock his
head and wished he hadn’t as his headache intensified with the
sudden movement .

 

what the?

 

From the high Ceiling in the Alley the Watcher saw the 'Bad
Meat' leave. He was shocked that 'Food’ could detect or even hear
him. Even 'Bad Smelling Food' like this. He'd almost made a fatal
error in his assignment.

 

Shaking with fear he resolved that 'the Overlord' must now be
made aware of their 'Arrival' …As it was 'Predicted' But the
Watcher was more concerned that no one had informed him their
abilities. Which must mean only one thing? No one had known of
their Abilities! …This 'Bad Meat' was different and he concluded it
was very, very dangerous. What they had just done must be unknown
to his commander and at all costs, he had to relay this information
back to him immediately!'

 

walk on!

 

Tra looked into the Night. It was windy and had started to rain,
dragging his Huge Leather Hat out of his Pocket he carefully put it
on. He thought as he did that the long walk to Newgate would no
doubt clear his headache, but it was currently thumping away inside
his head like a hammer on an anvil…

 

From the top of the Street Tra turned right onto the Main Road
and with a regular striding gait caught up with Murray. He smiled
at the lumbering back of Murray and thought to himself 'Does
nothing get him Down?', but unbeknown to Tra, Murray was also
deeply troubled by that incident in the Alley. Murray hadn't liked
it at all, but could nothing about it. So being 'Murray!' he put it
to the back of his mind.

 

As Murray walked he reflected to himself ‘Just a short while ago
I was in the year 2012 and now I’m in 1864 walking through shit, in
this cesspit called London. What went Wrong?’ and shock his head to
himself. Murray turned and waived to Tra as he caught up. Then
turning round again he stared forward and hunkering down picked up
his pace. He had a date with a Countess in Newgate and didn’t want
to be late.

 

walkies…

 

The Monstrous Tom Cat who was at the other entrance of the Alley
jumped down from the Upper Beam where he been sat all Day. He
looked back down the Alley flicked his tail once then turning
walked silently out into the Street and disappeared into the Wet
and Windy Night.

 










Chapter 2
three days earlier


Chapter Two

 

three days earlier.

 

Murray looked down and mumbled. He found himself sitting in the
court room waiting area in his Bowling Whites and felt like a right
idiot thinking to himself ‘…Just how had it all gone so badly
wrong?’

 

With his eyes on the floor he could see John Walkers highly
polished and very expensive black leather shoes and the bottom of
his pin stripped trousers. He glimpsed another pair of small
trainers one seat down from John.

 

Looking up briefly Murray saw the Blackman on his feet pointing
at him and all the while his Dreadlocks danced around his shoulders
in agitation. Murray saw in that instant John's deep brown eyes,
they had a searing burning anger in them and his face was flushed.
Murray quickly looked down again and considered John’s Shoes again.
Along with that expensive Pinstriped Suit and that Pink Silk Shirt
with huge overlapping lapels. It meant he had a income far in
excess of what a Blackman from the Low’s should have been earning.
He didn’t need a Law degree to work out that this John Walker was
indeed a Drug Dealer, and a successful one at that. It also meant
that he was, without a doubt a nasty piece of work, and Murray had
just upset him. For once Murray was glad the Cops were there
because he wouldn't want to be anywhere near this John Walker on an
Ordinary Day.

 

Casting his mind back Murray though through the events that lead
to this embarrassing spot he now found himself in. He remembered
leaving ‘the Bowlerama’ and with his mates, it was their end of
term binge. Next year they were all going to College. On the way to
the Mall they watched a Madman going crazy out side Joe’s Bar, and
he remembered watching with glee as one of the Cops got smacked in
the side of the head before the deranged man was dragged kicking
and screaming into the back of a Black and White. All the while he
was shouting at the top of his lungs about ‘Aliens! …Being amongst
us!’

 

As he walked into the Mall he heard on the news that the town
was completely ‘grid locked’ by a major accident on the turnpike.
So him and his mates had a Burger, but Murray had left them early
to find his Dad. On the way to the Court Room he’d meet the Old
Janitor ‘Smithy’ who was coming out of the store Cupboard under
‘the Great Marble Staircase’ at the time. Murray noted that the Old
Man was smart with his grey hair neatly combed down and his Blue
Court Tunic all pressed and buttoned up, but on closer inspection
Murray could see he was wearing his Maintenance Bib and Work Belt
underneath it. He had smiled at that.

 

          Smithy's
had coolly stared at Murray with his grey eyes from behind his wire
rimmed glass’s. Murray could see he was agitated about something
and he related to him that he was fixing the lock in the anti room,
but couldn't understand it as he'd replaced it yesterday, and yet
today it was broken again?

 

Murray remembered the old man shock his head staring at the new
barrel in his hand. Then shrugging he smiled up at Murray and went
on to tell him all about the case in front of the court and about
the drug dealers being held ‘in contempt’ and out side in ‘the
Court Room Waiting Area’ because of the cells situations. After
that Smithy that had given him a blow by blow account of the case.
Murray half way through the story became concerned about the State
Troopers who seemed to fill the Mall. He knew that their Busses had
got suck in the town’s ‘grid lock’ and they had all decided to sit
it out in the Mall, but what concerned him the most was one female
Officer who seemed to take an extra interest in them and he worried
that she might have over heard Smithy talk openly about a private
case in front of the Court.

 

Murray quickly ushered the Old man up the Stairs.

 

          With that
he remembered the moment he’d made his first mistake! It was on top
of the Stairs when he asked Smithy to tell ‘his Dad’ he would be
waiting for him in ‘the Court Room Waiting Area’.

 

Murray could have waited for ‘his Dad’ in the Sheriff’s Office
opposite and it was more comfortable, but he wanted to see these
Drug Dealers for himself. He had innocently walked through ‘the
Waiting Area’ looking for a seat. Passing the Deputies he assumed
that the two people either side of them were ‘the Prisoners’. At
that point Murray was amazed that the Drug Dealers were dressed in
the same grey jumpsuits, and they where both Girls! Smithy had
failed to mention that fact.

 

In Murray’s mind that made it more ‘Interesting’.

 

          He
remembered he quickly found a seat and sat down opposite the them,
but behind a potted dividing stand. Putting his Bag on the floor
beside him and sitting up slowly rubbing his Face with his Hands he
secretly surveyed the scene.

 

As he walked through he had already noted one of the girls was
'Black!' and he took the opportunity to sneer at her from behind
his Hands. He remembered looking down and saw with some
satisfaction they were securely hand-cuffed to the Sheriff’s
Deputies. With that he remembered weighing up the Deputies. One was
a Black Woman, the other was a White Man who he knew, and they both
looked very board.

 

The Blond haired, blue eyed Deputy sat bolt upright and ridged,
but looked dishevelled with a five o’clock shadow. In this light he
reminded Murray of a German. Murray noted his Regulation Cop Shades
were sticking out of his top shirt pocket and his hat was under his
arm. His fire arm, Murray saw was tucked out of the way under his
uniform. Murray knew this one well and he used to call himself 'the
Trainer' then just ‘Trainer‘.

 

          One night
coming back from Bowling, Murray had heard this Cop who was drunk
and drinking heavily with his cop Buddies in 'Joes Bar' proclaim
him self "…To be the finest ‘Trainer’ of Men you'll ever meet.” He
heard him go on to say that "… He trained ‘Negroes’ and ‘White
Trash’ to be respectful of the Law!… "

 

That night in the Bar Murray had committed his face to memory
and found out more about him from his Dad. His Father had told him
his real name was Bill Miller and that this ‘Officer’ had been up
in front of the Court and his Supervisor for umpteen Racial
Infringements and Citizenship Violations. He was about to be
suspended from the Sheriff’s department, but since he been
partnered with the Black Officer next to him he seemed to have
calmed down.

 

Recently he’d heard from his friend Teddy that this 'Bill
Miller' had just started calling himself 'Tra' and his friend
related the story of the night he was pulled over for an Auto
check. After listening to a tirade of abuse on being upper class
white trash, wasting his life and ‘swan-ning’ around in Daddies
car. He casually instructed Teddy to call him 'Officer Tra' then
sent him on his way with a ticket for a faulty rear light.'

 

Murray reflected further and thought 'Tra wasn't even a White
Man's Name! It was a Black-man’s name, the sort that ‘Drug’ dealers
from ‘the Lows’ use. It made no sense?'

 

At that point he remembered putting his Hands and Arms down and
crossing them across his chest, got comfortable then casually cast
his eyes to Tra’s Black Partner. He regarded this tall thin Black
Woman with her long semi frizzed hair, tied back. She had Brown
eyes, but they seemed the penetrating type. Some Cops have them and
this one defiantly did. She also had her Regulation Cop Shades
sticking out of her Breast pocket and her Hat under her Arm, but
below that her Gun was showing. Murray suspected she could draw and
shoot that in less that a second. She sat up right with some
confidence, but she also looked as tired as her partner.

 

Murray remembered he reconsidered her for a second and reckoned
she was about 'thirty something'. Smithy just knew her as the
arresting Officer and on the Charge sheet she was called Sergeant
Phillips. Smithy said she hide her age well, and by all accounts
from what Smithy had heard about her this afternoon, she was all
Right.

 

He remembered looking casually to the very quiet and restrained
young 'Black-girl’ who sat next to a very tall firm 'Black-man’.
Sitting there in ‘the Court Room Waiting Area’ Murray took a quick
look at the pair of them again.

 

This was the point that Murray had made his second and fatal
mistake because he’d got engrossed with them. He began staring
openly at both the Black Women and the Black Girl and then back to
the Black Woman. He considered the Black Deputy for a second and
although she wasn’t ugly, she wasn’t, by his standards pretty
either. He then glanced back to the ‘Black girl’ sitting there and
Murray considered she wasn’t the normal sort of Black person you
meet. She had a slightly crooked Aquiline nose, deep brown eyes and
semi frizzed shoulder length hair tied back. She was what his Dad
would call a ‘Nubian’.

 

At this point he cast his eyes over to ‘the Black-man’ again and
to Murray's horror he had stood up and was starring intently at
him.

 

          Murray
had been Caught.

          And now
the Blackman was hurling a torrent of abuse at him and asking if he
was getting enough of a Show!

 

Smithy had already told him that his name was 'John Walker' and
he was the one trying to set Bail for the drug dealers. Murray also
knew the Blackman was the Black girl’s brother. Her name he
remembered was 'Anabel‘ and he’d seen her before, but couldn’t
fathom where he’d seen her, or how he knew her name.

 

Smiling weekly at John, Murray looked over at the white girl
with thin black hair and blood shot light blue eyes, she had been
crying. He knew her alright, and he knew where, he knew her from.
She looked over to Murray focussing on the target of John's
agitation and took the opportunity to try to engage Murray in
conversation “…It was a fix!" she sobbed "… A frame up you know,
they ‘entrapped’ us. We was caught in a 'sting' operation…

          The
Deputies practically put the Drugs in our Hands…”

          Murray
reflected that he'd been to School with her. She was even in his
class, but she didn’t recognise him. Her name was 'Annie'
something!… He couldn't remember her last name. She'd changed in
the past few months since she quit school and started going
'Down-town' to ‘the Lows’. Down hill more like and fast from the
state of her.

 

Sitting there he sighed deeply to himself, but she wouldn’t shut
up and took that moment to glance over to ‘Officer Tra’ who she was
hand-cuffed to. The Deputy just smiled at him, with a knowing smile
and looked up to John who was still on his feet ranting. Murray
Looked back in John’s direction as well.

 

          …By now
John’s abuse had taken on a personal tone. He was now saying
“…Well? …Answer me! …Are you getting enough of a Show here? You…
Fat…. White…. Punk…. Of a Boy! …Well are You?… Pig Meat?”

 

Staring in bemusement at him Murray felt like a ‘Fat Jock’
sometimes and had no illusions about how fat he was. He knew it,
but he was the best American football ‘Quarter Back’ his ‘old High
School’ had, had for a long time, and he was going to College on a
Scholarship, based on the strength and agility on the field. So
with that in mind Murray knew how to deal with knocks and did the
only thing he could.

 

Standing up Murray looked to the left of John Walker, but the
owner of the small Trainers had gone. So cast his eyes back to John
and staring directly at him said “…I’m so sorry if I have offended
you in any way!” He then bent down and picked up his Bowling bag,
turned and moved further down the waiting Area to sit on another
chair whilst ignoring the tirade of abuse that was still coming
from John. At that point he heard Sergeant Phillips speak up for
the first time and she said to John in loud clear tones “Sit Down
John. Or I’ll Arrest You For ‘Breach of The Peace’, And You Can
Join Your Sister Next To Me!”.

 

John sat down, but continued to stare at Murray and a cold
silence ensued.

 

All Murray wanted to do now was go Home, but ‘the Day Judge’ was
running late with that case and 'the Night Judge' was stuck in the
gridlock. So, as no formal hand over could occur, and without that
Handover, all cases today would be void. They were all stuck in
limbo. He reflected on the T.V. Reporters words ‘It was the third
time this Month. And the Second Time Today!…’

 

Murray had bulked about the news earlier that day regarding that
Boy on his Bike being knocked down and killed on the Turnpike.
‘What was that Kids name?’ he thought and them the words of the
radio reporter came to him ‘the young boy — ‘Samuel Phillips’ — ‘He
was only ten, and had all his life to look forward to! What a
tragic Waste!…’ Murray shuddered, but from what he heard when he
came into the Mall earlier no one killed up there this time. ’So
that‘s a blessing.’ he mused. Murray then continued and thought to
himself '…One day they'll sort it out, put in the dual carriage way
and build that promised overpass to Shelbyville!. With that he
stared into the distance and noticed the young girl he was sat
opposite to.

 

She had thin brown haired and was still in her School Uniform.
Murray reckoned she was no more than thirteen perhaps fourteen, and
then made a connection. If Jim Olson the Court Appointed Defence
Lawyer was here, then this must be his daughter ‘Jane’. Jim Olson
like his Dad was a widower and one night his dad had spoken of her
plight, at length. He had told him about her Home life, and what
she was expected to do in the House. He  liked what he heard
one little bit, but it put into perspective the Jobs his Father
made him do round the House.

 

Looking at this forlorn girl here now. It would seem, that what
Murray’s Dad had told him, had only been half the story. Murray
speculated that she'd been dragged in tonight and told to stay here
by her Dad. This Jane was expected to wait here amongst these sort
of people? Whilst her Dad worked in the Court Room next door!
Murray felt a great sorrow for her plight.

 

Looking down he saw she was currently attempting to read a
Physics Book over her childish pink prescription glass’s they made
her brown eyes seem bigger. She had a Notepad and Pen in either
hand a Book balanced on her knee and her ridged school Bag was
beside her on the floor. Then Murray realised that she was trying
to do her course work for School and was exasperated that her
Father also expect her to do her homework in this environment as
well.

 

'What a Bitch…' he thought '…Having a Dad like That!' and then
continued in the same vein '… What a bitch having a Dad as a Judge,
but at least my Dad isn’t as bad as hers!…' and then looked round
sadly at the lost souls at the waiting area. From what he saw in
here tonight, and from what Smithy had told him. His dad 'the Right
Honourable Judge White' was in for a late sitting. With that
thought he smiled bitterly to himself, closed his eyes and hunkered
down to get some sleep. He knew it was going to be a late night,
but he didn't know how late he was going to be.

 

He vividly remembered looking up at the clock, and it said
08:59pm:

 

In the Court Room.

 

Judge James White, the Clerk Mrs Jones, the Sheriff Matt Branson
and the defence Lawyer Jim Olson were in 'sidebar'. They were in a
huddle over the Bench discussing the option of giving the girls
being held outside bail. Currently the Judge had his hand over the
pick-up Mike so what was being said was 'Off' the Record! To the
left of the Court Room the stenographer’s hands were poised over
her machine, but not moving.

 

The Girls where currently being held outside the Court Room
because they had upset the proceedings inside. The Judge had
ordered them to be held outside as the only functioning Police Cell
was occupied. He'd like to cite them with 'Contempt of Court', but
resisted the urge because he had no where legally sanctioned, he
could send them to.

 

The system was being played against itself, but for a quiet life
the Judge could see no way round this 'slight legal problem!' And
no one could give, or see any good reason why the Girls couldn't be
Bailed. Even though they were obnoxious enough to warrant jailing
just for their attitude in Court earlier, but what worried the
Judge most was the amount of Money that John Walker. Anabel's
brother was waiving around. It made the Judge and the Sheriff very,
very uncomfortable.

 

The Court Clerk Mrs Jones lifted up her glass’s and readjusted
the string she had them tied round her neck. Tutting she looked at
the Judge directly and said “Just do it and give them Bail" she
said "… And then we can all go Home, or at least attempt it!… The
‘sting’ accusation wont decry from the fact that they were in
Possession!” She huffed. She’d seen it all before and couldn't see
what was bothering them.

 

“You’re right…” the Judge said “…But I must check all options
here, and that includes other forms of restraint… ” and paused,
then went on “… Because the criminal charge of dealing is very
serious.” With that he looked away from her considering his
options, taking his mind off from the girls outside for a second he
asked Matt how Mark and Jim dealing with the 'John Doe' incident.”
He reasoned that If that cell was empty then the Girls could be
delt with by the Sheriff and his Department, and not him!

 

Matt looked at the Judge wearily he knew what was on his mind
and said that 'the Doctor' had restrained him and the State
Ambulance should be here in about four hours, we think, but they,
like everything else around here, was stuck in, on, or around the
Turnpike.

 

The Judge sighed again, and changing the Subject said to Matt
"Any sign of that Maniac who backed that truck into the Jail House
yet?" Matt said No, but his second in command Deputy Jones was
looking in to it, and he assumed he was long gone by now!

 

Jim Olson interrupted and said "Yes! - Very commendable Matt -
But 'Your Honour'. That doesn't help ‘My Clients!’ Who are now as
we speak being detained outside this very Court Room!…"

 

"Yes, You’re Right!…" said Judge White somewhat annoyed with Jim
"So!…" he began at length "…Dealing with the girls in temporary
detention outside the Court Room was a matter of some Importance!…
" and looked directly at Jim as he spoke "…‘The Liberal Law’ states
that Bail can only be set if they were held in the Sheriff’s Cells,
a sanction place for such transactions, the fact that are now
before the court is no fault of their own. So I‘m inclined to Bail
them as if they were detained in the Jail.” Do you have any
objections if the Bail is set here Jim?. Jim shock his head and
said “He didn’t, and he would waive his clients right to be
processed in the Sheriffs Office‘s…”

 

Judge White nodded and said “..If they where in a holding Cell
it would have happened already. Being as I’m setting Bail I’m
obliged to set a date for their primary hearing for tomorrow.".

 

Jim nodded again.

 

The Judge paused and looked closely at the Sheriff "…Are you
absolutely sure of your case Matt? Can you prosecute for Dealing or
are we looking at plain Possession?… "

 

Sighing deeply Matt said "… We are 80% sure of ‘Dealing Charge’,
because as you know, there are irregularities that need to be
established in this case. We need to find the identity of the
alleged third officer who was supposed to have entrapped ‘Your
Clients’ Jim…” With that he smiled at Jim and continued “…This
alleged third Officer was supposed to have got the Minor to ask
‘Your Client’s’ for the Drugs …And lets not forget ‘Your Clients’
did provide her with them!” He looked smugly at Jim.

 

“This nine year old girl!…” said the Judge looking at Matt and
then to Jim “…Where is she?”. “Vanished…” said Matt quickly “…I
suspect it was just ‘a scam’ to confused the arrest process.”

 

Jim responded slowly and with deliberation “…It wasn’t ‘a scam’
and I’ll be bring her to Court when and if the trial Date is ever
Set! …And she’ll be a primary Witness! …To this abortion of
Justice.”

 

Matt eyed him and said “…That’ll look good, wont it, a nine year
old girl who’s a Registered Drug Addict testifying on ‘Your
Clients’ behalf and in front of a ‘Tri State Jury’….

 

Jim said quickly and his defence “…Never the less it was ‘a
sting‘, and that fact alone makes the entire arrest Illegal and
You!” he pointed at Matt “…Are a co-conspirator, and I’ll prove
it.”

 

Judge White sighed saying “…We need to see the Officers Car
Video evidence for confirmation! and this matter can be tied up
Now!”

 

Matt looked from Jim to the Judge and replied “…It's being
processed by a separate Agency to avoid a charge of corruption or
tampering and was currently stuck on the Turnpike…" With that he
cast a searing glance back at Jim "… but the charge of Possession
is 100%… " he finished off smugly.

 

Jim Olson piped up that "… As you know!" he began "… 'the
Liberal Law' forbids the detaining of an Innocent Person. If you
jail or detain under Possession that person is deemed to be
suffering from a sickness and you'll be locking up a Victim! And
may I remind you that a person classed under the ‘Law’ as 'ILL' and
should be treated in a Hospital… "

 


	"That's not what I meant and you know it." said Matt and
continued          
"Dammed 'Liberal Law' makes it so you can't hold anybody for any
Reason."



 

"…It's the Law!" said Jim.

         

Matt was about to resort when Judge White waived them both to
silence and said “…Enough!”. Sighing he saw no other option and
decided to set Bail saying to them all 'sidebar' was over, with
that he got them all to step back and assume their positions of
their respective desks. Taking his hand off the pick-up Mike he
looked to the Court and said "…I’m going to Bail the defendants and
set a Judicial Hearing at the same time, with the defence’s
approval…“

 

Jim nodded saying “The Defence Approves of this Action!”.

 

Judge White continued “…Set for? …” He looked to Mrs Jones who
had returned to her desk and was checking ‘the Planner’. She looked
up and said “…The Next ‘Tri State Jury’ slot is in three weeks time
at 3 o'clock in the afternoon…"

 

          Shaking
his head and sighing deeply, the Judge looked up to the Court and
said loudly "…The defendants will be Bailed under a security Bond
to appear on that Day. I’m going to, with the said approval of
Defence, Bail them, and set their ‘Primary Hearing’ for Tomorrow at
10 o‘clock in the morning.” Pausing he looked round and continued
“…I'm setting their Bond at four thousand Dollars.” Jim still
standing looked up with a smile on his face. Then Judge White
continued “…Each! Do we Agree?" Jim shoulders slumped and nodded.
Matt's face was thunder, but he also nodded in compliance. Then the
Judge knocked his Gavel down on his sound block saying “So be it!…
Case adjourned… .” his voice trailed off.

 

          This was
all to much for Matt and he couldn't hold it in saying "John
Walker's Money is drug Money, and it wasn't right!".

 

          Again the
Judge wearily said "…Then prove it Matt?".

 

          Matt
shrugged "…As I said ‘Matt’ Case Adjourned." the Judge continued
hitting his ‘gavel’ down again as Matt tried to intercede yet
again.

 

          Jim Olson
was pleased, nodded to the Judge and sat down. Tomorrow he would
appeal to the upper Ring Court and would have this case thrown out.
He considered to himself he may even have his clients compensated
for wrongful arrest at the same time. The Sheriffs insightful
comments he just uttered then, was unwittingly 'ON' the Record and
he could site Judicial collusion, Slander and Bias by the Sheriff
against his clients. All in all this was a good result.

 

          Judge
White looked to Jim's with some revulsion and asked Matt to
approach the Bench. He covered the pick-up Mike and said quietly to
the Sheriff "…On Another Matter 'Matt' Your Deputy Jones is causing
some problems with his obsession and investigations over the
'Holy-Man-Serial-Killer'. I've had a report that he's been asking,
shall we say, 'inappropriate' questions at my Golf Club?"

 

Matt shrugged.

 

          Judge
White continued "…He seems to think that the Manager up there might
know more that he does! Now I have no objection to him doing his
Job, but he was engaged in a full blown 'row' with him in the
Reception and there were witness's to what was described as his
childish Outburst. A little bit of advise here Matt! …Rein Him
IN!…"

 

Matt nodded to the Judge. His Deputy was becoming Careless.

 

The Judged nodded back and brining his Gavel down of his Block
said “Court Adjourned!…”, but as he stood up he realised the Court
Bailiff was no where to be seen, or found? …He couldn't leave the
Court with out this etiquette being upheld and he’d just closed the
court as was prescribe under Law, but only the Bailiff could
declare the Court Room closed for the current session.

 

Already all the cases today before Court could be a 'Void!’. As
the  Bailiff wasn't present in Closing the Court Room
proceedings.  Then a banging noise was then heard from the
rear of the Court Room. The Bailiff Smithy had locked himself in
the Mini Jury’s Anti room and couldn’t get out.

 

The defence Lawyer Jim looked up and turned round scanning the
Court Room. Then cast his eyes towards the rear of the Court Room
where that Banging was coming from and smiled. He then cast his
eyes back to what he was doing and his smile got broader as the
debacle unfolded in front of him. And mused to himself ‘Under the
Liberal Law all Courts must be open and manned Twenty Fours Hours a
Day and certain procedures had to be upheld, within that duration,
and what he was seeing wasn’t one of them.’ Jim looked to the front
of the Court and noticed that Mrs Jones was urging Judge White to
open the Court again, whilst the Sheriff Matt Branson looked on
bemused at what was going on. At this Jim’s smile became a mile
wide.

 

The Defence Lawyer Jim Olson recovered and quickly looked down.
He became serious and wiped the grin off his face in case anyone
else saw it. Not only would he get his clients ’Off from that
idiots Sheriffs trumped up Charges, but he'd defiantly get them
both a large payout in compensation for stress.

 

          …
And inside his dark thoughts, was one and it shone brighter than
all the rest put together, and that was this. He could prove
negligence against Judge White in his handling of this case and
collusion with the Law Officers. He would finally be able to get
rid of him once and for all. Replacing him with someone more
amenable to the Towns financial needs.

 

Currently there were about Ten other People in the Court Room
including Two very bored Newspaper Reporters. Who began to slowly
realise another story might be about to unfold, as the Hubbub of
the Officials, especially Mrs Jones in the front of the bench began
to get louder.

 

Then the Court Room fell silent and they all looked round at a
commotion that grew outside. With that the Courts Room Doors where
kicked in.

 

blown away by it all.

 

The Two Arab Boys in black business suits walked into the Court
Rooms’ waiting area. One of them looked down at Murray who was
dozing. The other looked past the restrained Girls and the Officers
and focussed his attention on the closed Court Room Doors.

 

Abdul and Mohammed were walking in the Glory of God's Good Grace
and about to join him in Heaven. They had been blessed by their
Church pastor Peter five hours earlier and had performed the
cleansing ritual as stipulated in the new Qur’an United Tri Church
Revision.

 

They were now Soldiers of God 'On-A-Quest' and about to lay down
their lives for 'the Cause' …And that cause was for the total
abolishment of 'the Liberal Law'. Every Church in the Land, all the
Mullah's and Pastor's preached for its Repeal. The ground swell of
opinion was that it was being abused by social scum, the criminal
under class's and especially Organised Crime who’s influence now
reached into local Town Councils, and State Offices.

 

          …All
criminal groups that came under the scrutiny of the Law made full
use of it and were always released without charge. The Liberal Law
and its abuse’s in the Courts had begun to cause the destruction of
the very Society it was constructed to Protect. The Law was
originally designed to defend the Civil Population from the
excesses of the Judiciary, but it had been hijacked.

 

It was becoming unsafe to go out at night anywhere in the United
States as armed Drug Gangs ruled the Streets after Sundown …And
they did so with impunity knowing ‘the Liberal Law’ would protect
their Rights!

 

          …
All the United Church's were now rallied up against it and for
years had tried by Peaceful means to get it removed from the
statute Books, but had given up on getting it repealed after ‘the
Legislature’ threatened to ban all organisations that questioned
laws passed by the Government of the Day.

 

‘The Judicatory’ together with the ‘First’ and ‘Second’ house of
Representatives called such groups ‘terrorists’ and in a combined
statement cited the First Amendment, Section One and the Sixth
Amendment, Section Nine as a declaration that such opposition was
an attack against the United States itself.

 

The United Church had been forced to secretly formalised a plan
and gave it a name. It was 'the Zebra Defence League'. They gave it
full reign and allowed it to grow up on its own, without restraint
from their Authority. It alone had been given a free mandate to
cripple the legal system and so force the repeal of this hated and
corrupt Law. It [ the League ] would use as many Soldiers in the
struggle as it needed to bring down the Buildings and
infrastructure of the Law of the Land.

 

          … In
the end, the League resorted to sending out Legions of their finest
on suicide missions in the hope of Shaming the Legal System into
submission. It ordered out its Bombers every chance it got, to
strike against ‘the Judiciary’ and the corruption it had begun to
spawn. In spite of, and because of the League's attacks, the
situation had gotten worse and became more inflamed as the
result.

 

So it was against this backdrop that Mohammed and Abdul wearing
personal Bomb Vests where going to strike a blow against the
corrupt Justice System:

 

          …
And in their minds they worked, for Allah', their Church, the
People of their Great Nation and especially 'the Zebra Defence
League'.

 

As Mohammed went to open the Door the Deputy on the side said
“You can’t go in the Courts is ‘Sitting!’…” but he ignored the
Officer and went to fling open the Doors The Deputy still retrained
to the Prisoners went to stand up but Annie dragged him back down.
He alone could not stop them. Abdul followed Mohammed into the
Court Room and slamming the Door shut behind looked towards the
Court.

 

With the Door to their backs they both looked up to Allah' … Put
their Fists in the Air and started to shouted "… For The Zebra
League!…"

 

Their voices were drowned out by the Fire Alarm that went off at
that same exact moment. They were so shocked and paralysed by the
nerve jangling inhuman volume of the Noise they that never
activated their Bomb Belts.

 

swap shop.

 

The Bombers just stood there frozen mid stream by that terrible
Sound. It seemed abnormally loud and the resonance began to hurt
their Ears. Then the Lights went out and the dim Emergency Lighting
came on. The Court Room was plunged into a dim grey outline that
made it hard to see.

 

…For a split second, like a thunder bolt, there was a bright
flash and all at once the Court Room was bathed in a green light
that seemed to surround and trap them. It was coming from a giant
Green Screen that occupied the entire expanse in front of the from
floor to ceiling and it had appeared not twelve feet in front of
them. Displayed on it was the Court Room and what looked like and
explosion that ripped from them into vast Room knocking every one
off their feet. As the dust enveloped outward the screen became a
grey swirling green mass. Then inside the swirling dust people were
now seen getting up and scrambling out of the rear ‘Exits.’

 

Abdul and Mohammed just stood there mesmerised by it …Then
before either of them realised the screen began to close in on
their position and it was Hot they could feel the heat coming of it
as it got closer. It had them trapped.

 

…Someone then grabbed them from behind and ushered them roughly
out through the main Doors. It was the Old Court Bailiff 'Smithy'.
He was trapped behind the Anti Room at the back of the Court trying
to get out and had finally fixed the lock when they burst in. He
hadn't seen their Dramatic Entrance.

 

Stupefied they allowed themselves be guided out into the Waiting
Area, but saw another Green Screen across the Waiting Room area
that lead to ‘the Great Marble Stair Case‘. This Huge Screen also
had an image of Dust and Debris swirling around on it and this one
like the other one in the Court Room one was red hot and slowly
moving down the waiting area burning the seats as it went.

 

In the dim emergency light Smithy saw the Cops and their
Prisoners, John Walker, a young girl and Murray. They where on
their feet staring at the encroaching Wall of Death getting closer,
and closer, and they were all bewildered and paralysed on the spot.
None of them knew what to do next.

 

“…THE ONLY WAY OUT WAS THROUGH THE LIBRARY'…” shouted Smithy
“…BUT THE DOORS ARE LOCKED…” he gave this information over the by
now ear piercing Fire Alarm. The Court Room doors slammed shut
behind them with a dull thud. Smithy looked to his left and cursed
because he knew that the door to the Counsellors Offices was Bolted
from the Inside. He knew that because he was the one that had
bolted them earlier. He eyed the Glass Doors and figured one of the
Cops could shot the lock off, to open them.

 

Looking over in near panic at the Glass Doors John Walker
grabbed both Handles and yanked backwards on them, only to find
they where open, and with that he fell flat on his back on the
Floor. Smithy was flabbergasted those Doors should have been
locked. John Walker on the floor was ignored by the Officers and
their Prisoners as they pulled the Doors open and raced past
him.

 

Murray stopped to help him to his feet.

 

As the Officers and their Prisoners ran into the Library they
ran past the Desk with its Microfiche Monitor on and they all
noticed the young Blond haired white Girl by the Spiral Staircase
next to the Rostrum. Phillips noticed she was dressed in a blue
skin tight three quarter length flared dress and was standing quite
still. She found this strange behaviour to exhibit in a fire, but
ran on.

 

From the other side of the Room the Girl calmly nodded to the
two Law Enforcement Officers who were by now dragging the
handcuffed girls along. She watched closely and with interest as
the Officers disappeared round the Partition. They stopped running
at the Corner and looked back for the Others.

 

Anabel's brother was the next to shoot past the Desk, he stared
dully at her as he stumbled after the Cops and his Sister round the
Partition. He had disengaged himself from Murray and had pushed
past him to be in next.

 

Murray then Jane went past next stealing a glance before they
also ran on.

 

A moment later the Arab Boys, being pushed along by Smithy
appeared then disappeared from view, all three were open mouthed at
the girls calm demur in the face of a fierce Fire that they were
all trying to escape.

 

At the corner Smithy shouted "THERE'S A 'FIRE EXIT' IN THIS ROOM
OVER THE OTHER SIDE OF THE LIBRARY PARTITION. ITS ON THE BACK WALL
IT GOES DOWN SOME STAIRS INTO THE MALL…" Smithy stopped and then
asked him self why he had just shouted?

 

From round the Partition they all made a mad dash for the Door
coming out into view again of the Girl who they could now see stood
next to a Large Silver Globe that was suspended inside silver
tentacles that seemed to billow out of the floor. Smithy glanced
side ways at it and thought ‘When did the remove the Statue of
President Madison and his wife Dolly and install that
Monstrosity?’.

 

The group all huddled around the Fire Exit Door. It was there as
Smithy said, but it was just Door Frame with a painting of the
'Fire Exit Door' in the middle of it. Tra just started at it in
disbelief he even tried to push down on the Door Handles in the
Painting. Smithy said the obvious “It’s a bloody Painting!” he
said. Panic ensued as they all realised they were trapped. “We‘re
screwed!” said Tra turning. “Wait!…” said Smithy and for the first
time he noticed the Noise! - That terrible noise had stopped. In
fact it had stopped when they'd entered the Library he also
realised that the normal lights were on. In fact he considered it
was all very calm in here.

 

          …Then
looking back Smithy saw that the blond haired girl still hadn't
moved and said “I think she might have some answers.” he quietly
turned and walked back to the Desk, the rest of them followed and
one by one stood still round the desk waiting for someone to say
something.

 

The Deputies and their Prisoners paused for a second then
ignoring the Blond girl walked past the Desk and on towards the
Glass Library Doors where they’d just entered the Library a few
seconds ago. What greeted them made them stare in horror and total
bemusement. None of them could believe their eyes. The girls in tow
where pulling back at the Officers restraints and both were
screaming hysterically "No way! - NO WAY!" said Annie. " No way! -
NO WAY! - NOO! FUUCKKING!! WAYYY!!!" repeated the quiet Black girl.
It was the first time she’d made any noise.

 

The Door they had just come through was also a painting nestled
inside the Frame, but this showed a view of what would be the other
side of the Glass Door. It showed a swirling green smoke that was
beginning to thin and inside the mist was the smashed and wrecked
court room waiting area.

 

Tra could see through the dust to the Court Room proper and if
he squinted he could just make of the high Stained Glass Window
that occupied the Rear Wall of the Court Room.

 

As one the Arab Boys, Smithy, Murray, Jane and John turned away
from the girl on the Rostrum and made their way towards the Library
Doors to see what the handcuffed girls were making such a fuss is
about. Dumbfounded like the Deputies they all just stared at the
Door Painting.

 

Tra seemed to snap out of it and turning says to them all “She
must know something about all this!” and inclines his head towards
the Library and the blonde haired girl. With that Tra turned into
the Library dragging Annie behind him and the rest of the people
meekly follow him. Carefully and with caution Tra walked down into
the Library’s well and stood in front of the girl who seemed to
tower over him. Everyone crowded round behind him.

 

          … He
noticed in all this time the girl hadn’t moved and quietly remain
fixed to the spot saying nothing. That action alone radiated calm,
but this close to her Tra could see she was nervous, and she licked
her lips frequently, but it was her strong blue penetrating eyes he
found disturbing. They seemed to look at everyone at once. Tra
found this uncomfortable and looking around noticed there was
another Door along the Wall. This was a standard connecting Door
and knew it lead to ‘the Councils Meeting Room‘. He dragged Annie
along with him and yanked at the locked Door a few times. Turning
he shock his head as he looked back at Phillips. She just inclined
her head for him to come back to the group. Annie squirmed behind
him and let out a Sob!

 

          The Girl
on the Rostrum watched Tra and Annie and allowed her gaze to return
to the group who she slowly regarded with keen interest. Then she
stepped out from under the Silver Globe and stood in front of them
with her Arms behind her back. The Girl cleared her throat and says
with some confidence in her voice. "Welcome! …My name is Romana…
”

 

Tra looked hard at her from the other end of the Library by the
locked door and said with rising panic in his voice "… What the
fucks happening here? …And what the fucks is going on?" then he
walked back towards this Romana drawing his gun at the same time.
Then levelling it at her he shouted “I SAID WHAT THE FUCKS GOING
ON?”. At this Sergeant Phillips with Anabel in tow stepped out in
front of him and calmly put a restraining hand on his shoulder she
told him to put his gun away, as this isn’t the time, we have
responsibilities and to just cool it. Tra looked her in the eyes
and nodding sheathed his gun.

 

Sergeant Phillips turning went over to one of the two Benches in
front of the Rostrum and took her handcuffs off Anabel then
immediately re-cuffed her to the seat. Tra did the same with Annie
and spins round to Romana again saying "…I said Bitch! …What the
fucks going on here? …And what the fucks going on with that poxy
painted Door? …And why the fuck was that fucking outside 'FIRE EXIT
DOOR' painted inside the fucking frame, and why isn’t it a real
fucking Door?…"

 

With this Sgt. Phillips steps back and lets Tra run his mouth.
It's the way she's done it with her partners for years and sees no
reason to screw with a good system here, but in doing so she
noticed from the corner of her eye the honest civilians, that they
weren’t used to dealing with, and they where getting panicky at
seeing an Officer of the Law shouting, swearing and in their eyes
he seemed to be loosing it. Phillips sighed and realises she'll
have to 'switch him off!' and try another approach with this girl
Romana.

 

…But before she could do anything else John Walker crossed the
floor and said to the girl Romana "…Look! who ever you are? Do you
know something that can you get us out of here? I have to get my
Sister and her friend home … And I've an urgent meeting to
attend!…"

 

"Yer!…" said Sgt. Phillips smiling "Meeting all your 'Krack
heads' and 'Dealers' are we? Or are you negotiating for some more
supplies!…". John turned and sneered at her saying "…Proof Nigger
Fuckin’ Piggy Bitch! is what you don't have!…" then looking to Tra
who was walking over to back up Phillips he pointed to him sneering
“… Back off you Mother Fuckin’ Pig! …You Ain’t got any grounds for
an arrest, and you fuckin' know it… Filth!"

 

Tra growled with anger and said "Wanna' bet! Let's try breathing
without a fuckin’ permit, living, and being an all round piece of
fuckin' drugged up Shit! …Shall we?…And that’s Just for Beginners!
You Black Mother Fucker!…". John stepped back and knew this Tra was
a nasty character, but so was he when his back was to a wall, and
he felt it was against a wall right now! John was feeling
frustrated and glanced to Murray saying “…Still Enjoying The Show,
Fat Boy? Well are we? I should smack you Fat Arse for insulting my
sister like that. In fact I think I will find you when all this is
all over…”. Murray just looked down at his feet and mumbled.

 

Sgt. Phillips had enough of this and stepped in front of John
putting her hand on the hilt of her Gun saying “…You know who I
fucking am, and what I can do to you’re miserable black Arse!
Currently you are in breach of the Law by threatening a member of
the Public in a Public building!…” John looked round at Murray and
sneered, but stepped back. Phillips continued “…I’m inclined to
over look it because of the situation we found ourselves in. So
cool it and leave Judge Whites Son alone!“ John‘s face became ashen
when he realised who Murray was and sat down. Phillips went
on“…We’re all in this fix, not just you!…” Phillips then looked
back towards Tra and told him to do the same. Tra stepped back, but
was still looking at John with venom in his Eyes. 'Ohhh Just one
crack at him, that's all I need!' he thought.

 

Romana just eyed them all and in a loud voice said. "QUIET! -
Sit down! - Please! - I have a story to tell you ALL! - Officer
'Tra'! - Please take a seat. 'Jane' please join ‘John’ and sit.
'Sgt. Phillips',  ‘Smithy’, ‘Mohammed’, ‘Abdul’, ‘Murray’
Please sit! It will all make sense when you hear what I have to
say". With that they looked at each other in surprise. How did she
know their names? And they all started to protest this time.

 

Again Romana asked them ‘Sit and Listen!’, but Tra couldn't
contain himself. He whirled round said "… Fuck This!" and then went
over to the Council Chambers Door. He pulled out his gun and fired
at the lock. Nothing happened. His Gun went 'click!' He fired again
and it just went 'click!' again. His gun wouldn't Fire!

 

Sgt. Phillips quietly joined him and pulled her own weapon, she
also took aim at the lock and fired. Again nothing happened.
Panicking she pulled the trigger again …And Again … And Again,
but the gun wouldn’t work. She spun round and faced Romana. "OK -
Bitch!" she spat! "… Now I'm pissed. Open this fucking Door.
NOW!…".

 

"I can't!” said Romana “…I don't have the Key".

 

Sgt. Phillips and Tra looked to each other winked and returned
to the group replacing their Guns as they did. They knew she was
hiding something because she was nervous about it and it probably
has something to do with the Door. They hadn't finished yet and
came over to confront this slip of a girl who seemed to be taunting
them.

 

Standing in front of Romana Sgt Phillips said "…I'm going to
conduct a personal search on You! …I don’t believe you don’t have a
key to that Door!" with that she put her Hand on Romana's shoulder.
Then found herself sitting on the Floor. On seeing this Tra went to
pull his Night Stick. It was out of his hand in a flash. The next
thing he felt was it being hit hard across his shin and a second
later he was rolling around on the floor in pain next to Sergeant
Phillips, but that didn’t stop him from shouting abuse at
Romana

 

Phillips turned and looked at him in amazement. “What the fuck
just happened?” she said. Tra shook his head and looked up
dumbfounded with the pain slowly subsiding. Slowly and with great
care Phillips helped him to a wooden library chair where he sat,
still rubbing his shin.

 

Sgt. Phillips then looked back up to Romana who had turned her
back on them and stepped back onto the Rostrum. Romana hoped to
regain the higher ground with these Neanderthals and turning she
said in a loud clear voice "…Now Please Sit!” she paused then
continued as if talking to children “…And I'll let you all know
what just happened to You! …And you will all listen!" As she said
this Romana casually put Tra's night stick on the Rostrum next to
her.

 

Tra and Sgt Phillips along with the others sat on the Library
Chairs facing the Rostrum. They had no idea what had just happened.
Nor had the rest of the group, but Romana had got all their
attention and they all sat quietly waiting and listening. "Now!… "
she said looking round "… On Friday June the 29th 2012. That's
Today’s Date!…” she looked round unsure at this point. Then
continued “…Two young Men enter the Duesville Court building at
10:03 pm and blow themselves up for 'The Zebra League'. The
‘Leagues Main Edict’ was in fact its ‘Only Edict’ and that was
cause no civilians casualties ever, during any action, or attack on
the Judiciary. So with that in mind the League Planners got the
Duesville Bombers to place themselves at the back of the Court Room
with the Doors closed, at which point they was to detonated their
Belts!… The plan was to Martyr themselves and in the process cause
Maximum damage to the Court Room…"

 

Romana looked directly at Abdul and Mohammed and said "…By the
way you can take them off Now! … They like the Officers
guns … Wont work in here."

 

Smithy who was behind them jumped up and fell backwards over his
chair cursing as he went "You? …You're Bombers? …You Bastards!!
…You dammed fucking Zebra Bastards … And I helped You? …You
Fuckin‘ Bastards!" he repeated. For a Fifty Nine Year old he moved
with some grace and in his agitated state ripped off his Court
Tunic and Belt and threw them to the ground. Wearing just his
Maintenance Bib and Blue Shirt he stepped round to the side of Arab
boys with both of his fists upraised and ready, he wanted to Punch
something and they’d do!…

 

Phillips and Tra were also on their feet and with their guns
drawn shouting and instructing Abdul and Mohammed to "Get down! -
GET DOWN!!! - NOW!!!…"

 

The Arab Boys just sat staring sheepishly at Romana.

 

"Huhrumm!…" said Romana "… For the Second time of saying - YOUR
GUNS DON'T WORK HERE!… " and with lighting speed she leapt off the
Rostrum grabbed both guns out of the Deputies hands and was back on
the Rostrum in a blink of an eye! Both guns were now laying next to
Tra’s night stick.

 

Everyone stood up and just stared in stunned silence and this
time they saw what she did. Tra keep looking at his empty hand and
asked himself 'How the fuck did she do that?'

 

"Right!… " said Romana looking at the Arab Boys "… Mohammed!
Abdul!! Your belts, NOW!… " and held out her left hand. Abdul and
Mohammed stood up taking their belts off as they did and went to
the Rostrum putting them in Romana's open hand.

 

With that they returned to their seats and sat quietly back
down. They were now both in total shock at what had transpired in
the last ten minutes and said nothing more. Mohammed thought '…
This hadn't gone to Peter's plan at all!'

 

"Everybody! Please SIT!!… " said Romana raising her voice.

 

Smithy picked up his Chair, Tunic and Belt then moved to the
other side of the room slumping back down on the Seat, glaring at
Abdul and Mohammed as he did. Everyone else pulled their chairs up
and sat down facing this blond haired child as they did.

 

Romana looking round the room the began to speak again "… The
story goes like this!" she continued after a slight pause allowing
themselves to get comfortable. When the room finally fell silent
and she was convinced that she had their attention "… I Repeat!
…The story goes like this! … The explosion though small was
big enough to topple that Court Room Wall. Killing all the people
in the waiting area!…" Stunned silence now filled the Room.

 

"Yes…" said Romana "…You were all killed in the explosion,
You're all Dead!”

 

"This is a Crock of Shit!… " said Murray speaking for the first
time "… I'm Here! …And I'm Alive!… "

 

"You are for Now!… " said Romana looking down "… But let me
continue. I am from what you would call 'your' future and I'm here
to recruit you for a Job we have, but before I tell you about the
Job let me tell you of your local History as I know it!… and I'll
use the ‘AD’ reference of time you employ."

 

The Silence in the room now told Romana she could continue.

 

"… This Bombing was without a doubt the worst exposure 'the
Zebra League' could have had, and it was this one act alone that we
estimated that took down 'the League'. In 2013 AD just one year
after the Bombing. Public opinion finally went against the League
and President Madison the VIII. Who was the most inept and
unpopular President in History!” Everyone in the room fidgeted and
nodded at that.

 

Romana looked at them and went on “…Madison using a corrupt
Judge!” She cast a glance at Murray, but said nothing “…Using this
Judge he got a legal ruling that allowed the Judiciary under a
loose interpretation pertaining to ‘the Association Act’, to bring
to trial in a Court of Law 'the United Church' and indirectly 'the
League'.

 

         
…Incredibly even by the corrupt standards of this age 'the
Organisation' was found Guilty of Treason against the State, but no
person was ever in the dock to be tried, or defend themselves! And
to cap it all the Defence was appointed by Madison himself because
he said in the House that as the Church was an Organisation
protected under the Amendments that as alone as head of the State,
he would defend it.

 

Now this is where it gets really strange. Treason against the
State still carried the Death penalty and as the United Church that
was found Guilty. It’s head on Earth was deemed to be responsible
for the crime and as Mr James Younger [ Senior ] was considered to
be the Head of the Organisation. It was him who was sentenced to
Death! …in that Court Room.”

 

Mohammed, Abdul and Annie jumped up at this saying “No!”. Annie
looked to the Arab Boys and said “NO! …That can’t Happen!… He’s a
good Man”. “Yes!” said Romana quietly “It did …happen.” and
continued once they had calmed down and resumed their seats.

 

“An elite snatch squad took him out of an armed Villa killing
every one on site in the early hours of the morning on the 1st of
December 2014. By all accounts as the history is vague, but what
was left of Mr Younger after almost a Month in Jail wasn’t a pretty
sight.

 

His Holiness 'the Pope' of 'the Tri Church of America' was
publicly Hung in the L'Enfant Plaza in Washington DC on Christmas
Day in 2014 AD by two middle aged women called themselves ‘the
Calcraft Spinsters’… . and they botched the job leaving Mr Younger
to swing for some ten minutes before he eventually stopped
wriggling and died!..”. Annie had tears in her eyes at this and
said “This isn’t real…”. Mohammed and Abdul just sat in stony
silence. Mohammed thought ‘This is crap, that couldn’t possibly
Happen!… ’

 

Romana went on “…The Sisters clam to fame was of a direct
ancestral connection to a Hangman in the 1800’s. Their names have
gone down in History as the shortest living Hangmen ever. On new
years Day the following week they were found gutted and hanging
upside down from Lamp Post’s in the same Square. It was later
discovered that they had been gutted alive and left to die a
horrible Death… ”

 

Jane shuddered at this and Murray put his head between his legs
and drew in deep breaths. Romana looked at them and continued
again.

 

“…But before all that happened in October of that year 'the
League' and 'ALL' of 'the united reform Church's' and their
Associates where declared as incompatible with American Ideals. All
unlicensed Church's were outlawed over night!… "

 

“Now I know this is a Bunch of Horse Shit!” said Abdul jumping
to his feet and continued “…The First Amendment meant freedom of
speech and that of the People and the Church. Any Religious Body
could claim freedom from repression under that Law. In fact they
were GUARANTEED protection under it.

 

Romana looked at him and said “Individual people Yes, but all
Organisations were banned from claiming the First Amendment as a
Right! … And that included Political Parties…” That sent a
shock wave through the assembled People in front of her. They had
all known and heard Congress had been planning such repeals for
some time, but it was thought the repeals of the First Amendment
where only to be used to tackle the corruption in local Government
and Town Councils.

 

          …The
story Romana had just outlined to them had a ring of truth to it
The fact that as she stated the established Church of the land was
outlawed meant that the Amendment's and the Law in America, was
Dead.

 

Tra sat quietly and thought ‘This Romana was spinning a yarn!
And its Bollocks! They would never use the Law in that way’ and he
sat back to let her ramble on. Sgt: Phillips was thinking the same
thing. She knew the Law and public opinion wouldn’t allow the
Legislature to get away with it.

 

Romana paused and allowed them to settle down before continuing
"… There was no Appeal and the Ruling went into Law! As a
conscience anyone found to be a Member of 'any' un-prescribed or
unlicensed Church faced the Death Penalty for Treason as well…
"

 

That hit home and seeing shock in there faces Romana continued
slowly. She noted they were all now very quiet and listened to her
more intently "… In 2017 AD the first signs that American society
wasn't right showed up when 'the Compensation Act' was Introduced
and passed in Congress. It went into Law, unopposed by the Second
House in one Reading …And without any 'amendments' to it.

 

That New Law said a person could Buy His, or Her way out of any
Unlawful Conflict or Act, and was based on the Saxon Laws that
where prevalent in England in the 600's called the ‘weir man
laws’.  It was introduced to ease the overburdened Legal
System, and Jails.

 

          …For
Example the Death of a Man or Woman was a Fine-able Offence payable
in part to the Victims family. Robbery and a Violence were also a
fine-able offences. It was only Treason that automatically carried
the Death Penalty. Jails and the cost to the Public Purse for their
upkeep was abolished almost over night.

 

Our Historic Seekers and Officers of Magisterium along with
their Agents of the relevant Departments have calculated that in
the year 2028 AD the cost of a Human life was set at just
$10,000.00c. The downside was that if a person couldn't pay the
fine then 'He' or 'She' was publicly executed by Hanging.

 

The Magisterium also estimates that from your year of 2021
onward the American Continent became a divided land with Gang
lords. Or 'Life Long Elected Mayors' as they called themselves.
Their 'Patch' or 'State' was controlled by Force of Arms and these
Private Armies where employed for the Public Good. The Media was
controlled by these Mayors and Gang Lords, they were firmly in
charge of all data coming in and out of the States. They also
controlled the force of Law through them and they in turn was the
States that constituted ‘the United States of America!’

 

The Government of the Day received Tythes from the State Mayors
and for their part let the States control themselves. The
Government was elected every ten years by the State Governors for
convince. As it was felt that the process hindered production, as
it was a distraction. The Government of the Day elected its own
President.

 

…And the American People allowed it to Happen. In fact they
encouraged it.

 

…But the Mayors didn't have it all there own way and in 2035 AD
the first Invasion of America occurred by the United Arab/Catholic
Force of the European Empire. It was repelled, but the Invasion of
2047 AD forced a Bridge head up the Pontiac River and established
its headquarters in Washington itself.

 

It was supported by the Underground Church that had grown in the
last thirty years and was largely supported by the American people,
who desperately wanted change from Organised Crime and Corruption
…By that time America became the Pot and 'Z2' Capital of the World
…Open 'Z2' Shops were licensed! By 2032 AD…"

 

With that John let out a whistle. He'd only just learned about
the new product 'ZZ 'or 'Z2' and its catch phrase 'Finally twice as
good 2 Last!' In his opinion it was a good slogan! …And according
to his supplier it Guaranteed your customers, had no side effects,
the user had no come down, and was highly Addictive! With it, your
revenue and customers were assured for Years to come. Looking up he
saw Romana was continuing to talk and John listened to her again "…
But on November the 5th in 2071 AD. It all changed and Humanity’s
problems really began. The Impact of a Huge Asteroid in Canada
changed everything! We have almost no Historical records from that
point on, but we do know it was a Precursor for the Dark Times that
followed…"

 

Total Silence now filled the air as Romana stopped talking.

 

Jane looked round and took the opportunity to say "… But it's
only 2012 and your talking about stuff that has not happened Yet!
And may never Happen, why should I believe You!.." with that she
looked round nervously continuing "…Any way I have to go home, my
Dad's going to worry about where I am?"

         

"You are!…" said Romana with a finality in her voice
"Dead! … And are NOT! - Going Home Again! …NOT Ever!! …None of
you are, but that's not to say you wont get out of this Alive…
"

 

Again Phillips and Tra where on their feet as was Murray and
John Walker, who had a client Base to support. Jane held her school
bag to her chest and started to cry, whilst Smithy just looked at
the Floor and mumbled to himself.

 

"OK!…" said Phillips who now took charge "…That was a good
story. Bit Graphic!” with that she looked at Jane and went on "…But
complete - Bull - Shit! … RIGHT! …The Law would never be
twisted like you’ve just described. It just would happen Sweetie!”
she said looking around “…NOW! - Idiot time with Romana and her
fairy Stories is Over! - So lets all bust outa' this 'Joint!'…
Whilst we’re all still Alive!…" and grinned at Romana, then she
looked over at the Connecting Door and pointing at it she said to
Tra "…Have another go at that Door - Murray help him! - Pick the
lock - Smash the dammed thing down if you have to! - GIRL!… ".
Phillips looking down said "Stop swivelling!… ".

 

"My Name is JANE!" said Jane.

"Whatever!" said Phillips looking back up.

"What about us?" said Annie still handcuffed to the bench.

"…You and Ms Anabel Walker can stay right where you are!" said
Phillips "…And your big brother John can see that either of you,
Move! Blondie here!" She indicated behind her head to Romana "… Has
just spun a Good yarn, but that all it was, a weird story, and it
could Never Happen!… True she has strange abilities, but that
doesn’t prove fuck all."

 

Tra and Murray in the meantime were walking towards what Tra
knew was the connecting door to the Council Meeting Room which he
knew led onto the Gym. It opened with ease and the aid of a screw
driver that Smithy had given him from his work belt.

 

Phillips looking from Murray's retreating back as he went
through the connecting Door said to Smithy "… Would you check the
Balcony and Perhaps the Door at the end. I think it's a just a
privy, but check it any way and look for any Windows or another way
to escape this Mad House."

 

"I'm on it…" said Smithy getting up and wandering of towards the
front of the Library. He looked up at the Roof Space and knew it
connected in here somewhere on the Balcony. There was also a Trap
Door in the Privy he'd have a look at that as well whilst he was in
there, and looking round sheepishly thought to himself ‘I’m gonna
have to ‘go’ whilst I’m in there as well’ and scratched his head
thinking ’this dammed weak Bladder is getting worse…’

 

its all about to change.

 

Sgt. Phillips turned towards the Glass Library Entrance door
again stopped dead starting at it in disbelief. The painting on the
Glass Door had changed. To the left it was now showed dead bodies
and crushed masonry. There was a picture of Murray lying in the
rubble. Next to him was a hand sticking out from under the rubble,
it was holding a physics book.

 

Spinning round she glared at Romana who still stood on the
Rostrum looking down at Jane who was now sobbing deeply, and was
now desperately rocking to a thou clutching her school big bag
tight to her chest. Romana slowly looked up to Phillips and in a
blinding flash of speed was besides her! "Now - SARA" she said
"Let's finish 'Idiot time, with Romana' shall we? and I've got some
more stories that you might be interested in… ". “BUT, But!” said
Phillips as she was dragged away from the changing view of the
Library’s Glass Doors.

 

Romana held Phillips Wrists tightly saying "… The pictures on
the Doors are Old History and irrelevant. Come over here and sit
with me then you and I can have a nice quiet little chat, whilst
the Boys are away playing! … And I'll tell you everything I
know about you. SARA!!". Romana emphasised her name again for
effect, then guided her back to the chairs. The iron grip Romana
used on Sgt Phillips wrist's was such that she couldn't resist her.
She was led back to the wooden seats where Romana forcibly sat her
down. Phillips noted this slip of a girl was incredibly strong.

 

all change.

 

When Tra and Murray finally came back they reported to a very
quiet and ashen faced Sgt. Phillips who was still sitting next to
Romana … Tra looked perplexed at her, but still reported that
the Gym was complete with Changing Rooms, Front Desk and Kitchen.
Murray also pointed out there was a 'Fema Room' to the back of the
Gym as well, so they wouldn't starve.

 

Smithy had also returned and said that the privy was just that.
He also said there was an Upper Balcony in the back of the Library
with a Window that overlooked the Gym. Scratching his head he said
that the connecting access tubes was capped by what looked like
Smooth Grey Concrete, and that there was no other Windows, except
the upper ones that ran the length of the Gym and the massive the
Sky Light above the Library.

 

Murray looked up, and for the first time and noticed it. Like
the Library Doors was it was also was a painting, but of Stars in
the Sky and a plumb of Smoke was seen swirling up from the back of
the building where the Court Room waiting area should have been.
Tra continued telling Sgt. Phillips about another double painted
Door that was in place of the Main Entrance. The other Fire EXIT
door at the end of the Gym was also a painting, but the Council
Doors that connect to the Court Waiting Area were gone and all
there was now was a White Wall. Phillips just shuddered. "The Main
Door painting showed the main Car Park full of People and several
Fire Tenders parked in the Emergency Bays." piped up Murray and
finished off with "…It's very good, and looks so Real!"

 

"Very GOOD! - VERY GOOOD!!!" shouted Phillips "… You think it's
VERY GOOD!!! …Well you should go and see the fucking painting on
the Library Glass Door, my Boy!…"

 

Murray and Tra wandered over to it and stood in stunned silence.
The picture now showed the Bodies of Murray and Jane lying on the
ground. Jane's ridged brief case was open and the contents where
scattered amongst the rubble. The rescuers were trying to get
Phillips and Anabel out from under blocks of masonry. The chairs
that they had sat on were crushed like match wood. Tra turned away
and went back to Phillips, but Murray just stared at himself with a
morbid fascination.

 

"Now I've had a quite chat with Sara" Romana was saying. Tra
looked bemused "Oh! Sorry Tra, that's Sgt. Phillips' first, or as
you call it her ‘Christian’ name. It’s ‘Sara’. Anyhow I think she's
finally convinced that she isn't getting out of here and she is
really is dead. 'And' in her words 'she really is on the other
side!' - all in all - I think we're making great Headway!"

 

Romana looked to the rest of the group then followed Tra’s gaze
to Anabel and Annie who where now sitting on chairs opposite the
rostrum. John was standing over his sister and holding the back of
her chair. Tra noted he didn’t look well and realise that Anabel
was free. Romana looked at him and said “Yes Tra! - I've released
Anabel and Annie from their confinement! - It is Irreverent!… "
Sgt. Phillips looked at Tra and just shrugged. Tra physically
relaxed and went to join his Sergeant who was strangely quite.

 

Looking round at the bewildered faces Romana said forcefully “…
BEFORE! You all start again! - Let me finish my story … But I
think what I'm about to show you will help you understand a little
bit better. If you all go over to the main Glass Doors and look at
the scene there now."

 

They all crowded round Murray who was still staring at the
scene, he looked back to Romana and then back to the Door again the
picture changed in a blink of an Eye. The Door this time showed a
'Scenes of Crimes Officer' was taking photos of the rescue and
recovery scene. The bodies of Phillips and Annie where finally out
of the rubble and laid out with blankets over them.

 

"Well?…" said John "…What are we looking at then?…" and his
voice trailed off as he saw the scene behind the Trooper. They all
looked at Romana and the then back to the Glass Door. It had
changed again this time the 'Scenes of Crimes Officer' was looking
at the Glass Door with her camera hanging limply in her hand. The
nightmare behind her continued with Two Firemen trying to life a
beam with a rope and pulley the body underneath was crushed out of
all recognition. It was John, his dreadlocks gave it away!

 

…And John had seen it and was shaking at the horror before
him.

 

"NOW…" said Romana "I want you all to look at that female
Officer in front of you now!" Everyone gasped. It was Romana and a
look on her face that told them all that everything wasn't right
with the woman of the other side of the door. John, looked at the
State Trooper in the painting and he, like the rest of them was
stunned into silenced. He then looked past the female officer in
the painting to a view of his corpse being dug out of the rubble!
It made him shake even more violently with the terrors, he
desperately needed a Pot.

 

"Twenty five years Ago!…" Roman began "I was assigned to
investigate this and many other attacks and atrocities in the
Twentieth Century. So the 'tCouncil' thought I was the natural
choice for this assignment." Then she held up her hand to stop more
questions and gesturing backward saying "… If you'll all go to the
Conference Room. I'll continue my Story! Away from this Carnage!"
with she looked back at the Library doors and shuddered slightly
with the memory of it all.

 

Going back into the Library Murray stopped Romana by putting his
Hand on her Arm and said “It was you in the Mall that night looking
at me talking to Smithy wasn’t it!”. “Yes!…” was all Romana said
and walked on.

 

At the Rostrum Romana indicated for them to follow her and
walked out of the Library, through the connecting Door then went
into the Council Conference Room. They all followed her in a Daze.
Once inside she looked at Tra and said “…Thank you for Opening it.
I really didn’t have the Key! …It was, I think an oversight on the
part of the Builders!” Tra was bemused and stared at her numbly as
he limped past her.

 

Standing around the group in the Conference Room where unsure of
what to do next. A Huge Oak Table dominated the Room and on it was
hat looked like Twelve Opaque Beakers round a huge long Jug Orange
Juice covered in a White Muslin cloth. They where on a silver Tray
located at the end of the Table. For some reason everyone stared at
it, but Smithy dragging his eyes away from the tray looked around
and took in the room.

 

          The Oak
table was surrounded by Twenty Luxury Executive swivel Chairs. A
Row of wooded Filing Cabinets filled one Wall and where they were
currently standing a massive Oil Painting of the sun setting over
the Duesville sky line was hung next to them. It was his room, but
it seemed wrong. Looking back to Romana he saw her take a position
at the end of the Table and pulling the Tray towards her began to
pour the Juice into the Opaque Beakers, then she symbolically
offered them to the assembled group.

 

Stepping back with her beaker in her hand she looked at the
group and holding it up drank it straight down. They all followed
her lead and drank deeply. For some reason they all felt very
thirsty. They were very shaken by all that had happened and what
they had just witnessed in the Library Doors.

 

John was especially effected by it all and he felt really ill by
now. Annie and Anabel just looked to him, but said nothing. He
shook his head at them saying ‘Not here, not yet’. They both
nodded. Romana from the head of the Table put her Goblet on the
Table then starting with Sgt Phillips, the closest she took her
Beaker and holding her hand outside hers said "… I’m so very
Sorry!". She then carefully placed the Beaker back on the Tray and
moved on to the next person. When the tray was full she put it out
of the way on top of one of the Filing Cabinets and returned to the
head of the Table where she paused for a few seconds then sat down
and inviting them to follow her lead. Then taking a few deep
breaths said.

 

          "… Please
make yourselves comfortable … And I'll Begin!"
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Chapter Three

 

questions and answers.

 

As everyone milled around and found a seat. Romana at the head
of the table picked up what looked like some sheets of papers and
shuffled them. Then looking down she scanned the first page.
Frowning she took out a ‘pen’ from her dress pocket and made
several notes on the top page. Content she shuffled the papers
again and neatly stacked them to her right hand side. Looking back
down the table she nodded to herself as everyone settled down.

 

Sergeant Phillips had already got her seat at end of the table
opposite Romana and was watching her with intense interest.

 

…As the hubbub died down and everyone settled down Sergeant
Phillips in a mocking laugh said “Ha! Ha! - Very Impressive future
Girl…”. Romana looked at her enquiringly at her and said “What
is?”. Phillips pointed to the papers by Romana’s right arm and said
“The Future still uses ‘Paper’ and ‘Pens’ then?” Romana glanced
down at the Plex Sheets then back to the Sergeant saying “These
aren’t wood based pulp that was commonly used in your time period.
These are sheets of ‘Plex‘, or the full name would be Polymer
Extruded Carbon!..”. “That should be sounded as ‘Plec’…” said Jane
to her left. Romana shrugged and said “That’s what they’re always
been called.” and looked back up the Table to Phillips who crossed
her Arms and slumber back in her padded chair.

 

Romana nodded then opened a panel on the left hand said of her
position and adjusted a dimmer switch concealed inside the sliding
panel on the Conference Table. The wall and ceiling lights dimmed
in the Conference Room everyone looked round, but no one spoke.

 

Smithy strained to see the panel that was newly installed on his
Conference Room Table. Romana smiling at him then looking round the
room said "I will be conducting this induction on an informal
basis. I have a formula and flow line set out for the meeting, but
at any point ask questions. I will try to be as honest with you as
I can.” She paused looking round at the expectant faces then
continued saying “…Right then I’ll Begin…

 

… In the time that has no date because of 'the Dark Times', I
was brought up. We commanded time itself. We controlled matter and
programmed the Universe at a sub atomic level.

 

Annie interrupted “What Date, When?… How many years from
now?”

 

"How many years from now Annie? About 450,000 standard, and yes
that's a lot of time, but the date isn't accurate owing to the
nature of time travel and our abilities to use it. We see time as a
circular event and not a linear one as you see it. Within our known
primary first loop, we became cursed. It's a time we refer to as
'the Dark Times' and it was a bad time for Humanity.

 

          …We
needed help to escape our own corruption and influence because we
had become trapped inside a perpetual loop, with no end …
Humanity cried for what seemed to be a Millennia … Oh how we
cried for release during that cruel Age of Absolute Puritanical,
Reason and Logic …But in the end, help came from 'the Divine
Being' … "

 

Romana paused and looking round said "… We had help from what
you might call God…" She could see their faces drop at that and
Romana smiling continued saying "Yes, its True! … We had help
from GOD himself… and I've met him!"

 

Abdul asked “You’ve meet Allah?…”

 

"Yes Abdul - Allah' - Your name for God. God has many names on
Earth, but in my heart he has only one, for he is the one God. Our
general term for God is ‘the Divine Being' and he helped us out
from the pit of our own creation. All it took was an appearance and
it spoke volumes.

 

          …Humanity
experience 'the Rapture' and from it every person of Earth was
given a purpose to spread the Word of God to the Universe. In that
moment our loop of despair was broken and the second great age
began.

 

There were some that said 'the Divine Being' blessed us to use
Time and some said 'the Divine Being instructed us to use Time in
his Name…

 

Whatever it was. We used our gifts to carry his 'Name' out to
the Stars. We couldn't change what was. We couldn't eradicate 'the
Dark Times' - We couldn't go back there as it's a place we've all
ready been to… "

 

"Why not?" asked Smithy.

 

Romana looked at him and said "… Because 'Smithy' that place in
time is called 'eSpace' and that stands for expended time and
space. We cannot go there, but we could go everywhere else, and all
the rest of time was ours to use and explore.

 

          …
For over the four Millennia that followed, we travelled time and
space. We made first contact, and passed on Gods word in the void
of the Heavens …And by the way the Universe is very, very, very
Big! - Then something happened here on Earth point Zero. In the
creation model… ."

 

“Creation Model?…” Smithy asked again  “…It’s written in
the Bible that God made Earth and ‘the Garden of Eden’ for Mankind
to grow up in. Is that true then? …”

 

"Yes Smithy!…” said Romana “…But we don’t use ‘the Bible’ as a
reference Book for ‘the Divine Creation’s’ works any more. When God
appeared to us all his works and plans for the future of his
creation where revealed to us. We know that God made the Earth
first. I don’t know of this 'Eden' though, but as we understand it,
and how it now written…

 

          …‘The
Divine Being' made the Universe and from within that vastness of
the void he made the Earth. Then through his beneficence helped
Mankind to develop and grow. He guided Man to live on Earth and all
the while taught his Children how it all worked. Once he approved
of the direction, and the style of his creation, he cast the
blueprint out into the Stars!…”

 

Romana then abruptly stood up and shouted “Hallelujah! …Praise
Elo’heem and all his Works!… ". Everyone sat back at that and could
see that she was enthralled with her interpretation of the
creation.

 

Her over zealousness was a little overpowering to the recently
deceased.

 

          …Looking
round Romana realised that they didn’t appreciated her enthusiasm
and feeling slightly embarrassed she held on the table with both
hands and looking down said "… Sorry, I do get carried away in his
Name!…”

 

The silence round the table made her more nervous, but she
remained standing with her head in the shadows. With a slightly
more subdued tone she continued at a more even pace saying.
“…Anyhow the result of his creation, was amazing, and we’re still
following it outward, but that all that changed about two hundred
‘Standard’ ago when a note was left in a drop box from our future.
It reported a fracture in a distant Galaxy far into their future,
but they were to close to the event to observe it. Our technicians
tracked it back to a set of problems that happened in the 'eSpace'
of Earths’ Past.

 

          …Whatever
it was, has made time itself shudder. Allah's path…” she looked
down at Mohammed then continued saying “…Elo’heem’s Path …Is now
hazy, as time in that far Galaxy is slowly being shattered. We now
know that the disruption and it is slowly travelling backwards in
time. What you see here, will soon cease. We think other Agents
against ‘the Word of God‘, did it.

 

Tra interrupted “You don’t know who did it? You don’t know your
Enemy?…”

 

"No: We're not one hundred percent sure Tra … But as I say
we think? That Rogue Time Agents, or Agents from before 'the Dark
Times, or even within 'the Dark Times' itself were responsible…
"

 

John asked “How do you know?…”

 

"…We don't know for sure John. It's all guess work. We only
suspect they did it. There are time movements coming in and out of
this part of time that is usually unseen, but shadow movements have
been detected and a clarity has been observed, and from that shadow
we can observe it's movement…"

 

          At that
she was meet by a stony silence and confusion on their faces told
her she hadn't explained it well. She continued at a slower
pace.

 

"… Our Old Masters and their Machines can now see this part of
the 'eSpace' time lines. Where as before they couldn't see it
clearly. They have noted how a shadow corruption has spread outward
towards that far Galaxy. Because of the corruption in this current
time line.

 

The conclusion 'was/is' that **someone** has done it, but as
I've said we do not know their name or origin. We simply call them
**'the Others'**. They have travelled time and I might add, at
great cost to themselves, but we still don't know ‘why’ they did
it?…"

 

Romana paused, looked round the room and observed the silence
and took it as her cue to continue. Taking her hands off the edge
of the table Romana stood upright and from the shadows above the
projector light she drew in a deep breath and went on.

 

**

          …As I’ve
said we do know what they’ve done, and what the consequence are if
we don't stop 'the Relics' from being discovered and used…

 

Namely you'll never exist, 'the Dark Times' wont happen, and
Humanity will  never meet God. Time will be corrupted and all
creation will live a Millennia  without his divine guidance,
and wisdom…

 

'The Relics’ that have done this are from two hundred years into
your future and have been flung backwards into Earth's past, at
very precise points…

**

 

Jane interceded forcibly saying “Relics are from the Past…”

 

**

          …
Yes Jane 'Relics' are, but in this context its just what we call
them and to be technically correct these are from ‘our Past’, but
your future. These 'Relics' are technological items that have been
placed in the wrong time zones.

**

 

Jane shaking her head spoke again saying “Give me an
example?”

 

Romana was deep in thought for a second then looked at them all
smiling to herself as she did, and continued.

 

**

          …
This isn’t part of the meeting, but here’s an example of a Relic,
but take [ the Gutenberg Press ]. If it was invented during the
‘twelfth century’ and not the ‘sixteenth’ - Printing ‘the written
word’ would become very cheap, as it did in the ‘sixteenth’.

 

It was that very cheapness of ‘the printed word’ that caused
‘the Protestant Church’ to rise in Popularity! … And that was
achieved through the use of pamphlets, and open letters that were
distributed in markets places and meeting halls. These openly
criticised ‘the Catholic Church’ and especially ‘the Pope’.

 

This in turn lead to open hostilities when the two groups
started using pamphlets to make political War on each other in the
market place, but later it got really nasty. That's both personal,
and physical. The ensuing Religious War between them in Europe,
killed Millions, all in the name of the Church, Christ and God.
That is how it happened then, and would happen again.

 

If technology was introduced ahead of its time.

 

Jane snorted and said “…But you don’t know that!”

 

          …
Yes, we do Jane. It would still have happened. There's always a
'Luther' character on the edge of any organisation, and the
Catholic Church problems where always simmering under the surface.
The reason it never happened earlier was because the Catholic
Church and the Pope controlled the Written Word.

 

…If the Press was introduced earlier then the technological
progress would have been shifted up a gear, and the progressive
flow from there on would be different. Time as we know it would
start to change, splinter and eventually fade from our perspective
of here and now!…

**

 

Jane said “…But how would you know?”

 

Romana said “…Because Jane, we wouldn't exist to observe it!
…And we plainly are here observing it! … We are the effect, of
the Cause!…”

 

Jane made to open her mouth then sat back in deep thought.

 

Romana in the shadows smiled weakly at her. She then bent down
picked up a sheet in front of her and quickly scanned it. Looking
back up at the table she observed them staring back at her in
silence. She stood up straight then looking forward went on.

 

**

          …Back to
the Relics. We know that there are thirteen of them in the new
twisted time Line. Our ‘Time Lords’ and ‘Old Masters’ can see them
with their Machines. We know when and roughly where they are …And
we have no idea whether the number thirteen is Relevant!…

 

We can't visit the time zones to retrieve them because of the
'eSpace' restriction.

 

Mohammed said “…Allah’ the merciful can!”

 

          …
No, God can't either Mohammed. It isn't in the nature of 'the
Divine Being' to interfere! 'The Dark Times' were our own event, as
is this. We have a responsibility to sort it out ourselves. Which
is where you all come in.

 

You can travel 'eSpace' on our behalf and retrieve 'the Relics!'
In this 'place' here. We have created a shifted version of 'the
Library', 'Gym' and 'Conference Room'…

**

 

Romana spread her arms apart at this point and looked round.
Then looking back at them went on.

 

**

          …These
rooms are to aid you in this endeavour. At the moment the Original
Rooms are, to you: One tenth of a second out of sync with real
time. You can't see the real Rooms and the People in them, can't
see you either, but don't doubt this for a second this place is
real, and has been Built from scratch from plans of the Original
Rooms.

 

This copy is hidden inside the original and occupies a space in
this ‘eSpace’ time zone. All the main Doors you see are your
portals to the 'eSpace' time slots! …It's here you can exit and
enter the locations of the time zones that hold ‘the Relics’. I can
never go in there with you as I'm bound by the restrictions of
'eSpace'. You will be on your own during the Expeditions.

 

These are your time travelling rooms or ‘tRooms’ for short.
Originally it was called the ‘time rooms project’ or the short form
as ‘t. r. pro.’ that evolved to ‘t.pro’. But the
‘time-mechanic-builders’ or ‘the Builders’ considered the ‘tRooms’
as a time ship, or as a craft. They are not, but that didn't stop
them from naming it ‘the Acorn’ because of the growing tree concept
it encapsulates.

**

 

Romana paused and drawing in a deep breath again went on
wearily.

 

**

          …This was
an unofficial title of the project and hadn’t been sanctioned, but
common use has precluded its official title. The ‘tCouncil’ annoyed
by the usurping of the project name and after several edicts on
banning its use, gave up. After several meetings the consensus was
as that they could see no reason why ‘the Builders’ couldn’t refer
to the rooms, and the project in that overall term. So with
reservations they embraced it, and with latent enthusiasm adopted
it

 

The overall mission has been officially called ‘the acorn
project’.

 

 

 


                                               
…And considered that it could to be a banner for you all to rally
around, but ‘the Builders’ had reservations about it…

 

I for one, think it’s a ‘crackin’ flag and that the ‘tCouncil’
have done a good job with a bad concept. **

 

The silence from everyone told her to move on. Romana awkwardly
picked up the sheets from the table again and she nervously scanned
them again. Then looking up from them she quickly explained that
the Sky Light and the painted Doors we all saw in the Gym and
Library reflected the slight shifts in real time. What you are
actually seeing is a slice of time, but frozen in a blink.

 

That Silver Globe you all saw on the Rostrum in the Library when
you walked is officially called a Val'taVille. I just call it
Val'ta … It's a time manager and one of a kind.

 

          …The
speaker above Romana's head buzzed, she looked up briefly annoyed
at the distraction then went on…

 

**

The Builders who constructed the 'tRooms' and 'the Val'taVille'
have vanished from creation. We think they decided to eliminate
themselves, so another 'time manager' could not be built again.

 

The Val’taVille controls the time line movement and is eager to
depart, we will be shifting in time soon, and…

**

 

Murray interrupted and asked “We’re going to travel in
time?…”

 

Romana looked down and responded.

**

          …
No … 'the Acorn' isn't a conventional time ship 'Murray'. Time
Ships do just that. They travel through time itself. This copy of
the building itself has time travelling through IT!…

**

 

There was confusion of their faces at that. Romana explained
further.

 

**

          …
Think of it as standing still and all of time travelling around us.
As such we will not appear in that time slot. That time slot is
Ours! Using this system enables the Val'taVille and Me! To visit
this side of 'eSpace', but stay just outside of it. Which is where
you come in, you can enter ‘eSpace’ on our behalf.

 

You are what the ‘tCouncil’ now calls ‘free time radicals’ and
are outside the Laws of Time and Space. You are ‘Free’ from the
restrictions it places of my Society, and the People there. You are
Gods Mechanics in Time and you have cart-blanch to act in his name.
You have been sanctioned by ‘the Magisterium’ with the official
title of ‘the Mech’tee’. No one may stand in your way in pursuit of
the Mission.

**

 

Romana paused then continued with a tone of sublime
reverence.

 

**

          …
And I must say it’s a great honour that you have all been selected
for such a noble task…

**

 

To this Sergeant Phillips huffed sat forward and said “What is
this shit really all about Romana, and speak up I can’t hear you!”.
Romana stopped, looked quizzically at her for a second, then Anabel
to her left said “Why d’ fuck should we risk our lives for you? and
dis’ fools errand…” Anabel immediately dropped her head and
continued looking at the floor. Romana looked from Anabel then
stared down the table and looking directly at Phillips
continued.

 

**

          …Why
should you help Anabel? Well for a start as I've said you're
already dead so your life is over, and If you don't help then
everything you know will be destroyed and changed. Your Mum 'Sally
who you love dearly will never be born nor will your Granny Mary
never exist, and as a result you wont be born or exist either, and
you'll never know the joy of meeting 'the Divine Being'.

**

 

With that both Mohammed and Abdul both sat up. Mohammed stole a
side long glance at Abdul and stammering said “… We’ll, we will,
err! - We'll meet Allah’…? In Person!… ”

 

"Yes Mohammed, Abdul…" looking down to her right and smiling
Romana said "… You'll both meet Allah’." then looking round to them
all went on saying "…You will, all meet him, but only if you help
in this task, and if we Succeed. If you don't help, then as I've
already stated you'll never exist, and from what we know! You will
never be!.."

 

          …
Romana stared up the table in Sergeant Phillips’ direction again
and breathing in deeply went on…

 

**

          …From
projections we've run the alternative to taking no action is the
almost total destruction of this part of the time line and this end
of the Universe. As I've said before I and the 'tCouncil' have no
idea why? 'the Others' did what they did!… But they did …And we
have to sort out the Mess!…

**

 

Silence went around the room and Romana let the facts sink in.
Anabel looked up and asked another question. "This fuckin
'tCouncil' Romana. Who? And Wot d’ fuck are D’a?”. This time Anabel
held Romana's gaze. Romana frowned at her colourful use of English
and was confused by it, but nodding at her Romana stared back up
the table again, and went on.

 

**

          …
The ‘tCouncil’ is a self appointed group of people who run the
Council of Time and are directly responsibly for spreading ‘the
Word of God‘. We just call them the 'tCouncil' for short. They are
not elected as such they simply put themselves forward, and then
just do the job. The Council stands at ten Members when I left. It
has been up to sixteen, and as low as four.

 

The are two organisations that support the ‘tCouncil'. 'The
Consortium' who deal with the everyday running of my society and
‘the Magisterium’ who implement ‘the Word of God’ through time. I’m
employed and reported directly to the controller of 'the
Magisterium'. The 'tCouncil' has been planning this venture. The
body swap : Err’ that’s 'your body swap’ and the Bomb site outside
the Library for the last thirty five standard years, but they’ve
been planning the creation of the Library, the Conference Room and
the Gym for over fifty standard and after they finalised the plans
it took just seven seconds to construct.

 

Smithy blinked and asked “Built in Seconds?…”

 

          … We
control matter Smithy, and we make it go where we want. We just had
to plan were we wanted it to go first.

 

Smithy thought ‘…So this wasn’t ‘HIS’ Conference Table back at
‘HIS’ Court House‘ and rubbed the tables shinny surface. "Thought
So!" he said to himself “…Inferior Building Materials and
Techniques!”. Then looking up Smithy interrupted her again saying
“…Those dead Bodies? Our dead Bodies! …Are they part of your Plan 9
from Outer Space?…”

 

Romana smiled at the old man and knew what he was thinking and
simply said “…Rest assured Smithy your dead Bodies wont become
flesh eating monsters …And Yes! I’ve seen that classic film.”

 

Smithy smiled then said "How did you do it? How did you get the
dead Bodies of us! … Out there!" as he pointed towards the
open conference room door.

 

“…Do you really want to know how we put all those dead bodies
out there Smithy? Its just technology.” said Romana.

 

Smithy nodded emphatically. Romana sighed and looked round. As
no one objected she went on “…Well its like this!…" she said "…When
we copied the Library we also copied the zone out side the Glass
Door of the Library. The Court Rooms Waiting Area. This was our
disposal site.

 

          …We
previously recreated the carnage exactly three seconds after the
Bombs went off! … Remember we have a full description, I was
there. As was a full compliment of ‘Scenes of Crimes State
Troopers’. They were all coming back from a conference on the South
Coast when they got embroiled in ‘the great 012 gridlock'. That’s
what the Duesville towns folk went on to call it. Not original, but
to the point…” Romana looked directly at Smithy smiling contently
then looking up the table again continued.

 

**

          … We
studied and re-studied the 3D Holos, D.V. and Video Tapes of the
attack and we are ‘one hundred percent’ certain that what you're
already seen in the Library Doors will convinced anyone inspecting
the site will draw the same conclusion, that you’re really dead,
and the League was responsible. We meticulously and with great care
placed the bodies and Debris out there and left them as they would
be found 3 seconds after the Bombs went off. We cannot risk a time
splinter on this matter….

 

What you saw from the Library Door’s earlier being scrapped of
the floor and walls, are exact DNA copies of yourselves, that we
grew in our food processing vats. They are ‘Perfect!’ copies of
your self’s.

 

Last night we swapped ‘the Court Room Waiting Area’ with a copy.
What you all walked into today was not the real waiting Room. We
worked for years to create ‘the Dead Zone’ we copied the carnage
right down to the dust and blood splatter patterns.

**

 

Smithy interrupted saying "That's why that dammed lock was still
broken! …I fixed that yesterday! ..But today it was broken again…
"

 

Romana was concerned at that statement then looking to Smithy
said "… That might be a problem, but I think we've got away with
it … In reality she had no is whether it did cause any
problems. Because she was part of the ‘effect’ of the ‘cause’. Then
thought to herself ‘Where was Smithy when the Bombs went off’ and
how ‘does/did he’ fit into it?…” A micro second later she snapped
out of it saying “…Anyhow back to the Waiting area?" Smithy nodded
and Romana looked directly at Sergeant Phillips again
continued.

 

**

          …With
smoke and mirrors we simulated the explosion from the false Waiting
room Area and froze you all inside a time bubble with that fire
alarm sound. Then exactly three seconds past the Bombing Event we
swapped back 'the Dead Zone’ for the false Court Room Waiting Area
and detonated three explosions at exact points from the Dead Zone
simulating the explosive force of the Two Bomb Vests that Abdul and
Mohammed where wearing.

 

“Three?…” said Tra.

 

Yes. Romana continued. Remember that the falling Waiting Room
Wall had an effect on the surrounding area inside the Court. So a
small flat explosion facing outward simulated that effect of dust
and debris disruption.

 

The moment you saw that ‘Green Screen’ was the moment when we
had you trapped in time.

 

          …
The green fire screens closing in on you was just a moving
projection screen and hot air blowers gave you the impression that
it was burning hot. The chairs catching fire simply had an
explosive in them. It was all for effect to get you all to come
into the Library.

**

 

Phillips snipped from the back “When we were all Killed!…”

 

“Yes! ‘Sergeant Phillips’… ” said Romana staring intently down
the tables length “…Just before you all died in a terrorist
attack!… ”

 

Silence filed the room. Tra took the opportunity to ask a
question that had been bothering him, and his sore shin bone. Then
reaching down he rubbed it, but for some reason it was feeling
better. In fact he was feeling better in general and looking up to
Romana said…

 

**

          …
How do I move so fast? Tra! … You have a saying for that I
believe and its , and it 'the Sixty Five Million Dollar
Question?'

 

Tra shook his head. **NO?** Romana shrugged. **Well anyhow it’s
like this, I've been using 'nits' since I was three. 'nits’ make me
strong and very fast, they also give me other abilities.

**

 

Anabel interrupted, scratching her head as she did and said “…
‘nits? what D’ fuck are Des’ ‘nits?’… And are De’s fuckers catching
cos’ I'm beginning ‘t’ fuckin’ itch all over?…”

 

Romana looked side ways at her smiled and continued.

**

          …A 'nit'
Anabel is what we used to call 'Quick Silver Nanobots'…

**

 

Confusion was now evident in all of their faces. So Romana went
on in a slower vein.

 

**

         
…Nanobots! … Are very small Miniature Machines about the size
of a pin head they were originally made of liquid metal, but now
are made from crystal. They are installed or ingested into the Body
and the first thing they do is make more of them selves by forming
a colony within the Skeletal Structure of a the Host. From there
they move into the blood stream and read the hosts’ DNA.

 

…All Bodies have individual requirements and patterns. Each
pinhead has a rudimentary Artificial Intelligence built in to it
and is able to work on its own initiative, but when they get
together they form a body wide intelligence system …And when that
happens they begin the process of calculating what has to be done
to repair and recalibrate the Host at a cellular level to improve
its optimal physical performance …Once they form their colony they
work very, very quickly…

**

 

From their faces Romana could see that the full concept had sank
in and they all grasped the idea of a giving a pinhead a mind and a
small body, then controlling it. Romana set her jaw grimly in the
shadows and went on.

 

**

          …
Remember … We have the ability to control the Universe and its
Matter. It's just as easy to build and control a Sun as it is to
build and control Micro Matter, or even a Pinhead …Romana paused
with her head in the shadows of the projector and continued.

 

…The first Nanobots were crude. {static} never found out
{crackle} who the {buzz} inventor was. Some {whine}  suggested
{crackle} gave them to us, {static} disagree. {buzz} We just don't
know… **

 

“Can’t hear you!..” said Tra. Jane from the table raised her
head and holding her arm up at the same time said “…Sorry ‘Romana’
I don‘t want to interrupt …But I couldn’t hear you either. Can you
say it again?…”. Murray next to her said the same. Smithy fidgeted
and looking up nodded. Abdul and Mohammed nodded in her direction
as did Annie.

 

They had all just missed what Romana had said.

 

Romana felt flustered and gripping the table edge moved her head
into the light and said “…As I said the first Nanobots were crude.
We never found out who the original inventor was. Some people
suggested God gave them to us, others disagree. We just don't
know!…”

 

Tra sat forward at this, as did Sergeant Phillips. Phillips knew
‘Romana was lying about something!’ even Tra had picked up on it.
She slid her hand to his and in the gloom shook her head slightly
in his direction. Phillips let this ride for the second, but later
would find out what Romana had lie about.

 

          …Romana
in the mean time had stood up and was again looking up the table
continuing with her story…

 

**

Nanobots grew from the original class 'A' to a level that we now
call 'nits'. We three versions all doing different things. The
versions are 'W1', 'W2' and 'W3', but we just call them ‘the Holy
Trinity’.

 

Smithy asked “…More than One?”

 

Yes, Three Types; Smithy and we went from revision 'A' to
revision 'W' in just seventy standard, but that was over four
million standard in the past. They've never been modified
since.

 

Smithy persisted “What’s this Standard?…”

 

A Standard, Smithy. Is defined as an Earth Standard Year
comprising of 415 days a Year and 29 Hours a Day. It became the de
facto measurement for all time and space travel through-out Gods
known Universe.

**

 

Romana observed their faces looking blankly at her as they
stared at her in total silence. Then Jane laughed out loud saying
“Yes!  Romana very good nothing like a ‘Standard’ to fall
behind!”. It was then followed by Smithy saying “We must all live
by ‘Standards!’…”. “Could be worse!” said Murray “I might have to
the ‘Standard’ Bearer!”. “Then you’ll be waiting a long time!..”
said Smithy and they all burst into laughed at that. Romana flushed
in not knowing the Joke, but said nothing as she lowered the lights
further with the dimmer switch in the Conference Table.

 

nits with everything.

 

"Moving on!…” Romana said looking round the now darkened room
whilst she pressed one of several concealed Buttons inside the
sliding panel. Romana had switched on a Projector that displayed a
light directly onto the Table surface. Smithy strained to see what
she pressed. There wasn’t any control panels in ‘HIS’ Conference
Table back at ‘his’ Court House and he desperately wanted to see
that ones embedded in this table.

 

          Then his
gazed wandered over to the conference room table as a ‘3D’ image
formed over its center. It showed a long oval metal insect and it
seemed to have pincers on the front. Smithy stared in awe at the
colours the waiving cilia created round its edge. It was shimmering
and pulsating green to yellow.

 

“This is the prime nit or a ‘W1’…” said Romana from the
shadows.

 

**

          …It’s the
base programming controller nit for all others. The neutral nit is
kept in a suspended fluid and is taken orally. Once ingested it
imprints itself on the host body and reproduces to your own DNA.
Because it is based on the DNA of your own body pattern it means
that it's hosted to you, and you alone. It forms a colony in you
and becomes the de facto standard for the host. It rebuilds and
repairs at a cellular level.

 

It tests virus's based on the host, it will detect and kill
unwelcome infections in a very short time. Most times you will
never know you were ill.

 

It installs itself in the hosts body with low level harmonic
resonated tone. ‘nits’ once they are installed and the colony is
formed, use this ‘tone’ to talk to each other, much like trees and
plants do.

 

An indirect effect occurs when in close proximity to another
‘nit’ user. They can sense your feeling and unspoken thoughts, and
you can you sense theirs.

 

John interrupted “Mind Reading?”

 

Not Mind reading as such John …But not spoken words either. We
call them 'sports': That's spoken words without actually saying
them! … Just the act of thinking them, at the moment of
speaking.

 

With practise you can 'sport' local people in proximity, but you
‘have’ to know them first. You can't 'sport' a complete stranger.
Physical contact is usually enough though to set up ‘the five basic
nit tones’ to begin the communication protocol.

**

 

w2 - super mans nit.

 

Romana passed her hand over the exposed Buttons in the table and
the image over the table changed. What appeared there this time was
a squat Crab like insect that shimmered Red to Orange. It like the
other one had cilia, but its claws where Huge and vicious looking.
Romana went on.

 

**

          …
The secondary nit or ‘W2’ allows the body to repair itself at hyper
speeds. It destroys viruses identified by the base nit and
automatically eradicates certain bacteria's. It can recognised and
neutralizes poisons at a supersonic rate.

 

These are based on the first 'Quick Silver Nanobots' and were
basically tailored to each persons physical bio pattern. Originally
the data for the DNA in the host was provided by a mass of test’s
conducted by the technicians who installed the ‘Nanobots’. It was a
very delicate operation, but since the creation of the W1 nit, the
sample DNA is taken from an established primary nit colony.

 

These nits are intravenously injected. They are normally
‘installed’ as a second level installation that usually lasts for
at least twenty four hours …And…

**

 

Phillips guffawed at the end of the table “…Installed!” she said
“…I’m no fucking Machine!…”

 

Romana looked hard at Sergeant Phillips and said “Yes, Sergeant
that’s the description. They are Installed into a Machine made of
Flesh. They are not a simply consumed like the primary nit’s are.
They are installed with some risk and a lot of delicate manoeuvring
directly into the host by the base nits.

 

          …These
power nits rebuild the nervous system pathways giving a forty
percent increase in body speed and reflex. They add extra flex
muscle, and also increases overall muscle strength and endurance.
Your eyes will become 40/40 and almost the entire light spectrum is
available, your hearing will go Hyper. Taste and smell will also
improve.

 

They are a dangerous nit and are kept in check by the hosts
primary nit.

 

If ‘installed’ … ‘Sergeant Phillips’ without the protection
of the primary nit they would attack and kill the host. You would
be torn apart from the inside cell by cell in seconds. The primary
nits are your friends.

 

This ‘W2’ nit is a body improver nit, it builds on what it
finds’ and as a by product’ the Hosts Life span will increase to
about 300 standard!…”

 

          …Every
one asked the question at the same time. Romana held her hand up
and looking into the dark continued, but watched Phillips as she
did…

 

**

          …
That means John, Abdul, Anabel, Murray, And who else asked the
question at the same time. You'll live for about 300 standard earth
years.

**

 

'They didn't laugh that time. I wonder why not?' she
thought.

 

w3 - mind over matter.

 

Waving her hand across the table again a tall slender blue
machine Insect appeared. It had no arms, but its cilia where huge.
It shimmered from Sky Blue to Aquamarine and it stretched up and
down in a rhythmic dance. Romana looked directly at Phillips again
and concluded the briefing for her benefit.

 

**

          …
Finally the third nit or ‘W3’. You wear this one inside between
your Skin and Skull. It allows the mind the work at a sub atomic
level.

 

The nit settles around the outside of the Brain and they changes
the nerve pathways inside the mind depending on the feed back
stress created by the thought process.

 

Imagine learning a language in under a second, just by listening
to a few spoken words? Or being able to recall anything your ever
read or heard? Instantly? ..Well that's just for starters.

 

In a certain lighting conditions and under stress the nit glows
a slight blue colour. Some people under pressure sometimes look as
if they have a bright bluish halo round their heads. It's installed
by a means of a special helmet and worn for twelve hours. It is
usually integrated within the Brain when the secondary nit is
installed.

 

There have been reports of other abilities coming out of using
this nit and they manifest them selves as what you called 'PSYCHE'
talents, but these powers are really rare. And no! - I don't have
any. I used to have a half brother and I could hear he's thoughts
from great distances!

 

He left for 'the second time wars when I was young, I never saw
him again.

 

Once you have been given the Trinity you can't remove them.
Ever! And there’s a social downside to accepting the Trinity!…

**

 

we're all in it now.

 

Romana paused and said quietly "…You have all been listening to
my 'sport thoughts for the last five minutes.”  She switched
to her ‘sport’ thoughts and in broadcast mode continued

 

**

          …You're
all infected with primary nits from the Orange Juice you drank
earlier…

**

 

Absolute ‘silence’ now filled the room.

 










Chapter 4
and so it begins


Chapter Four

 

and so it begins.

 

All the survivors of the Duesville Court room bombings left the
meeting in total silence and went to acquaint themselves in their
new home. The Gym.

 

Later in the evening Annie and Anabel were getting the cots and
blankets out of the Fema Room located at rear of the Kitchen. They
had placed them in a messy pile in the middle of the Gym.

 

          …John was
as usual was no where to be found when work was involved…

 

Jane was coming out of the Toilets at the end and had a puzzled
expression on her face whilst she put her bag over her shoulder.
Looking round she walked up to Annie and Anabel saying "How come
the Toilets Work? And how come the Lights Work? And how come
there's Water coming out of the Taps?… " They had to admit she had
a point.

 

"… And… " Jane was looking directly at Anabel now as she
adjusted her bag said "Your brother is a dirty filthy minded
Beast.". Turning on the spot she walked past grabbing a couple of
spare cots and blankets as she went and threw them on the Gym floor
in the corner by the Kitchen.

 

After all eleven cots were made up with blankets and pillows
John turned up, looking over to Jane he grinned and winked at her.
He then proceeded to stretch out on one of the Beds. Jane looked
past him in disgust and went to the Kitchen to find some Food. She
and her friend where feeling hungry.

 

Anabel smiling looked towards the Kitchen as Jane left the room
and said quietly "You packing Bro'… ?"

 

"Yer!” he said looking round “… And I’m ready for it Sis! …
After a Day like this ‘Man’ I really need One!" then teasingly
looking at her said "Why? You Wanna Hit?…”

 

Anabel hit him with a pillow and said “You know it Doooge!" with
a false scowl on her face, then smiling she held out her hand. John
grinned at her and pulled three capsules from the tip of one of his
dreadlocks and gave one to Anabel and one to Annie. "What did you
say to Jane?" said Anabel looking again towards the Kitchen. John
replied "I just told her she was hot little white chick! And I
could do things for her! …And toooo Her!". With that they all
laughed.

 

John looking round snapped his 'Krack Pot' put it to his nose
and with anticipation of the great joy he’d soon feel, he inhaled
deeply.

 

its what's inside that counts.

 

Jane came back in from the Kitchen and began to scream. She'd
found John, Anabel and Annie quite still and comatose on the floor.
All three were lying in pool of their own vomit, urine and stools
and they stank.

 

Smithy was the first on the scene and dragged Jane out of the
Area. Phillips and Tra arrived to the mess, followed by Romana.
Abdul, Mohammed and finally Murray arrived a few seconds later.

 

The fact Romana was in the Upper Gallery in the Library when
Jane started screaming and went past Murray without him knowing was
a feat in itself. Phillips and Tra were in the Conference Room next
to the Gym. Abdul and Mohammed where in the Library reading their
own copies of the Holy Qur’an Bible and Prayer books that they
carried with them at all times.

 

Romana leaned over John and looked closely. He really was quite
ashen to look at, and she saw he was very ill. Anabel and Annie
where in the same state. Phillips looked to Romana and said "Well?
Where are your precious 'Number One Nanobots' Now Then!…” As she
gently kicked a Pot shell across the floor.

 

"They did this to them!" said Romana in a matter-o-fact way. Tra
picked up one of the remaining empty casing from the floor and
tasted it. He immediately spat the contents out on the floor. He
then passed it to Romana who cautiously smelled it’s contents.
Looking directly at Tra she said "They just tried to take some
recreational drugs ‘Tra’ you'd call it 'illegal drug use’ I think,
and as you'd say in your colloquial language ‘They just 'Kraged'
some 'Pugs'?…" Tra looked to the ceiling in mild embarrassment.

 

Romana continued when Tra didn't respond "… Anyway they were
hidden in John's Hair!" She bent down and looked closer at his Hair
then reaching inside the Mass pulled out another complete 'Pug'.
Holding it in her hand and turning it round she said "… In fact he
has more, and they are still there. He has a head full of 'Pugs'…"
and laughed at her joke, but no else understood it.

 

Tra just looked on in astonishment! "I've got him!" he said "I
can finally nail the bastard for ‘Possession’ with intent to
supply… I can book him for ‘Dealing’ at last!…”

 

Phillips just stared at him blankly saying "Going to charge him
for being in a coma as well as being half dead from a drug overdose
are we? …And for good measure, shitting on the floor?" she said
sarcastically.

 

Just then the Room moved off and they all swayed slightly "We're
in line time mode" said Romana. Murray looked down at his feet as
he felt the floor move under him, but it didn't really move at all,
"That's weird!" he said looking up and staring at Romana "… So
that's what it feels like traveling through time!"

 

Romana looked round to him and said "No, that's a different
sensation! Remember we're not flying through time! Time is flying
through us!”.

“Oh! Yer..” said Murray “I Forgot!” and a grin spread across his
face, but it was lost on Romana.

 

Smithy looked up at the high Windows around the Gym. They all
now showed a brown Blotchy Blobby glow on a lighter brown back
ground, and the brown Blobs seemed to be moving a defined direction
or maybe as Romana suggested the Blobs were moving round
them!..

 

Jane following Smithy's stare only felt terror at what she saw.
She didn't like this feeling at all and pulled away from Smithy,
she was beginning to Panic.

 

Smithy looked at Jane and smiling said “We wasn't in 'Kansas'
any more Toto!” And clicked his heels together three times. Jane
looking at Smithy's antics 'sighed' to herself then she remembered
'Him'… her friend. Looking towards the back of the Gym she skirted
the unconscious addicts in the middle of the floor and went back
into the Kitchen to retrieved her school Bag. Then coming back into
the Gym she opened it and pulled out her Tabby Kitten, he meowed at
her because he was hungry.

 

Romana glanced over to the school girl and stepped backwards
falling over as she did. Getting back up she regained her posture,
but her eyes showed the terror and abject horror she was feeling.
Standing there for as second she stared at what Jane was holding in
her Hands and moaned at the vile creature. "What!.." she started
slightly recovering her composure "… What's! - What’s! - THAT!!.."
pointing a shaking finger at the Tabby Kitten.

 

"It's a Kitten! - A small Cat? - It's name is 'Muggle-Wump' - I
named him after a cheeky monkey I read about in .. a .. a! …
Boo … . k!"

 

She was cut off by Romana screaming that "This could destroy us
all…" and added "That this 'KAT' would have to be eliminated.”.
Finally composing herself Romana said "… I had reconnoitered the
Bomb Site and at no point had I ever found, nor had there ever
been! A report of a dead 'KAT' being found in the Rubble!… "

 

"Perhaps it escaped and wasn't killed!" said Murray “Remember
Jane‘s Bag was open with her Books scattered across the floor in
the waiting room area,  when we viewed the scene earlier.”

 

"…Perhaps it wasn't recorded. After all it's only a Cat!… " said
Phillips coldly then continuing “…It’s something that even trained
‘Scene of Crimes Officers’ don’t always record. Like dead Birds at
a car accident, as long as they’re not responsible. It’s not
important! …And a dead cat, kitten in the rubble of a Bomb sight
wouldn’t be considered as important piece of evidence…”

 

Romana wasn’t convinced and in a flash had the Kitten out of
Jane’s hand in and was holding it loosely in her hand as she walked
to the painting of the 'EXIT' door sitting quietly in its frame.
Romana was determined to rid herself of this loathsome creature
called a 'KAT' and in her opinion it was an abomination to God. As
she walked she said “I’m going to eject it, and that’s, that!…”

 

"NO!! PLEASE!…" screamed Jane "…It's only 'Muggle-Wump!', he
can't hurt anyone!…”

 

Smithy for an old Man moved across the Gym with grace and stood
in front of Romana putting his hand on her shoulder. She stopped
and looking down at his hand and then to his face she said “Well?…
”. Smithy said "What you are about to do makes no sense! It's a
kitten and the balance of the Universe wont change because of this
small animal. You can kill me if you want, but I - WILL - NOT! -
ALLOW - YOU - TO - DO - IT! - It's a Criminal Act… "

 

Romana made to move past him, but was slowed by the old mans
anger towards her. It was almost a tangible thing that held her in
place. ‘Perhaps she was wrong?’ She thought.

 

Phillips in the mean time had stood behind the old Janitor
backing him up saying "… If you want us to follow you on this fools
errand. Then Understand this Bitch! … The action you take now
will decrease the respect we hold for you and your wild Quest
…Because 'Sweetie' under stand this. It fuckin’ well ain't
Ours! … And killing this ‘Kitten’ is the sort of 'Krap' …
We sure as Hell Don't Fucking Need, Right Now, At This Moment in
Time!… "

 

Romana scowled, and with effort walked past Smithy and Phillips.
Smithy made to grab her, but Phillips held out her Arm and said "…
If she does this thing she'll never have our Respect and we'll
never Work for Her!”. Snarling Smithy said "She's *NOT* Going to do
this Thing!" and deftly side stepped round Phillips’ out stretched
Arm. The anger Smithy just generated in his mind and transmitted to
Romana made her knees buckle. Then Murray stepped in front of
Romana and stood in her way. Quietly, he said under his voice to
her "… This isn't going to Happen."

 

In that moment she began to have doubts and was aware that her
actions in this matter where alienating the assembled group and
that wasn't her intention. This was all going wrong terribly fast.
She was fairly sure she had to do this thing, but didn't know
why?

 

Romana side stepped Murray and stopped again. She could have
sworn she saw another person to her right blocking her way. Even
the 'Kat' in her hand seemed to look down, but only for a second
there was no one there. Then Smithy stepped into view again. He was
coming round fast to grab Romana and his pure anger was paralyzing
her she was open and couldn’t move. She’d have to close herself off
first, but couldn’t under the Old Man’s gaze. She never felt
anything like this from a class one nit user before, and her knees
began to buckle.

 

Then the World stopped, and they all looked up.

 

A sound located some where above the Gym’s Roof Space began to
howl. It sounded like Glass being twisted and tortured in some Hell
Dimension and it was shocking for them all to hear, but it was
Romana who was effected the most, and she began to shudder.

 

Smithy standing in front of Romana saw her face contort, and
turn white in terror. Then the sound stopped as quickly as it
started. Romana's eyes were blank for a second then looking round
she seemed lost as if she didn’t know where, or who! She was. Then
a slow realisation returned to her. Romana turned abruptly on
the spot and walked back across the Gym towards Jane.

 

With slow deliberation she put the Kitten back into Jane's
hands.

 

Jane immediately held the Kitten to her Chest Kissing its little
Head. Smithy followed Romana back and tickled the Kitten behind its
ear, all the while glaring at Romana. The Kitten purred loudly in
Jane's crossed Arms and looked towards the Blue one, he decided he
didn't like her.

 

Romana's face was still white and she looked as if she had had
an ‘epiphany‘, and from the look on her face, it was a life
changing event. Eventually after a second of looking at the
revolting thing in Jane’s hand she said "… It seems that the 'KAT!'
- Hummm! - This 'Kitten!' - has a role to play in this venture as
well." Romana looked at it for another second then spun on the spot
and walked towards the Conference Room and on to the Library.

 

Everyone just looked on in disbelief and with some relief that
the incident seemed to be over. Tra regained his composure first
and called to Romana "What about the Druggies?”

 

"They'll come round soon." she said "… And I suggest you get
them to clean up their mess. You all have to sleep there tonight.
Sweet Dreams my 'Children!'… ” She laughed bitterly to herself at
that statement, then left.

 

alone at last.

 

Romana started shaking with fear as she walked past the
Conference Room Door. She'd held it in whilst in the Gym and now
released her pent up feelings and shock violently, when she was
sure she was out of view. Looking back to the Gym access door she
resolved to not follow her orders blindly anymore. That sound of
time shattering in the Gym roof space had shown her the light.

 

It was the ‘tCouncil’ Bonding and Control Instructions that was
the cause of tempest. The noise in the Gym was ‘a time storm’ in
action, and the Pain she'd suffered in that ’sound’ it made her
soul shudder. Because in that ‘tone’ she’d seen possible and
terrible futures. “NO!… ” she said to herself “… I’ll let them form
their own structures.” then considered that she probably couldn’t
mold them like the ‘tCouncil’ had instructed her to anyway?

 

Calming down she walked slowly up the spiral staircase and
became troubled by her actions in the Gym. It wasn't like her to do
things like that, but the sight of that animal in Jane’s hand had
badly shocked her and she was revolted by it.

 

She'd never seen 'a pet' or even ‘a Kat’ close up before.

 

team building.

 

Jane cuddled her kitten who was now purring quietly. "I hate
Her!" she said to no one in particular.

 

Smithy scratched his head and looked round. He didn't need this
sort of tension and went back to what he was doing, namely checking
Seals, Doors and Windows which he still couldn't find. The Roof
Space as he found was sealed into itself and it went no where.
There where walls and voids up there that shouldn't exist, but did.
It was all very annoying to a Janitor. True he was the Court
Bailiff, but he was also the Maintenance Man of the entire Building
and knew every inch of it, but this version of the Library and Gym
was wrong, and it didn't suit him. As Jane had said earlier 'Why
did the Toilets work?' He couldn't find out either, but they did.
Smithy wandered towards the Kitchen to see what was in there.

 

Abdul and Mohammed just looked at each other and laughed.

 

Mohammed knew John Walker by reputation only and hated him for
what he did, and what he represented. 'Druggies disgust me!' He
thought. Abdul had already turned and left the Gym. Mohammed
followed him a few seconds later and they both went back towards
the Library with their Prayer Scrolls and Holy Book’s still under
their arms.

 

John stirred and dragged himself up to a sitting position and
wished he hadn't as a warm feeling spread round his groin. The fact
that his Hair was smeared with vomit, stank and was flapping round
his face didn't help his situation either. He felt awful: "What the
Fuck! …Had Just Happened?" he said looking up and trying to get his
hair of his Face. Then looking at his Hands he saw he now had
'vomit' all over them.

 

Tra looked down at him and smiled then as if he was talking to a
child said "Well! - Let's see! - shall we young Johnny Boy! -
Sniffing Pods doesn't seem to work well with 'nits' - And - It
seems your 'nits' have just kicked your shinny Black Arse - Then
spat out all the 'Krack Poison' and everything else they found up
there! You seem to have messed you pants Johnny Boy! - Oh
Dear!…”

 

Pausing Tra changed tack then said “…Get your shitty self
cleaned up. And that mess as well!… " He pointed at the Vomit and
Brown stained Urine on the floor that John was sitting in. "And… "
he paused again sniffing the air for some time "… The
Odour-De-Toilet perfume you got in your Pants is a bit Ripe! - I
suggest you change it for something with a less powerful fragrance,
Johnny Boy!… " Tra grinned down at the large Black-man who was
struggling with the situation, and trying to stand up without
disturbing his underwear to much.

 

Smiling Tra started to walk away, but wishing to rub it in a
little more turned as if in deep thought and said "Oh! - by the way
- I'll get you a Man sized Nappy ready, for next time you Wanna'
try some more Pods - JOHNNY!… Just you give me the Nod and I’ll
source some for you! - If fact I can be your dealer." with that he
winked at John who had finally stood up, but stood slightly
bent.

 

Tra was enjoying himself. For years John Walker had given 'them'
the run round, and now it was pay back time. He really was savoring
this moment and he'd savior it, for a long, long time to come.

 

Phillips just looked at John Walker and grinned. Her hatred for
this man was matched only by that of Tra’s. She like her partner
was enjoying this moment immensely. The sounds of  Anabel and
Annie stirring made her look over to them. They'd heard enough to
get of the Floor very slowly then they like John made their way
carefully to the Showers.

 

From the Kitchen Smithy shouted "There's a Washing Machine and
Soup Powder back here, but you should you wash out your cloths
first, then make use of it. I've put Towels and Robes in the Shower
Rooms for you." Smithy then appeared at the Kitchen Doorway
carrying a Mop, Bucket and Hot water from the Tap. It really was a
mystery how it worked, but the smell of Disinfectant and Bleach was
a pleasure to his nose. It was something stable to work with. He
was happy to be cleaning the Floor and doing something that he was
qualified to do.

 

He put a tin of Cat Food he'd found in the cupboard and a plate
by Jane and winked at her. She thanked him and begun to open the
Tin to feed her starving little Kitten. Smithy liked Cats and has
two his own then he stopped dead and looked into thin air …
that thought made him sad, and he reflected. He 'had' two of his
own as he would never see them, or his wife Mary again, but at
least she would get the Insurance and she wouldn't go without.
Slowly he came out of his reverie and focused on the Job in hand
and dipping the Mop into the Bucket began to Mop up the mess with a
manic determination.

 

group practice.

 

When John, Anabel and Annie came back dressed in white Fema
Robes on some time later they just nodded sheepishly to everyone
and climbed into their cots. No one said a thing to them and they
were asleep in seconds.

 

In the background the washing Machine whirled quietly.

 

Murray, Jane with 'Muggle-Wump' and Smithy moved their cots to
the other end of the Gym, but for some reason they'd got out one
too many cots. One for Romana suggested Murray? Jane wasn't
convinced. Smithy just found it odd. They all spoke in hushed tones
at length about what had happened today, and just how all this
worked. After some time of fruitless discussions they realised
their conversations on that subject was going no-where. So with
that realisation they climbed into the own cots and where asleep in
seconds. 'Muggle-Wump' had wrapped himself round Jane's head as she
slept. Apparently he had a habit of doing that.

 

cops eyes.

 

In the mean time Phillips and Tra had moved their Cots to the
other end of the Gym and talked for a while about how to Escape.
One thing that Tra and Phillips didn't miss was when Romana was
going to ditch the Kitten she had 'Walked towards the painting of
the ‘EXIT’ door.' They both agreed that it looked like an option
they might be able to exploit.

 

One idea that Tra came up with was staying out in time i.e.:
When this thing Landed or Whatever it did. He proposed that we
didn't get back on board and wait for real time to catch up them.
Then inform themselves of what would happen. It hurt Phillips’ mind
just to think that one through.

 

Abdul and Mohammed came back a little later with their Books
under their arms. Tra noted they seemed to go everywhere with them.
With idle curiosity he watched them drag their cots to the edge of
the Gym and observed them as he spoke to Phillips.

 

Phillips turned round and sat next to Tra. From here she could
see them as well and she like Tra noted the Books they had. She saw
the one Abdul was holding was the new Qur’an UTC revision. Whilst
talking to Tra she over heard words like - Allah' this, and Allah'
that - and 'the Divine Being' this, and Nanobots, and God'. She
rapidly had come to the conclusion that they really where
‘fanatics’ and ‘zealots’ and Phillips thought to herself that even
though their bombing stunt had failed, they should still be
watched.

 

…Then she sighed and thought that of late it was all getting to
much for her. She was getting real tired for no reason lately and
she felt really tired now, but one thing that did bother Phillips
was just how that bitch Romana knew all those things about her.
Even she had forgotten some of that stuff and Sgt. Phillips didn't
like it at all. She said to Tra as if coming out of a dream “…
She'd be dammed if that Miss Prissy thinks she's gonna' make me
stay 'on the other side!' or any dammed side!.."

 

Tra stopped speaking and just laughed saying "You haven‘t heard
a word I‘ve said have you?” Phillips shrugged and Tra went on
“…Miss Prissy's got to You! - Ain't She?". Phillips just
grunted.

 

A second later the lights in the Gym dimmed Phillips and Tra
looked up and then got under the blankets, sleep hit them like a
hammer.

 

Abdul and Mohammed looking over to the Cops decided to retired,
they also went straight to sleep whilst holding their Books to
their chests.

 

in storage.

 

'The Acorn' moved on into the long night and Romana worked on
the 'nits' in the Library's Upper Gallery, but it was the Machine
that was actually doing all the work she reminded herself. She was
just looking at it. The ‘DNA’ swabs she'd got from the beakers were
in the 'sampler' now, and the Phase One Personal 'nits' were being
produced.

 

She wondered what else could go wrong now the 'tCouncils' plan
was drifting off course by the introduction of the ‘Kat‘. She
thought she could get it back on course without to much strain, but
never the less that ‘KAT’ thing bothered her. Romana then looked
down and discovered she'd actually made up one extra 'nit' kit
without a ‘DNA’ sample to go in. “Why?…” she asked herself and
assumed it was for the dammed ‘Kat!’ with that she mumbled to her
self saying "… Now I think that dammed animals a team member.”

 

Romana reflected she would have to create some new 'nits' for it
then realised she had even got the necessary nits of type 'c4' in
store and they would be perfect for the 'Kat.' Then stopped and
asked herself the Question? "… Why did they have that particular
style of 'nit' in the stores anyway?”

 

She reflected that perhaps the 'tCouncil' had other objectives
and information she wasn't privy to, and ‘perhaps’ it was all part
of a hidden Plan? She found that thought unsettling …But reflected
she found it more ‘unsettling’ to have a lower order animal running
around, loose. It was unheard of in her society to keep an Animal
as companions. Or as she'd heard Jane described it 'a pet!' and in
all her life she'd just never, Ever! Seen one close up, before now,
and she’d actually touched it.

 

Sitting alone in the upper balcony Romana shuddered at that
thought.

 










Chapter 5
breakout and newgate


 

Chapter
Five           

 

breakout and newgate.

 

Next Morning. If that's what it was came to everybody at the
same time. John Walker who didn't wake up for anybody was up and
looking better after a good‘s night sleep. Even his Sister Anabel
and her friend Annie looked healthier. Currently they were sitting
quietly on their cots wondering what would happen next.

 

          Jane and
Smithy had idly watched Murray and the Arabs Boys go into the
Library earlier and after a short while they had returned with
several Books in their hands. The Cops Jane noticed had also gone
into the Library, but they had come back with their guns. Jane and
Smithy noticed with some concern that John was watching the cops
sitting on their cots taking their useless Guns apart and clean
them. He had a slight smile on his lips.

 

Jane like the rest of them had slept in her cloths and looked
bedraggled. She’d tried to readjust her School Uniform, but after a
while had given up and like the ‘Walkers’ sat doing nothing next to
Smithy. Who it must be said looked completely lost. Smithy in an
agitated state stood up and said “To hell with this!…” He had
become totally frustrated at having nothing to do and looked round.
Then patting Jane on the shoulder said “…Lets explore the Kitchen
and find Breakfast.” Jane looked up at him, took her glass’s off
and whilst cleaning them said “OK!”

 

Jane’s Kitten kept pushing his little head into her Hand as she
was trying to clean he glass’s. Smiling at the Kitten Smithy said
“…I think your Kitten is hungry as well”. Jane nodded putting her
glass’s back on.

 

          Smithy
had noticed that most of the morning. Jane would every so often
take off her glass’s, rub them clean, then looking through them.
She’d put them back on again. Only to repeat the process a few
minutes later. He could plainly see was they were beginning to
annoy her.

 

Jane stood up with her Kitten under her arm and said “Come on
then!”

 

In the Kitchen, Jane put the Kitten on her shoulders where it
stayed and she began cleaning her specs again all the while
muttering under her breath. Looking up she noticed Smithy looking
at her and said “…It’s these wrenched glass’s I think my eyes are
getting worse!…” she put them on immediately took them off again
inspecting them in the light. Smithy was also having problems with
this eyes this morning, but said nothing. Jane finally giving up
with them shoved them back on and gave her Kitten to Smithy to hold
whilst she looked through the Fridge and Cupboards.

 

As she had her head in the cupboards looking she told Smithy
that she was changing the Kittens name to 'Muggles'. 'Muggle-Wump'
Jane reflected seemed churlish.

 

Smithy said it's a good, simply name! … But in his fathers
day 'a Muggle' was the name they used for pot snorking!” He paused,
then continued “… And I remember my Father had a saying as well, he
used to say 'a Muggle a day kept the snork …At eBay!', but I've no
idea what it meant.”

 

Jane looked up at him and sighed, then stood up. It seemed her
eyes glazed over as if she was in deep thought, then trying to
re-focusing on Smithy said "Dam I can’t see a thing, but No!..
Snork and all … I've made her mind up on this issue! … I
like the name 'Muggles' and now a 'snork' is involved I think it
will be a brilliant cryptic name… " Jane smiling bent back down
again looking into the Fridge and continued her search for
Breakfast.

 

Smithy was confused as he stroked the Kitten that was cupped
across his Arms. With that he shrugged his shoulders then held the
kitten up and looking up at its little tabby face said "… 'Muggles'
it is Then!… "

 

          The
Kitten who was formally known as 'Muggle-Wump' didn't like being so
high up in the old Man hands, but liked the old Man who stared at
him, and ‘Muggles’ put up with it, because he smelled safe.

 

Taking his own glass’s off, Smithy put them on the side then
rubbing his eyes looked at the Kitten again. After a second he
realised he could see it clearly? It had been years since he could
see properly, but now he could see again, and without his specs. He
realised why Jane was having problems with hers and said “…Jane!
Take off your glass’s and leave them off…” She came up and looked
at his as if he was insane, but did it anyhow. Smithy grinned and
turning his back opened a cupboard over the sink.

 

Staring at Smithy’s back for a second Jane said “…My eyes are
terrible I’m going to need a stronger pair soon, and my Dad’s not
going to be happy about the cost of another!…” then stopped talking
and looked at Smithy who had stopped what he was doing and looked
at Jane. “I’m not going to see him again, am I?…” she said. Smithy
simply shrugged his shoulders and said “It seems not…” as he turned
to inspect the other cupboard, from the corner of his eye he could
have sworn he saw Jane smile slightly. After dragging down a kettle
from the shelf above the sink he said, to her now impassive face
“…How are your eyes?”

 

Jane looked up at Smithy and was going to say ‘How do you
think?’ then stopped in wonderment. She looked from him, to the
back of her hand, then slowly round the Kitchen “…I don’t
understand?” she said.

 

Smithy responded “It must be Romana’s nits, their fixed our
eyes!…” and quietly reflected to himself  ‘That’s not all they
fixed’, as he realised that he hadn’t needed to go to the loo
during the night either, and his smile broadened.

 

Jane shook her head in wonder, then bending down again continued
rooting through the Fridge. Her head came a second later saying
"…I’ve found Breakfast. We can have Bacon Sandwiches!" She then
triumphantly pulled an Industrial Pack of Bacon and two Loaves of
Bread out of the Fridge. Opening the bottom Cupboard again she
dragged out a huge Frying Pan and put it on the Gas Stove.

 

"Lets toast the Bread as well… " said Smithy. With that they
both set to work. As the toast was cooking Smithy found some Coffee
and filled a Huge Percolator with water and switching it on let the
aroma do its magic on the other castaway’s he found himself
inadvertently teamed up with.

 

         
Continuing his quest in the upper cupboards Smithy came up with
some loose Tea and a old battered Tea Pot. Patting it lovingly to
his chest he said “Oh Salvation!”.

 

Jane grinned saying “I love Tea as well, I’m not found of Coco
and can’t stand the taste of Coffee!” Smithy grinned back at her.
He had found a soul mate who also liked Tea, in this Coffee mad
world. As he filled the kettle and put it on, he felt a strange
contentment and slowly looked round at his new Home

 

The Frying pan was sizzling hot and Jane was cooking bacon in no
time and the smell of Coffee being brewed and Bacon being cooked
dragged everyone into the Kitchen. Smithy was buttering Toast as
fast as he could. Murray took over the other part of the operation
and formed the Bacon and Toast together before cutting them up, and
dishing them out.

 

After an while there was a tangible buzz in the small kitchen.
As they all stood around eating Sandwiches, sipping Hot coffee and
chatting they all felt the buzz, and it was amplified because for
some reason everyone felt ravenously hungry, even Annie who hardly
eat a thing ate two Huge Sandwiches.

 

          In the
good humour that prevailed in the kitchen Jane took no time to
telling everyone that she'd decided to rename her cat to 'Muggles'
- they all liked it - Even the Arab Boys, who secretly laughed as
it meant something else in their secret language that they used
within their Church. They both agreed that their Pastor Peter would
certainly not! …Be amused.

 

After breakfast Annie took charge of the cleaning up in the
Kitchen, much to Smithy's protestations, but she'd hear none of it.
All the team wandered out of the Kitchen and into the Gym sitting
on theirs Cots chatting and letting their Breakfast go down. Annie
went to work washing up and put all the Cups and Plates on the side
ready to be cleaned when Romana just seemed to appear in the Door
Way.

 

"Oh! Hi, Romana!…" she said sheepishly thinking about last
nights performance. Then said innocently "…Want some
Breakfast?"

 

"Just some Toast, would be good… " Romana replied then added,
looking round the kitchen Door at the Bodies lounging about in the
Gym "… That is, if there’s any left?" and laughed. Annie double
blinked at her and set about making some more. A short while later
Romana took it gratefully and slowly wandered out into the Gym
eating it. Annie turned back to the Sink, the Cups they'd all used
for Breakfast she put on the side seemed to be missing?

 

later.

 

Anabel and Annie where dressed again in their grey Jump suits
and sat on their cots talking. John came up to his sister he was
still dressed in his Fema robe. Johns expensive suit hadn’t
survived the Washing Machine and was ruined.  In almost a
whisper he leaned down and said "…I've got a little job for you
Sis!"

 

          Anabel
looked up worried and for some reason wanted nothing to do with
Pots, Dealing or Snorking any more. "Wot' is it blood?… " she said
defensively.

 

Looking around John told her to come into the Bathrooms with
him. Anabel followed and once in there John produced a pair of
Scissors and a Safety Razor. Anabel just looked at them in
bemusement and said "What d' fuck, do you want me to do with dis'
shit?… "

 

John said with some venom in his voice "… Cut My Fucking Hair
Off! … All Of IT!… " Anabel was shocked by what he wanted, but
complied and getting him to kneel on the Floor she did as he
requested.

 

          Anabel
cut, snipped, dug and trimmed. Eventually after ten minutes the
head of John appeared. Then with a final shave of the Razor it
produced a new Handsome Blackman. Anabel stepped back and hardly
recognised her Brother.

 

Whilst still kneeling on the Floor and with his Hands stretched
to his Knees John slowly looked up to her and said "It's these
'nits' things Romana infected us with Yesterday, or was it last
Night? Anyhow … I'm sure it is these things! …I mean it's the
first Morning, or is that the first Day? - That I never snorked a
Pot! - And I don't want one either! - Can you believe that?".

 

Anabel felt relieved and said "Yer, I fuckin' Can… Bro'… "

 

John stood up, and looked down at his Hair and Stash on the
floor. He was revolted by what he saw. Grunting he bent down and
gathered it all up then  holding it in his Hand’s he looked
puzzled. After getting rid of it from his head he stood there
bemused, and now realised he didn't know what to do with it?

 

“Get rid of it! …Flush it down the Shitter!… ” said Anabel. John
looked at her and nodded. He walked out of the Shower and into the
Toilets then opening a toilet Door he stood over the Pan and
dropped Handfuls of it into the Bowl. Smiling John pressed the
Flush and his hair was washed away. He did this again and again,
and every time he did it his Smile got wider. Anabel had followed
him in there and looked on in quiet relief at what he was doing.
Bit by bit and piece by piece Anabel was watching her old life, and
John's old life being flushed away and she felt a great Joy! Then
with alarm she became aware they were being watched and slowly
turning around saw Smithy staring at them with cold eyes from
entrance to the Toilet’s.

 

"Whatever Dimension Receives That!…" He said with some force "…
I just hope they know what to do with it, Son!… " John turned round
and eyed Smithy. Anabel felt tense and said defensively "… Well I
fuckin' hope they know what to do with me' Shit as well! … Cos
they had sum' of dat' dis' morning as well … Honky!"

 

"Cool it Sis!" said John putting his hand on her Arm "Smithy and
I are OK! And he has a Valid Point which I hadn't thought about,
but what's done, is Done!"

 

          Anabel's
mouth fell open and she felt lost by John's response. He should
have lost his temper and got violent like he always does, and it
was always up to her to calm things down and sort them out ‘… But
this John that was standing in front of her now.’ she thought ‘Was
a complete fuckin’ stranger’. Anabel took his Hand off her arm,
turned and walked out in a huff saying to herself "… They're all
Fucking Weird Here Anyhow, and dis' shit is Fuckin' Spreading! -
Well not ME! …Buster! - I Ain't gonna’ be fuckin' Weird like these
fuckin' Honky's - No Sir!… "

 

Smithy just looked at John in surprise and both shrugged their
shoulders. Neither could understood just happened, nor could fathom
what had upset Anabel so much. The turning they both watched Anabel
go out into the Gym and could hear she was still swearing to
herself as she went out of view. Smithy looked back to John and
nodded, then turning round went out of the Toilets and walked into
the Kitchen. He needed a fix.

 

          At the
rear of the Kitchen by the Reception Desk Smithy found what he was
looking for. Opening the Janitors Cupboard he was looking for
Heaven, and it was staring right back at him. With a smile on his
face he grunted as he pulled the Wet'n'Dry Cleaner along with the
Floor Polisher out. He was in his element as he set them up, and
then dragged them into the Gym.

 

Switching on the Wet Cycle on the Machine, he started to clean
the Gym floor in wide sweeps and immediately fell into a routine.
Which he desperately needed right now..

 

Mohammed seeing what was happening took over the Polisher and
followed on behind. Smithy looked up and smiled contentedly as the
Bomber followed  in Smithy’s wake. The problems he had with
them last night had vanished.

 

Tra, Jane, Anabel and Abdul put all the Cots, Pillows and
Blankets away in the Fema cupboard. Whilst Annie and John were
finishing up cleaning and putting away in the Kitchen. The Kitten
'Muggles' kept running in and out of the Polishers Wide Sweep much
to everyone's Amusement.

 

over the wall.

 

Romana stood in the window of the Library's Upper Gallery the
DNA 'nit' samples from the numbered Fema breakfast cups where being
compiled against the 'the orange beakers samples' from night
before.

 

She noted only Phillips wasn't part of the group, instead she
put herself in the corner and was keeping out of the way. Romana
viewed this development with some mild concern. She knew the 'nits'
she consumed last night should have triggered her social
conditioning by now, as they had with the rest of the Group. Then
she froze as she remembered her attitude last night in the
conference Room, and it wasn’t normal. When base nits are ingested
they multiply fast.

 

Romana tried something in perfect pitch and targeted Phillips so
only she would respond to the sported thought **SGT Phillips CAN
YOU HEAR ME?** : Phillips didn't Respond. She then sported and
fluxed in the slightest of tones *<<* Sgt. Phillips can you
hear me? *>>*  Phillips looked up at Romana in the
window and waved at her.

 

'Dam!… ' thought Romana 'Phillips is Empathic!… that’s why she
could only hear half of the conversation last night. The nits were
triggering her natural harmonics. ‘That!…’ she considered
‘…Confuse’s things, a lot!'

 

Romana conjectured that she’d received enough of the primary
nits, but they haven't reached maturity and with enough mass to
reproduce the social skills. Like they had done with the other team
members. So, the conclusion was; Sgt. Phillips had something wrong
with her. Romana knew that in attempting to install the two's and
three's whilst her primary Host 'nits' weren't at full peak would
mean that the two Style nits would tear her apart, and she’d be
dead inside a Minute.

 

          …Romana
stared at the Glass Window and considering her Options!..

 

She needed the services of a 'skin physic' to scan and repair
her, but knew she couldn't afford the time the detour would take.
The project would be delayed and it just couldn't. Because once
'the Acorn' controlled by Val'ta had engaged in this time line. It
had set up a schedule of events dictated by the ‘tCouncil’ that
could only be stopped by aborting the mission “… No!” she said to
herself  “I have to get her to take another mega hit of highly
charged primary nits, but how?”

 

Turning slowly from the Window Romana walked away in deep
thought.

 

entrapment.

 

From the Gym Sgt. Phillips looked away from Romana up at the
Window and walked over to Tra saying excitedly "… I've got Her! -
I've got Miss Prissy!.."

 

Spinning Tra around to look at her "… I said 'Tra!' …I've got
Her!" Phillips continued. Tra looked bemused, but Sgt. Phillips
went on "… I can Read Her! … Somehow, I can read her
thoughts! … Or at least I know what she's feeling.”

 

"Read her? Thoughts?" responded Tra slowly "How?… "

 

"Dunno… " said Phillips looking up towards the now empty Window
that overlooked the Gym "… But right now I know 'She' can't
Activate 'Me' with those other 'nit' things she's working on up
stairs. It's my! - NO!…"

 

          She
looked directly at Tra and said "… It's OUR! chance to get outa'
here and of this Suicide Mission that the blue Bitch has planned
for us. Do you understand me Tra? - We can get Away! - We can
Escape! - All we have to do is 'delay her’, and it all falls apart.
I felt that when I saw her looking down here a short while
ago!"

 

Tra's Eyes glazed over for a second then snapping out of his
reverie "Delay her?….” He said, then continuing “…OK then! …What if
we smash the Equipment in the Upper Gallery. She can't continue and
we can all go Home! … Here’s the logic. If she has a technical
issue with you, then the loss of that Equipment will simply
compound her Problems that the added 'Delay' that will cause. It
means she'll have to abort her plans for us!… "

 

Phillips looked at him with astonishment and said "These 'nits'
are doing you some good. How did you think of that so quickly?" Tra
just rubbed his neck and shrugged his shoulders as he looked into
her eyes.

 

the plan.

 

A little later Phillips and Tra crept into the Upper Gallery.
Romana was using it as a Lab, just as Tra said and Romana was no
where to be seen. Phillips lifted the iron bar she'd got out from
the banister below and in a wild arc smashed the Equipment that
Romana had been working on. Romana came up the Spiral Staircase at
a blistering pace and in wild eyed fury grabbed the iron bar off
Sergeant Phillips. She then stared around in amazement at the
destruction and said "Sara, What have you done?… "

 

Sergeant Phillips smiled and replied "… Buying my ticket off
this Ride. I know you can't activate me because the 'nit' things I
drank last night haven't taken in me. So don't waste any more time
and let Me, and Tra Leave!… "

 

In that second Romana’s shoulders sagged and she looked beaten.
Then speaking slowly she said at length "… All Right Then!… " and
looked round at the smashed tubes and pipes then went wide eye as
she reviewed the damage and shouted at them “IF THAT'S WHAT YOU
BOTH WANT! - THEN SO BE IT!… "

 

The crash was heard all the way in the Gym and the People coming
in the Library to see what happened, meet Phillips and Tra coming
down and on a Spiral Staircase with Phillips in the middle of it
there was a great deal of confusion, and a heated debate developed
between her and Murray.

 

"STOP - AND - BE - QUIET!" Romana said from the Balcony above
them all to every one who seemed to be on the Spiral Staircase at
once. "Would you all assemble in the Gym - I need you 'All' - To
see the Bigger Picture before we proceed further!…"

 

eSpace central.

 

A little later Romana got them into the Gym and formed them in a
Semi Circle round the Fire Exit Door. She took up a position next
to the ‘Exit Bar Handle’.

 

          …
Looking round she said "Some of you want to leave and I wont stop
you from leaving, but understand this before we begin. I can't drop
you off where I found you … You can't go back to your Old Life
…You Are All Dead! … Where I Drop you no one will know you,
and any how. No one would believe you… " She smiled at that thought
and continued. "… It’s the Year of what you call ‘1969 AD’ that’s
my target time zone and that’s where I’m going to leave you. It
will be a new start for you ALL … This part of the time line
is peculiar and is always available to any time traveller. For some
reason 'eSpace' laws and restrictions don't apply there, but I
still can’t go out there!…"

 

Romana was silent, and let what she'd said sink in. Then
speaking with more passion than they all thought possible, she went
on.

 

          "… This
Mission! … IS To Save Time itself… and to help God in the
process. In undertaking it you will save your own past, your family
and the lives of Millions of other victims that 'the Others' have
condemned to never exist, and of who's crimes, we still can't
fathom. BUT!… " She said with some force in her voice and left in
hanging in the Air "… I will understand if you want to leave …
It’s a ‘Huge’ and ‘Frightening’ task that I have undertaken, and I
have no choice, but to proceed. I’d like your help, but I’m not
forcing you to assist me… ”

 

her tone changed and her voice was softer.

 

          “… your
help must be freely given and neither I nor 'God' will hold you to
account, if you decide to leave… ” Romana stood proud for a second
then forcibly said “… I Am Empowered By ‘the Divine Being’ and I
can Give You His Word On This! … He wont condemn you in the
choice you make here…" and warmly smiled at them. Then looking up
to the ceiling she said "… Val'ta! ‘HALT’ And Execute 'Programme
Romana 1a'. Then show me ‘the Gym Fire Door Exit’…"

 

They all looked at the fire exit door painting set in its frame
and in the blink of an eye it was a regular fire exit door again,
complete with push bar.

 

          Looking
at them with some concern Romana reached for the bar and pushed it
down. The Door opened outward and clattered against the stone wall
the Gym had landed on. It bounced back a little and was left
swinging free in the hot Air.

 

From the Gym everyone looked round and saw a regular High Street
on the other side. It was some small 'hick' backwater American
Town, and it was as Hot as hell out there. If anyone heard the
thunder as ‘the Acorn’ focused in on the wall then no one was
bothered, because no one came out to investigate. An old dog did
get up from the shade and wandered round to see what was happening
and slowly walked up to the door that wasn’t supposed to be there.
Stopping he sniffed at the open doorway and decided it wasn't worth
it so turned round and went back to sit in the cool shade
again.

 

          Romana
looked out at the old dog and shock her head then indicated to
Murray if he would secure the door. Murray stepped outside for a
second and breathed in a lung full of hot dry air. Coughing
slightly he got hold of the Door and pinned it in place with the
snap-to slide Bar. Turning slowly he looked at the town with
disgust. He hated ‘hick towns’ and this was a Big one. Murray had
spent all his life planning to leave Duesville and would have done
it next year with his Scholarship, but that was all over now and
his broad shoulders drooped slightly. With that he stepped back
inside and took his place in the semi circle.

 

Looking back to everyone Romana said nervously "… This is it
…Make or Break Time. We're in a year where one no believes in
anything they read or hear, but they believe everything they see on
T.V. Romana shuddered at the thought of it and continuing said "…
It's sometime in month of March, I think? … And as I've
stated, in the calendar of your reckoning is 1969. Historically
it's the year of ‘the Moon Landing’ and I've focused back about
four standard months from that Prominent Event, unfortunately I
can't be 100% accurate on that.

 

We've landed in some Town in America that I've never heard of,
and we're about Fifty Miles from the dead center of the 'eSpace'
anomaly … We've now stopped for you 'ALL' to get off 
'this Ride'.." Romana looked directly at Sgt. Phillips saying "… If
you Wish!"

         

Romana scanned the room, then cast her eyes back to Phillips
again and said slowly "… Sara the primary 'nits' you ingested last
night aren't working on you, like they are with the others …
And we both know it! … Which means there's something very,
very wrong with you. The ‘nits’ you’ve already ingested won't have
time to cure you of your illness before the Install of the other
two types of 'nit' …And-that-is-a-scheduled we must keep. We
haven't time to wait for your Primary 'nits' to form an established
colony, but from what I’ve observed you need a Massive ingestion of
super charged primary 'nits' just to Survive!… "

 

She held a beaker of thick green soup in her hand, and went on
"… You were ill long before I meet you Sgt Phillips, but you now
have a choice Sara. Leave and Die, or Stay and Live!… " Romana
slowly looked at the rest of the people in the circle and said "…
I'm offering you all the same opportunity to leave if you wish, but
think on this before you do. The moment you step outside that
Door … And because you are on this Quest … You may after
a short time cease to Exist! … But you may Not!… "

 

Romana looked at Tra and said "Step forward Tra" He did and
stood in the center of the Semi Circle facing Romana who she stared
into his Eyes and said "Tra! … Do you want to Leave?… ".
Looking forward Tra said “NO!.. Ma'am!” then he stepped back into
the Semi Circle and looked at the floor sheepishly. Phillips just
stared at him in disbelief.

 

Tra looked back up at Sgt. Phillips and said "Sorry Sarg, but I
feel comfortable here, and I feel better about my self here than I
have for years. I look at John and his Sister and that girl Annie
who's been caught up in all that drug business! …And" he paused,
cleared his throat and continued "… And I …Feel Sorry for them -
'SORRY!' - Can you believe THAT? … And not just because their
'Black' either… "

 

          He
stopped talking and looked down at the floor and whilst looking
down said “…Hell, Sarg …I even feel bad about last night when they
where ill, and I was cruel to Him: 'THEM ALL!'…” Then looking up
with a fire in his eyes said “…I shouldn't have been like that
Sarg.” he was plainly embarrassed about talking to his old superior
officer like this, then Tra continued "..It’s something else as
well, but I can't work it out yet? …And for those reason, and
million others I can’t even fathom yet! …I just know it’s right to
stay. So I’m signing up for the Mission!..”

 

Romana smiled nodded and looked round the Room "Anyone else want
to leave?" and looked towards John. Inviting him to address the
Floor.

 

Sgt. Phillips felt for sure 'the Walkers' would jump at a chance
to dump this all behind them, and as for Tra feeling sorry for him?
I bet that just pissed John off big time … And that silly Girl
Annie would just follow them, but even they stayed away from that
open Door.

 

Sgt. Phillips looked at the bald headed Black Man who now stood
proudly in front of her and said "Freedom John! - Make a fortune
here - And no one would need to feel ‘sorry’ for you ever Again?…
”

 

This new Man John just looked back at her and said after a while
"… For the first time in Ten Years I don't need Pots - Shit! -
those 'nits' have done what I couldn't do, namely quit the Dope! -
'by the way' 1969 was also the 'Zap festival' and a prelude to
Woodstock and I would dearly love to see that, but?…"

 

He paused overlong then continued "… It's an interesting
proposition, but you can keep it. Here is where I now belong, and
here is where I'm going to stay. I don't speak for Anabel or Annie
anymore. They'll have to make their own decisions from here on
in."

 

Phillips looked to the Girls. Annie looked to the floor and just
shock her head. In a quiet voice as if to be inaudible said "…
I'm  staying here. I finally feel at home… "

 

Sgt Phillips then looked towards Anabel who was looking towards
the 'EXIT' Door she saw a huge metal water Tower in the distance
with a Seed Manufacture name emblazoned in Red on it and the
Prejudice of this Backwater in this Time and Place hit her like a
hammer. She shuddered saying "No fucking Way - I'm not fuckin'
going out into that fucking Shit Hole! … Any how I di'ant need
a 'pot' neither this morning. If them 'nits' things can do that to
me, I'm fuckin' stayin' too! … But only to help God mind, and
nufin' else!… "

 

          She was
quite for a while then looking at John and continued "… And I’m
also gonna' stay to keep an eye on my Bro’ and help Him. I’m gonna’
help my John do his Shit. If it's good for Him, and so far it seems
to be fuckin' Good for Him! Then its fuckin’ gonna be good! For
dis’ Bitch' as Well!. I'm in… "

 

As usual the air was Blue when Anabel spoke, but everyone sort
of got the gist of what she said. She was staying. Romana like the
rest of them was slightly perplexed by her tirade, but said "Glad
to have you on board Anabel… "

 

Romana and Phillips then both looked to Abdul and Mohammed who
stood their ground. Abdul said in a quiet voice "I'm going to meet
- Allah!" Mohammed just nodded in agreement, and that was that.

 

Looking round further Romana stared at Murray who said to her
"I'm dead and here I'm not just another fat Kid with Problems!”
With that he stole a glance towards John Walker who looked down to
the floor uneasy and was remembering that time in ‘the Court Room
Waiting Area’. Murray looked back to Romana and went on “… Here I
finally feel good about myself, and I have a future … I say
lets kick some 'others' Arse!.."

 

Romana smiled at that.

 

Phillips stared at Smithy pleadingly, but he shook his head and
said "I've accepted the fact I'm ‘dead’ and I also feel physically
better than I have done in Years … And you don't create a
set-up like This!… " He waved both Arms around then continuing "…
And then deny it's existence and the Power that put it in Place.
There is obviously a task to be done here and Romana will need my
help in its Execution … I'm here to the end. I'm Staying!…
"

 

Jane stepped forward quietly without being asked whilst stroking
the Kitten that was in the crook of her Arms and said "I'm staying
also … I make my own life from here on in - AND - I'M - NOT! -
Fuel - For my Father's Perverted Imagination - Any - More!… " with
that she stepped back into line and looked down to the Kitten who
was quite content to be held in this Warm and Happy Place.

 

The group stared forward in an awkward silence. If any one ever
meet the lawyer Jim Olson again. They would kill Him. Romana was
confused at what she'd just heard from Jane, but let it go.

 

Phillips walked towards the Door and looked down at Jane as she
passed her. She'd missed that and she didn't usually miss a lot in
her Job! Then at the Open Door Way she stopped, turning around she
looked back at Romana saying "… If I stay? … I'm in charge of
all Ground Operations!… "

 

Romana nodded and held out the Tumbler. Phillips stepped forward
took it from Romana's hand and downed it in one. "Yuk!" she said
"The Orange Juice was better." Phillips went back to the Door and
took hold of the Door bar then turning to face her team, collapsed.
Sergeant Phillips never hit the floor Romana had caught her in a
burst of speed that took her very close to the open doorway. In a
second she was carrying the Sergeant to a cot that Smithy had begun
dragging out from the rear Store.

 

Anabel went to the Fire Door and looked out one last time. It
seemed to her an inner voice screamed at her to close the Door
Quickly, without a moments thought she knocked the stop Bar up and
the Door Slammed shut. There was a slight slow and long
'cliiicking' sound as the Door clicked and bolted itself shut. Then
a second later a dull thug rang round the Hall as something had
crashed into the 'No' Door as it vanished from 1969.

 

Romana had Sara on the Cot and spun round in a flash with her
legs slightly bent and holding her Arms up. One was across her
chest and the other was bent and pointing out. She had assumed a
deadly defence posture in a split second and was primed to
Kill.

 

"What de' fuck, was dat'?… " said Anabel as she fell over in
terror and scrambled away from the Door "… Dat', dat'! -
DAT'! … fuckin' Noise! … What was it?" she said crawling
backwards "… It Was Fuckin' EVIL!"

          Anabel
was now lying on the floor and looking up at the Door which was now
a painting of a Fire Exit Door again.

 

Romana was still staring at the Door and her Head had a slight
Blue tinge around it then a slight crackle of static was heard from
the speaker above them and Romana’s Blue Haze vanished.

 

For a second Romana stood still in the Gym unmoving then turning
to Anabel said "… That 'fuckin' Noise! … As you so elegantly
put it … Was a language. I've never heard spoken before, but
from what I just listened to and with the aid of the Val’ta
translation subroutines. We have established it was a 
construct of a description, that was of a primary Object, and the
Object was 'Food' and a condition went with it of 'Prepared' …
I think from the first Impression I got was 'dead food' the
adjective for it was 'quick or arrived fast! Or faster than? …And
the second part was then 'than thinking?'… "

 

Romana stopped looked confused and said "… It makes no
Sense?"

 

bat man begins.

 

Sgt. Phillips was sweating, her blankets and cloths were soaked
when she finally awoke. Four hours had passed. To her it seemed
like four years and opening her eyes as she looked round she
realised that the World that she had known had changed in more ways
than one.

 

The entire group were now dressed in a Black Two Piece Suits
consisting of a pair of Baggy Trousers three quarter length. The
type worn by Sensei Masters in a Karate Class, but they seemed
different. Sara also noticed they were all wearing Black Baggy 'T'
Shirt top's and Boots.

 

          …
But those Boots were strange even from here she could see they
looked like Black three quarter length Wrestling Boots and the Big
Toe of the wearer was singled out with and reinforced the Black
lines of reinforcement went back towards the ankle where the
support became a swirling Mass.

 

All Black stripes that ran up the Boot seemed to focus on the
ankle and the Black stripes running up them against the Grey
material made them look as if they were alive. Then there was the
soles that seemed to be connected to the stripes and it was almost
like the soles moved but the People didn't.

 

Sara couldn't take her eyes off them.

 

Romana was sitting on another Cot close by talking to Tra and
looked round when Phillips stirred. Sgt. Phillips just took it all
in and said "… Everyone's wearing Bat Man's costumes!" and laughed
nervously, but still looked at everyone's shoes. Then saw Romana
wore the same sort under her Dress only hers were shorter and only
went to her Ankle. 'How come I never noticed that before?' she
thought to herself. Then shaking her head to clear her thoughts she
focused on Romana and asked her a more pressing question that
wouldn't go away. Looking directly at her she said "During our
primary induction yesterday you said that…

 

          '… And
that Others have travelled it again. I might add at great cost to
them selves, but we still don't know why they did it?' …What cost?
…And how do you know? …And is there any food? …I’m Starving!"

 

Romana was taken a back and confused by the Sara's statement and
said "… I'll quantify the Story of the People who put the Relics in
time later… " Meanwhile Smithy had placed a Cold Meat sandwich in
her Hand along with a Long Glass of Milk. That she attacked with
gusto, but had time to notice he was wearing a long open grey
waistcoat and in it Tools were stashed in pockets. Sara smiled and
thought ‘He has a new tool Belt! …I bet his in his element now.’
and took another bite.

 

…Between mouthfuls Phillips continued "… I've had a Nightmare
about that statement. In my Dream it seems my Body was stretched
across time and I had to cut little bits off me, and put them into
Peoples lives, but they kept disappearing completely, no matter
what I did … This kept going on till then there was nothing
left of Me! and still I heard a voice saying 'I need MORE!' …
.We must have MORE!…"

 

Romana looked down then forcing a smile saying "… It was just a
Dream Sara, but first things First, and now that you’ve been
fed … And now that you are finally awake and I'd say you need
time to refresh yourself." Romana took the opportunity to stroke
the end of her nose and smiled at Sara again, but warmly this
time.

 

Sara looked blank for a second and understood it was an
invitation to take a shower and finishing off her milk she lifted
her arm and sniffed at her Arm Pit then reeled back in Horror. She
was Ripe, and looking down she saw her Police Uniform was also
Rank.

 

Smithy then appeared next to her with a Huge White Towel and a
complete set of Black Cloths like the rest of them were now dressed
in. Sara inspected them closely and noted she had a pair of the
same strange black Boots of the type Smithy was wearing, but hers
had Flaccid soles and Black striped Baggy Material just flopping
loosely round them. Smithy seeing her confusion with the Boots said
“Just put them on, engage your toe in the end of the sole and
they'll fit to You!… ”

 

Sara thanked him then looking up at Romana said "… Close up the
Cloths looked like Black Pyjamas', but they were anything but. I
can see they are fighting apparel, but these Boots?" Sara wanted an
explanation, but all Romana said was "… Your question about 'the
Boots' and 'the Others' will all be reviled to you, after the
Install… "

 

Sara mused over them one last time and looking up at Smithy said
"… Thanks again Smithy!" Then looking down she lamented the passing
of her old Police Uniform. It had seen better Days, but her new
one, she reflected would be a better fit. After all it had an
elasticated waist for a start, but the flap that ran under the
crouch was confusing her. She would no doubt work it out after a
shower.

 

Slowly Sara got off her cot and walked unsteadily towards the
Shower Room.

 

hook line and sinker.

 

After fifteen minutes Sara finally emerged clean and refreshed.
Taking stock she had to admit to her self she hadn't felt this good
in a long, long time and looked round at the rest of her team
lounging round the Gym. Sara said to no one in particular "OK Then,
what's next?…"

 

Romana looked round the corner from the Connecting Hallway to
the Gym on hearing Sara come out of the shower and announce Dinner
is being served in the Conference Room. ‘Oh good’ thought Sara
‘…I’m starving!’

 

          … In
confusion everyone went into the Conference Room and were shocked
at what they saw. It was laid out for a full course Dinner and
spread out across the vast Table was knives forks and Plates. It
was initially instigated by Romana, but in the course of planning
it Smithy took over.

 

Romana insisted that Sara be placed at the Head of the Table. No
one except Sara argued, but she did noticed that the conference
table was laid out for Eleven Place settings. Smithy followed
Sara’s eyes and noticed this himself and mumbling to him self
quickly took one set away. Once seated they were all nibbling on
Bread Rolls. Romana announced that the 'nits' she was growing would
be 'proved!' by twelve o'clock for the groups final Install.

 

…Sara from the top of the table went pale and said "But I
destroyed your Lab?… "

 

"No, you didn't" said Romana "The primary work was finished
hours ago! All you just smashed up was some old tubes I put there
to make it look like a Lab?… ". '… And a very old fashioned one at
that!' thought Romana.

 

Sara’s jaw dropped.

 

"Yes!… " said Romana looking at Sara's face "Tra's suggestion to
smash the Lab was just a ploy to get you to take a mega dose of
super charged 'Primary' nits. I didn't have time to persuade you by
other means."

 

… Sara Phillips was shocked into silence.

  … She'd fallen for it hook line and sinker.

    … She didn't see Romania's hand in Tra's
'smashing the lab' suggestion.

      … Or that Romania's thoughts
'on her problem' where projected to her.

 

Then it all made sense. Romana had set her up and knew she'd
never walk through that Door, and neither would the others. 'Sneaky
Bitch!' she thought to herself and smiled approvingly at her
tactics. It was something she would do, she concluded.

 

Taking stock and looking round at the table there were several
Bottles of what looked like Red Wine. Sara poured herself a Glass
and taking a sip was shocked by its flavour, it tasted of sweet
peppery lemons? She took another sip and turned the Glass round in
her Hand to examine its rich red texture, then saw Romana looking
at her.

 

"… Well?” Romana said “It's a favourite blend where I come from,
and we drink it with our meals. It’s not alcoholic, but has subtle
blends that reflect the flavour of an alcoholic drink. I hope you
like it?…" Jane trying some from the other side of the Table said
"I DO! …It’s really lovely I've never tasted anything like in my
life?… ”

 

Sara had to admit, it was a nice warming Wine, but as she
swirled it round in her glass wasn’t convinced it was actually Wine
at all? Then glancing down the Table she saw how the Bottles were
being emptied and assessed that the rest of them liked it as
well.

 

          …
'Muggles' took this opportunity, whilst his Mistress was occupied
with the 'Weird Smelling Water' and popped his head up above the
table. Hooking up a Paw he stole a piece of Bread off the table. It
dropped to the floor where he jumped down after it, and 'killed'
it, then satisfied it was dead, Muggles 'ate' it.

 

He then got back on his Mistress Lap. Thinking he'd got away
with it he started to wash himself innocently, but half the table
was watching him, and yet again his antics proved to be an amusing
diversion.

 

A slight ‘ding’ was heard in the Gym and everyone turned
round.

 

“Dinner is Ready!” said Smithy getting to his feet and walking
into the Gym. “Want any help?” said Mohammed”. Smithy said “No I’m
fine!…”. A few minutes later he wheeled in a huge heated Hostess
Trolley into the Conference Room and Opened it up. The aroma hit
them all at the same time.

 

Smithy bought out of it a massive Silver Plate with a huge
silver lid on it and placed it on the table center. Taking the lid
off they all saw a huge Roasted Bird laid on it with Roasted
Potatoes neatly arranged along it flank. Smithy then took out two
other large silver Plates and placed them either side. These
contained Steamed Vegetables and Mashed Potatoes. Finally he
produced four Gravy Boats and set them on either ends of the table.
Closing the hostesses’ lid he sat down and watched Romana who was
flabbergasted at what she’d just seen, but kept it to herself.

 

Sara from the Head of the Table said “I don’t know how the do it
in the future Romana, but I think saying grace to God for this fine
fare would be a good start in this venture. Could you lead it for
us?..”

 

Romana smiled saying “Well said Sara!…” and stood up with her
Head lifted up to the ceiling and her arms out from her side. She
looked round at their quizzical faces and said “We look up to God
when we communicated in his name!…” With that she invited them to
stand and join her. Glancing round they accepted her lead and stood
linking hands with their neighbours as Romana instructed them
to.

 

Satisfied and looking round she said “…We are all in the great
link of Mankind. From here we strike out and make a difference in
God’s name!”

 

…And there in that Room far, far away holding hands they all
looked to the Stars. Romana after a second said “..We thank you God
for this great bounty …And all we ask is to do you ‘will’ with
honour and dignity …So Say We All.” With that they lifted their
hands up and back down saying together “So Say We ALL!” then they
dropped hands and sat back down.

 

Jane reflected it was the strangest grace she had ever
experienced as she sat back down. Looking round she noted that the
others felt the same, but with grace over the meal began in earnest
and Sara was given the job of slicing up the Bird.

 

Romana joined in with the etiquette of eating a meal with
colleagues. She was telling both Anabel and Annie that they did
this sort of thing where she came from and it never crossed her
mind to implement ‘a feast’ before the Install. She continued that
it was Tra's idea and he said "It would help in Team Building… "
John listening agreed. As did Mohammed.

 

          ‘So much
to the ‘tCouncils’ social structure document.’ thought Romana as
the conversation flowed round her. Then reflected that ‘It must be
wrong because it stated that each team member must be kept isolated
from the rest for better efficiency in the field and on
operations.’ Romana glanced round the room again and thought ‘…this
method of team building is much better!…’

 

Abdul half listening to Romana was just happy to eat and kept
his head down. It seemed that they all hadn't eaten for Days, but
they had … And Everyone agreed 'the Gravy was to die for!'

 

          …
Small talk was the main dish of the day and they talked about
everything, and anything. It became a ‘Dinner of Friendship’ and
Romana mentally ripped up another one her ‘Social Protocols’ issued
by the ‘tCouncil’.

 

After the main course was finished the dirty plates and dishes
where placed in the collection bins in the Trolley. Smithy noted
that there was almost no food waste to speak of, even the great
Bird was picked clean, and grinned to himself.

 

Pudding and the Bowel's were collected from the lower bin of the
Trolley and consisted of three huge Apple Pie’s and six massive
bowls of Custard. It was the finest anyone could ever remember
eating.

 

The Banquette had been laid on for them by Smithy who was really
proud of himself and when it had all finished and they just sat
drinking coffee. Jane drank tea, but she wanted to know how Smithy
had done it? All Smithy would do was touch the side of his nose and
wink at her. Romana from the end of the table knew, and was still
in a mild state of shock over it. She’d have to raise it with
Val’ta later.

 

As far as Sara concerned it was the best meal of her Life. She
had been Ravenous and had eaten everything put in front of her by
Smithy. Who insisted on serving everyone. He also insisted on
cleaning it all away afterwards and blatantly refusing all help
when it was offered. Smithy looked round and laughed as he slowly
wheeled the Trolley back into the Gym leaving his diner guest’s to
drink their coffee and reflect.

 

After a short while the team left the table and found their way
back into the Gym. When asked where the Hostess trolley was? All
Smithy would do, was wink saying ‘all sorted’. That evening was
spent mostly digesting the Meal and sitting in a huge circle
talking about life, faith and everything, but the Mission. They all
avoided that subject.

 

          …
Annie had joined the Arabs Boys in a heated discussion about her
faith and her belief in Christianity. She was apparently a devoted
Catholic of the old Church who never repelled the role of 'Christ'
as did the new Catholic Church, that Mohammed and Abdul where
devoted to, by association.

 

Even Romana seeing the spirited debate on the ways of God opened
up and joined in. She gave them and insight into the 'appearance'
and what it meant to Humanity. She told them of 'the Rapture' as
God appeared to every Human on the Planet at the same time …
And how Humanity had changed in that Second…

 


	They all listened in rapt awe, and as she finished her Story
then the Chimes rung from the Old Clock that Smithy had put up in
the Gym earlier. It was twelve
o'clock        



 

          …
Everyone looked round and knew it was time. Without being told they
all called an end to the Evening. They straightened up and cleaned
away the excess cots. The floor was quickly swept and the Blankets,
and Pillows were got out then they waited by the table that Smithy
had got out from the Kitchen.

 

Romana in the mean time had collected a large cardboard box from
the upstairs balcony located above the Library and coming back into
the Gym placed it on the Smithy’s table. Looking round she was
really impressed in how everyone worked together. She had never
seen this sort of co-operation with just Primary 'nits' before and
paused in thought as she opened the contents of the Box and put
them onto the table.

 

          …She was
wondering quietly to herself just what the 'Trinity' would produce
in these people and for a second became afraid of what she was
unleashing into time, but lamented it was to late for thoughts like
that at this stage of the Game. The Project was the only thing she
had to focus her attention on and she hoped the ‘tCouncil’ knew
what they were doing.

 

Everybody gathered around Romana and she said quietly "OK! -
It's Inauguration time, and your Installation is at hand … As
a fighting group you all have to take on the ‘Trinity’ at the same
time. So who wants to be First?" she then clapped her hands and
Wrung them together spinning around as she went. The silence that
greeted her was deafening. "That was Humour People!" she said
defensively.

 

          …
Jane shrugged and stepped forward saying "For some reason I’m
concerned? This Inauguration and Installation of 'nits!' …Will it
hurt?"

 

"No … It shouldn't!" said Romana slowly Wringing her Hands
in front of Jane.

 

"I don't get it…” said Jane looking up. Romana's shoulders
slumped and she said "Oh! Well don't worry about it. I suppose you
had to be there!… ". She then directed Jane over to the table which
had nine full sets of self Injection Phials and Blue Plastic
Helmet's. They all looked the same.

 

Romana said "There was one set for every one there except Sara
I've got something special for her!" She looked back to Sara and
winked. Sara smiled walked over to her cot then sat down watching
the drama unfold.

 

Looking back to Jane Romana said "Pick one set! … But pick
the set that keyed to your DNA. Pick the wrong set and you'll die!
- If you pick the wrong Phials the 'nits' in them would kill you in
about three seconds!…"

 

          …That
made them all focus their minds and the apprehension everyone felt
increased. Even Romana could feel it and looked round at their
faces with some concern. ‘How could they know?’ she thought.…

 

"Right now!” she said looking back to Jane again “This is how it
works. Select your own Phials, Helmets and go to your cots… ". She
noticed that there was an extra cot out again and continued "…
Place the Helmet on your head and lay down. Put the self injection
Phial to your left arm and press the Trigger. Don't look like that
Jane! The injector is air operated. No needles! It doesn't
hurt!…"

 

          …Everyone
was hesitant about doing this thing …And no one moved their self
preservation instinct had kicked in…

 

"Look!.." said Romana trying to inject some humour into the over
tense room "Jane will demonstrate how really easy it is!…" and
wrung her hands in an arc round the room. Smiling she then picked
up an Installation set from the table and gave them to Jane. She
and Jane then walked her to a cot where Romana sat her down.

 

          Romana
with her hand on Jane‘s shoulder said “Just put the Helmet on and
Inject yourself - Simples!… ” Jane holding the Helmet and Phials
shock her head and her face flushed, then looking up at Romana said
"… It’s weird, but these feel wrong in my hands." Romana smiling
down at her said "Then select a set from the table that feel
right!… "

 

Jane got back up and hesitantly went back to the table. Looking
lost she put back on the table the Helmet and Phial that Romana had
given. For a long time she just stared at the assorted sets on the
table. Then as if coming out of a dream she selected two sets,
seemingly at random. Turning Jane then went back to her cot and sat
down, but she still wasn't happy and neither was the others in the
room. The caution hit Romana like a physical thing and she looked
around with awe.

 

Looking back to Jane she saw she had picked well and thought
'Good Girl!..'

 

Jane in a world of her own put on the Helmet. Then in a zombie
like state placed the injector to her Arm and pulled the trigger.
She immediately fell over on to her cot in a deep stupor. 'Muggles'
jumped off the cot as she almost landed on him.

 

"Safety Tip!" said Romana setting Jane straight in her cot "…
Lie down and get comfortable First! …Before you pull the trigger!…"
Everyone sniggered apprehensively.

 

One by one they went to the table, selected their Injectors and
Helmets then anxiously returned to their cots. They were all -
very, very tense! … And no one made any move in the
Installation Process.

 

Anabel spoke up and looked directly at Romana saying "If I got
dis' stuff wrong … will this fuckin' shit really kill me?" She
didn't like this game at all.

 

Yes!… " said Romana, then looking round she said to everybody "…
Look at the Kits you have in your hands. Do they feel right? - If
that's a Yes! - Then do it!… "

 


	Everyone looked, and looked hard at what they had in their
hands. Then as one they all seemed to concur that what they had did
indeed feel like theirs,   and theirs alone, and a wave
of released tension swept through the room. Romana looked round
again in awe. They all felt they felt slightly happier and it had a
ripple effect as John put on his Helmet.



 

"… Don’t do dis’ shit Bro!" said Anabel looking concerned at
John. He just smiled warmly at his sister. Tra looked over at John
and said “Lets both go on ‘three’ and show the Girls how its
done!…” John grinned, nodded and stuck his thumb up. Tra put on his
helmet and John waited for him. They then both laid down and Tra
said “On three right!” right> John stuck his thumb up and the
both said together “One!…” with that they both pulled their
triggers on the injectors early. 

 

“They both went early!” said Smithy, and Murray next to him
laughed. Then looking at the old Man Murray nodded. Smithy nodded
back and with that they laid down and begun there own Install.

 

Only Annie and Anabel were left now, and Annie said “Fuck it!”
then she turned and hugged Anabel who said “See you on dee’ other
fuckin’ side Bitch!…”. Annie smiled at her friend, laid down put
her helmet on and pulled the Injector. Anabel followed suit with
out any more protest’s and she along with the rest began the slow
install process.

 

Within seconds the silence in the Room became intangible and
Romana looked to Sara Phillips who was still sitting on her cot
with an impassive face. Smiling at her Romana walked over to the
table picked up the Brown Box and went to Sara's Cot. Inside was
Sara Phillips Install Kit.

 

"Before you Start!… " said Sara "Would you really have let them
install the wrong kits?" : "Yes!… " said Romana flatly "… But they
wouldn't have been able to install them because 'nits' are more
devious than we think!" Sara gave up with this line of questioning
and looked over to Box in Romana's Hand saying "… Where's mine
then?"

 

"Yours!…” Romana said slowly “…As I've previously stated '… IS!
- Something Special!'… " and reaching into the Brown Box pulled out
two injector Phials, One Blue, One Orange and a Blue Helmet. Sara
just looked blankly at them.

 

Romana said "Your latent exposure to the primary 'nits' revelled
Psyche Abilities - You are Empathic! - You feel for others, and
feel their pain as well - Your Install is called a Quartet! …
And not the Trinity that the rest of your team is now being
Installed with… " With that Romana looked round at the sleeping
People on their Cots.

 

Sergeant Sara Phillips laughed and almost fell of the Bed "… No
fucking way" she said "Me feel for others? - No fucking way! - I'm
a copper for fucks sake! - I put people Down!"

 

Romana looked back at Sara with some bemusement in her Eyes and
said "You're still Empathic … You never realised it, but you
only put guilty people down, didn't you? … And that's because
you knew their Guilt before you started on Them!… "

 

          …
Sgt. Phillips looked hard at Romana and went 'humph' saying "… I
only ever dealt with Guilty People!… "

 

Romana smiled at her and went on "… The super charged primary
'nits' have built up in you and you've cured of what ever was wrong
with you, but to keep you in Sync! with the rest of the Group
you'll need to start the install Now!”

 

…With that, she looked hard at Sara saying slowly and gently
“…With your Install, you'll need to Inject the orange Phial first,
put on your Helmet and then Inject the blue one!… " Romana paused
looked at the floor and then back to Sara "… but before you begin
the Install be warned and be prepared … I told Jane it
wouldn't hurt! … I won't lie to you … It will
hurt! … You'll feel the pain of the World before you're
finished! … Are you ready?"

 

"No!" said Sara flatly "… But I've come this Far!"

 

Romana handed her the Phials and Helmet: Sara turned them over
in her Hands and said "Well I'll be dammed - They do feel like Me!"
and grinned at Romana. Who smiled weakly back at her.

 

Sara then followed Romana’s Instructions by injecting the Orange
Phial then put on her Helmet and laying down looked up at Romana as
she Injected the Blue Phial. She hadn't collapsed like the others
and looked enquiringly at Romana. Then it hit her and she knew the
awful truth of it, and said "Ohhh fuuuuccckk!!" as she collapsed
unconscious onto her cot.

 

Now the Silence was profound and it was Romana's turn to become
nervous and chewing her lip became she became tense. She never told
them, but that the Install process could Kill them, and if it goes
wrong and you did survived it. Then your body was finished with
only five years of life left in it. You only got one chance to
Install the Trinity because it couldn't be done twice and if you
attempted again. It  would kill you without a doubt on the
second attempt. There was a lot was riding on these People to come
through the process complete. No wonder Romana was tense, but what
made it worse was the group seemed to know that the Install carried
a risk.

 

Looking over to Jane sleeping on her cot she sighed quietly to
herself. She still had one more little Job to do. In a lightning
burst of speed she crossed the Gym and had the Kitten 'Muggles' of
off Jane's cot and in her Hand in the blink of an Eye.

 

          …
Muggles was shocked that one of these things could have caught so
easily and squirmed in her iron grip. He didn't like this at all,
and was frightened.

 

Romana pulled out a white phial she had in her skirt Pocket and
pressing it to his neck squeezed the trigger. Satisfied that the
'nits' were in place she put the kitten down. He was off like a
rocket and she grunted with satisfaction as she saw it disappear
under the seating at the end of the Gym. Romana looking round
pulled the spare cot over and sat on it staring at the sleeping
People.

 

The kitten 'Muggles', she noted a while later wandered slowly
back to his Mistress and from under her cot looked suspiciously at
her for while. Then a short time later with wobbly back legs he
managed to climb up onto the cot.

 

 …By this time Romana assessed it was very weak and was
taken aback with its resolve to return to its Mistress. She watched
it in silent fascination as the cat managed to wrap itself round
Jane's head and slowly slip into a deep install of his own. She
heard its breathing became shallow.

 

Romana reflected, although she was impressed by its
determination, still didn't like this 'Kat' - 'Kitten' thing.

 

a wake up call.

 

'the Acorn' moved on and nearly nine Earth hours had pasted when
Jane woke first. After being tested by Romana that the Install went
well she wandered very wobbly to the showers. Muggles who had been
awake for some time followed her. He was hungry and the Blue One
who he didn't like, hadn't feed him. Even though he'd asked her for
food, several times.

 

          Romana
was shocked at the speed of her Install … Then she watched in
wonderment as all the group began waking up at the same time. Like
Jane she checked methodically everyone of them as they came round
with the test 'nit' kit. When applying these test 'nits' on the
skin they were rejected. So Romana knew the Install was complete
and the 'nits' had been installed correctly. She was glad about the
speed of their Install speed, but was greatly confused by it as
well.

 

Smithy was the last to open his eyes and needed help to get to
the Showers. He was badly weakened by the Installation process, but
he had come through it. Romana was pleased everyone was awake
except Sara Phillips as her abilities would increase the Harmonic
set unique to an Empathic, the install she was undertaking had a
price, and she who would be unconscious for at least another Day.
Romana looked at her and wondered whether she would also wake up
early as well?

 

Covertly she instructed the Val'ta unit to transmit the lowest
'sport-tone' and noted every one looked round to the speaker at the
same time.

 

          …
And with that they passed their first test and she established that
their Harmonics were in fine tune. In fact Exceptionally so, they
all responded to they lowest signal? She should have noticed that,
but didn't.

 

training.

 

Later Jane found the Breakfast routine helpful. It forced her to
focus her very clumsy limbs on the job in hand. Romana said it
would be a training issue as you have to relearn how to walk, but
it wasn't walking she was having problems with. It was doing
everything else.

 

          …Muggles
was by now fed and running round her feet, doing what kittens do
best, namely getting in the way, but it was the speed of what he
was doing that amazed Jane.

 

He's was a blur going round the Kitchen. Jane followed him into
the Gym where the group just watched as she chased the kitten. When
she finally caught him and looked round, the silence was deafening.
"… What?" she said. Even Romana who was quick, was impressed with
her speed and without any training. Jane had crossed one side of
the Gym to the other and back again without realising it … And
in the process had dodged round objects in the Court all in under
two seconds … And that was Fast!

 

Muggles wriggled out of her arms and was off again, Jane let him
go and turning to Romana said "… You've given Muggles 'nits'
haven't you Romana."

 

"Yes!… " said Romana "… And if you don't catch him he'll never
bond with you. It's a - nit - Kat - nit - Kat - Thing!… " she joked
and standing up she wrung her Hands in Jane's direction. Jane
scowled at her and took off after the Kitten in a flash. Romana
laughed. Tra looked up then said "… And now the Nit's chasing the
Cat."

 

Romana was still laughing when a second later Jane came back
with Muggles in her arms purring loudly. Every one roared with
laughter as Jane appeared from the Library Corridor. "What?” she
said “…I've just caught this little nit in the Library!". At that
everyone was now laughing till their sides where splitting. Sara
stirred in her cot and smiled in her sleep, but no one noticed.

 

sara's install.

 

Sara, was in a Hall and a light was glowing out of the crystal
walls - she was wearing a light white mantel and felt like she was
floating. All along the Hall could be heard a sound of crystal
being made and coming to life … And growing in confidences
…And the more it grew, the happier it became.

 

The more she moved along the Hall the more she became aware of
other noises, she had no choice in her direction, she was made to
move onward. The sound was like a million voices all talking at
once, mixed in with the crystal tones. At this, she began to feel
alarmed about it all, and beginning to panic made her way faster
along the corridor to the Doors at the end.

 

There was two huge Oak Doors at the end of the Hall and she
rushed towards them knowing if she got in there the noise would
stop. She pushed them open urgently; the doors opened wide with no
sound. She rushed headlong into the room and her Breathing was
Laboured. The noise didn't stop, but was quieter in here and seemed
under control.

 

In the middle of the room was a light. It was pure light, a
light so bright you could stare at it and not be blinded, but it
was far brighter than the brightest day, or the brightest night. It
was brighter than the Sun.

 

And it spoke to Sara…

 

day one.

 

Four Hours after the Install the trinity of 'nits' had them
consuming vast amounts of food, and they all felt very hungry, all
of the time.

 

The day started with Breakfast and then Two Hours later a Second
Breakfast and so on during the day till Third Dinner was served.
Romana said that the hunger would eventually subside.

 

Murray was happy to just eat. He'd never been allowed to ‘just
eat’ before, because he'd always been watching his weight, but now
was making the most of it, and really enjoying him self in the
Process. He was large and that meant he wasn't as quick as the
others, but his strength was experiential to his bulk. Murray was
strong to start with and now he had discovered he was getting even
stronger.

 

…He didn't say anything when he broke the spiral Rail from the
Staircase as he attempted to climb it and felt that it wasn't in
his interests to point it out to Romana, just yet? …With that he
quietly left the Library carrying his Beef Sandwich.

 

Smithy on the other hand had no such hesitation about promoting
his newly acquired abilities. He was leaping around like a spring
lamb …And with no limp. He was able to 'mop' the entire Gym floor
in less than twenty seconds,

 

"After all…” he was heard to say “…It was a very big floor."

 

control.

 

By Mid Morning Romana was Ready to begin the testing. She didn't
expect great things from these 'nit' novices. With the exception of
Jane and Smithy the rest she observed just rested, ate and chatted,
but that said Romana watched Abdul and Mohammed with interest and
observed that Annie seemed to exert a strange influence over them.
Secretly she was confused by it. In fact what was happening here
didn't fit any known install pattern.

 

testing times.

 

“Right Now!” said Romana from the Conference corridor door
entrance “… We're going to Play a game of Tag!” she announced “…
But with a difference!” and smiled knowingly at them.

 

The assembled team members looked up and as one cleared away the
cots and they carefully moved Sara Phillips at the same time.
Romana puzzled over this group's ability to 'DO!', but dismissed
it. She had greater things to think about and placed several box's
of equipment on the side in the Gym next to the baseball court.

 

          Opening
the First Box she pulled out fifteen different coloured felt tip
Pens and gave them one each. She then put on a white re-enforced
Bib and said “The Rules are simply. I'll start from that End…”

 

She pointed back towards the Conference Room entrance.

 

“… And you from a Line, or whatever you want, as a team! …
And as a team you must prevent me from touching the other side of
the Gym. The first Rule is that this is a no contact test. You
can't touch me, or each other. The first person I bump into, or who
puts a mark on my Bib wins!  Once I'm marked I stop running
and that Person wins. OK are we clear?”

 

Tra and John both turned round and Wrung their hands in her
Direction. She smiled saying “OK very Funny now lets move …
And let the game Begin!… ”

 

Romana stood at one end of the Gym and the group stood at the
other in a Diamond with Tra and John at the tip! 'Very good!' she
thought and like slow lightning went past them dodging and weaving
as she went.

 

The Pens flashed in front of her. First in front of her was
Annie whom she easily dodged and then faced Abdul and Mohammed. She
weaved out of their way with ease. Then Tra was in front of her and
Smithy both of whom she steered clear of. Then she faced Jane and
Murray. Romana simply side stepped Jane 'Shame!' she thought 'I
could have sworn that Jane would have managed to mark Me!'

 

…And all the time during the test she was aware of chatter and
movement behind her, but no Marks were on the front of her Bib.
John stepped in front of her for a second and was gone. Romana
reflected that Anabel was no where to be seen, but even she didn't
put a Mark on her Bib.

 

Romana with a heavy heart considered that she would be training
them for a long time, and began to mentally form a training
schedule for them to use their ‘nits’ properly, but thought ‘Just
what had the 'battle nits' done to them? She shouldn’t have been
able to just walk past them ‘all’ of them just like that? She was
practically Walking!…’

 

          Within a
second she was on the other side of the Court and said “I win!”
touching the Line. She was disappointed that none of them even
seemed to make any real effort to mark her Bib and looking down the
front of it she confirmed it was still clean.

 

“Take it off!…” shouted Annie from the back who laughed with
joy. Romana did and Eight Coloured Marks were on it, and one said
'MO'. Mohammed shouted “That short for Mohammed!” as he Wrung his
Hands in Romana's direction. Romana went 'ha-ha', and the group in
front of her burst out laughing, then Abdul said “We all agreed,
that we ‘all’ wanted to Win!… ”

 

Romana looked in wonderment at the Bib, and then back to the
Group in shock and Horror. '… But none of then seemed to move fast
enough!' she thought. Putting 'the Bib' back in the first brown Box
and collecting the pens up she said “OK next Test!! … Then
looked at the Pens in her hand and realised that John and Tra had
not only marked her back as she dodged through the Court, but
swapped their Pens as well.

 

She looked at them in wonder and said “Right you two Comedians.
I've got another ‘test’ for you, and you're both first!” Tra turned
to John and said “See. I told you she'd notice!”. John Wrung his
Hands in Tra's direction and they both laughed.

 

          …
Romana considered that the Joke was getting old now, but said
nothing. After all, she had started it…

 

In the second Box. Romana bought out Four sets of White Body
Armour and indicated that Tra and John should put on a set each.
They looked like Re-Enforced and Ribbed 'T' shirts with a Split set
of Skirts going down to the knees. The Arm pieces where in two
parts levered at the Elbow and connected to the Shoulder Pads. Knee
shins finished of the strange Apparel.

 

Mean while she pulled a Crouch Brace out of the Box and began to
tie it off. Then Pined her skirt in Place. To an untrained eye she
was now wearing a blue version of the same black baggy trousers
they all wore. She then fitted her self with a set of white
Armour.

 

…Looking up from adjusting her knee straps she said “You switch
them on like so!” and standing up flicked a switch switched on the
belt of her own Body Armour. Tra copied her actions and found the
switch on his waist band. When he pressed it a Hummm was audible
and a shimmer was revolving round him. He looked at John and the
same shimmer surrounded him. All eyes were now on Romana who
switched off her shield and said “The Ionised Shield you see round
you will protect the Wearer from Physical Contact during combat,
and it's needed!…”

 

She looked them over nodded and said “… In this test … I
want to test your reflexes! … I am an Assailant and I'm going
to attack you!” She looked up and Val'ta activate novice score
points on the Armour. Large red marks appeared on the Armour.
Romana said “The Red Marks of your Chest, Rear and Forward and
Upper Back, Legs and Arms are score points. I want you to cut and
parry with your Arms and Legs and the first one to hit me on a
Score Point wins! Simples!…”. Tra and John looked at each other and
grinned. Romana went on and said the inner part of the ‘basket ball
court’ was the ring and every one was to stand at least three feet
away from that.

 

Looking round she saw Tra and John were already inside the
imaginary ring. Walking over she then switched back on her own Body
Armour and stood ready for the attack and assumed a strange posture
of Arms across her Waist Hands flat and legs slightly Bend. She
focused on them and began.

 

She was a whirlwind of destruction and as fast as John and Tra
kicked, turned and punched they couldn't quite get her. But felt
Soft taps coming now and again touching their ‘Red Score Points‘,
and every time one was Hit the Gym score board registered another
point for Romana.

 

          …
Tra clipper her or at least thought he did, but a few seconds later
Romana had called a halt to their Test and congratulated them. She
then invited Abdul and Mohammed to engage in the Attack. Mohammed
scored three points on her Arm before she won that contest.

 

She paired Smithy and Jane next. Jane was quick as Romana
assessed, but not that quick, not just yet! … And Romana
dodged her with relative ease, but noticed during their sparing
match, that Tra and John formed the Corners of the Ring and became
concerned when Romana scored points. They didn't like it, she could
tell. It wasn't the points, but the threat she represented to the
contestants in the ring.

 

Finally she kitted up Anabel, and Annie along with Murray next,
and because of her own complacency where Murray was concerned, she
walked into one of his massive outstretched Arms … And it Hurt
like crazy. John and Tra were in the ring in a second and stopped
the sparring Match.

 

          “… Like a
couple of old fuckin' mother Hens!” Anabel was heard to say as she
and Annie was ushered out of the Ring. Murray was distraught that
he'd done so much damage.

 

Romana caught all this and reflected on it as she picked herself
up of the court, then fell back down being caught by Tra who was
concerned about her nose injury that was bleeding all over the
floor, but as usual Smithy was on hand mopping it up. He also had a
cold compress in his hand for her.

 

          She
assessed her nose was Broken and looking up to the Gym ceiling said
“M'rray is'th de'the Wi'nner!… ” She was then passed the cold
compress from Smithy for her aching and rapidly swelling nose.
Thanking him Romana applied it, but her Bones were already
beginning to Knit. She thought back to the 'tag test' and if she'd
been really trying only three out of the Group may have been able
to mark her, but it wasn't a contest and had revelled how fast they
we're all developing.

 

With her head held back looking up Romana reflected that these
newly installed Children could do without training, what I've
trained all my life to do? … And three of ‘the Children’ were
faster than me!

 

Standing there and gathering her thoughts up, she informed them
by sport thoughts **Only one test left** and secretly thought to
herself '… And that my Children includes 'the Dead Language' and
smiled to herself.

 

          She
remembered it had made her head 'nits' sizzle for days. Then
resting her head forward into the Damp Cloth she sported to all of
them that **I need an Interpretation doing in the several
Languages. The Last Test is a Language Test. You will all 'hear'
it. The Val'ta unit will read out the Excerpts. All you have to do
is write down what you think it is, and put the Papers back in the
Box, Easy!**

 

Romana then shook her head and swore quietly and under the towel
as she felt her nose. It felt wrong and would need re-setting,
which meant it would have to be re-broken. Sighing she stood up
went to the Kitchen, got a Chair then went back into the Gym and
quietly sat on it.

 

          …
Looking up to her class she informed them that her nose had set
wrong and took away the Towel. Tra looked and sure enough it was
crooked. "You're going to have to break it again to straighten
it!.." said Tra ."Yup!” said Romana through gritted teeth “Can you
do it for me 'Tra'?… ".

 

Tra nodded, came forward and put his hand to the Crooked side of
her nose intending to Yank it back hard and re-breaking it in the
process.

 

Annie looked at Romana's nose and felt strange empathy welling
up inside her and said "Wait!…" with that she stepped forward and
moved Tra's hand out of the way and held Romana's crocked nose in
her fingers.

 

What happened next was confusing, because it looked like Romana
pushed Annie away so hard that she flew across the Room. Abdul in a
split second caught her and they were both fell backwards, white
faced and out cold lying on the Floor. Mohammed stepped over them
and placed his Hands on the pair of them. He recoiled in terror at
what he felt and looked pleadingly at Romana.

 

Romana was on her feet in a second ordering them all to hold
hands and reaching down held Abdul's hand whilst the chain was
completed by Mohammed holding Annie's Hand on the other side. The
Drain on the group was appalling. They all felt ill, and drawn at
what they were doing and it felt like a dark green shimmer appeared
round all the people in the circle, but they all did it without
reservation. No one except Romana knew just what they were doing
and looking round said “Don‘t break the chain. Their lives depend
on it!”. Slowly after several seconds the strain lessened and after
a Minute the pair in the center recovered and sat up. Romana
relaxed, wearily she went back to the Chair and sat down again.

 

          …
Her nose was perfectly straight and as good as was before she
walked into Murray’s Arm…

 

Annie white faced looked back to Romana and said "What happened?
- I only fixed your nose - I knew I could do it, and I did… "

 

Romana was still shocked at what had just transpired and said "…
You my dear Annie, and Abdul are a natural Skin Psyche’s. Only
natural 'Skinners' in sympathy would offer that sort of assistance.
It’s said that Skinners keep their secrets well guarded, and no one
has ever seen them at work. The patients always has no memory of
the operation. We have here today seen how it works!”. Romana
shuddered and continued “When Abdul caught you on the rebound from
me, he treated you as well, doubling the 'hemogentic tones' that
had built up in you in the micro second it took to straighten my
nose. It was that excessive build up of energy that flung you away
from me so violently.

 

The proof that Abdul is a natural 'Skinner' as well is in the
fact that Mohammed didn't collapse when he touched either of
you? … But he was repulsed. Our physical contact after your
'accident' dissipated the 'Physic Tones' that had built up the pair
of you. Those tones are not pleasant and both of you could have
died from them… ".

 

          Romana
let that sink in and looked round said "… But we have a problem
with this development … And it's this. With out specialised
training this sort of healing they both just administered, could
kill them and we don't have time to return to my society to train
you, or even leave you there for training that you must have. You
just cured a Broken nose and it almost killed the pair of you.
Imagine what you would be like in a battle field? … And you
wouldn't be able to resist your talents! Your sympathy would draw
you in to the Wounded, Dead and Dying! You wouldn't be able to help
yourselves!… "

 

“These ‘Skinners’ can heal the Dead?” said Mohammed bemused by
it all. Romana nodded saying ”That’s what I’ve heard! …And!” she
said in hushed tones “…I think I’ve seen one, but I’m not sure? I
was on a battle field at the time and my memory though complete
isn’t accurate. I think I was healed by one of them.”

 

Secretly Romana considered her plight. She could return them and
train them, but she was under orders. The Schedule was her only
concern and everything else was irrelevant.

 

          …It
slowly dawned on Romana that she couldn't even report them to 'the
Consortium'. Skin Psyche's of their quality were very rare indeed,
and she had two newly hatched natural healers on her hands. The
entire Project could be scrapped by ‘tCouncil’, who could never see
the bigger picture in her opinion. Anyhow she reported directly to
‘the Magisterium’ and on their instructions to her where implicit.
This mission was far too important and must not be stopped, or
halted for any reason or anyone. Looking round she said simply "…
We have to forget this ever happened, and block your memories from
doing it again! …Otherwise the next time could kill you!"

 

done.

 

Nervously she looked up and said “There is a way that time can
be removed form all of us and in the process we will have forgotten
what Annie and Abdul have just done. We will loose the last ten
minutes of our lives, and the Mission will still be on schedule,
but I’d like us all to agree to it!… "

 

…Romana looked round and they all nodded without reservation.
‘This was all to bizarre. This group really does work like one
being’ she thought, but couldn’t explore it further. She approached
Abdul and Annie and told them to place their heads against hers.
Then when in close contact their 'nits' sizzled.

 

+++

 

Annie was laying on a heavily embroidered couch in a plush
Edwardian Room with Books covering every wall. To the rear of the
Room was a small brick fire place. The coal fire was crackling with
good humour. She found she was talking up to Romana and said '… But
I can do this thing'. Romana said in return ‘When you do, you will
not be able to remember how to. It’s a control Patch’. Annie laid
back and considered her words and nodded.

 

Abdul from behind Romana said ‘Your hiding something? What I it?
I can sense your holding back!’ Romana turning said ‘Lay Down and
forget!’ Abdul laid down where Annie was not a second before, but
resisted saying ‘What are you hiding?’ and looked up. Romana smiled
down and said ‘It’s nothing Abdul. You like Annie must forget and
not remember how to play Doctors and Nurses'. Abdul through
dropping eye-lids said ‘I can see it in your mind Romana. 'We could
have been trained and travelled back to re-join the Quest. We could
have been an asset to the team!…'

 

Romana smiled and said ‘The Schedule provides. No time for
Diversions.’

 

+++

 

Annie opened her eyes, not a second had passed since they all
placed their heads together. Annie looking into Romana’s eyes said
“…’Romana’ what have you done?”. Romana looking directly into
Annie’s eyes said “What I had to!” She then noticed Abdul opened
his eyes and looking up said "… Val'ta 'Hold!' internal three
minutes!… ” When she looked back everyone in the Room where frozen
in time and standing completely still. They had all agreed…

 

…With a heavy heart she looked back up to the Speaker above the
court and said “…Block the Memories of Abdul and Annie with a
harmonic W3 ‘nit’ patch as proscribed. Then scramble all time for
the last six minuets. ‘Project a Time Vortex’ as a Mask. Ten second
warning and on my command execute! - Do you understand?”. The
Val'ta Unit simply said “Yes!… ”

 

Romana looked down and said “Resume and Execute!”. A Blue light
appeared in the Gym. Then it spread out and multiplied, and in a
second many beams bathed the area with what looked like blue spot
lights weaving around the stage of a pop concert. Slowly the buzz
returned as the group began to come back to life, and everyone
looked round confused at the violent light show they were engulfed
in.

 

Romana looked round in panic, then a Klaxon sounded and the
Val'ta unit said “Time Vortex Warning!… ” With that the Gym spun
out of control and the floor was wrenched out from under them and
moved four feet in one direction. Then a huge roar echoed into a
vast void that was now the Gym. Time then stretched out, and
snapped back with a crash of metal crushing in on itself.

 

Then it was over. Everyone was on the Floor flat out and looking
confused : “REPORT!… ” sad Romana getting up. The Val'ta unit
reported “… A Time Vortex opened up in front of US!… A Rare
Condition Indeed!… ”

 

Annie and Tra were confused and said what happened? “I feel
something is Missing?” said Jane. “It is!… ” said Romana
straightening herself out “… We've just hit a 'Black Time Vortex'
and it just robbed us! What was the last thing you remember?… ”

 

…Jane pursed her lips and said “You we're lying on the floor
with a broken Nose?… ”

 

Romana put her Hands to her nose and checked it and said “… It
seems all right Now? Anything else? …But no one seemed to remember
what they were doing. Abdul said “I estimate we've lost just under
Eight Minutes!… ”. Romana shrugged “I only hope we was doing
anything important!” she said.

 

Muggles looked round amazed, he could remember everything that
his Mistress's distressed mind said it was missing. The Val'ta
pick-up mike buzzed slightly and he stared up at it forgetting what
he was thinking about, then realised it was dinner time as a slight
aroma of fish spread through the Gym.

 

Romana crossed the Room, checked inside the last cardboard Box
and said “Right …We haven't done the last test Yet!”. Then picking
up the Box and re-crossing the Room gave it to Mohammed, who asked
what do we do with these? Romana was puzzled and could have sworn
she'd already told them, but went through it again saying
‘Translate what the Val’ta units says and write it down!’. After
that she turned and walked quickly out.

 

Mohammed opened the Box and handed out Pens and Plex Paper. As
Romana left she **sported** Val'ta to commence the Test when they
where all ready.

 

As she went through the Corridor and into the Library she heard
Val'ta start to read out in French. She knew here next Language was
a poem in Mandarin and she reflected that it was a lovely set of
words. She knew that Latin and Greek were next followed by
‘Valinsus’ which was a dialect from the Outer Rim, but quite easy,
if a bit strange.

 

          …
And then finally 'the Dead Language'. Romana quickened her pace
because she didn't want to hear that Language again. That except
from the Old Book that the Val'ta unit would read out in a minute
or so would stop every one in their tracks. No one had ever
translated it, but even hearing it again causes 'nits' to attempt
re-translate it and thankfully for some reason your mind and the
'nits' can't recall it.

 

The passage had been complied, and the syntax extracted at great
cost and expense from an Ancient Book that had been found in a Dig.
It's old worn out plex pages had been dated to over four million
years, but it could be older as the 'Quad Life' Quantum dating test
starts to fall off at that point.

 

          '… And
anyhow!' she thought 'No one ever knew what it was, not even 'the
Old Masters' at 'the Magisterium'. The test was always run on
‘novices' and smiled to herself as she sat at her desk in the upper
balcony.

 

Romana quickly put the vacuum ear plugs in and placed and an
empty blue install helmet on as well. Then in total silence she
picked up her pen and finally completed her fictitious report,
citing a time vortex for being off course.

 

assessments and reports.

 

Romana took the time in that silence that ear plugs afforded her
to reflected on the test’s and had her suspicions confirmed
regarding Tra and John. She wasn't shocked that they had bonded and
become Brothers and close friends, she always seen that in them.
What shocked her was that they had developed a fiery, protective
nature for the Group and all inside half a Day from the
install.

 

…In Sparring with them earlier she had discovered that they
could move at the same deadly pace that she could. Their arms and
legs were lighting fast. She had been using 'nits' since she was
three, but she had trouble getting out of their way when they
struck out. It was an eye opener.

 

John and Tra had given her a real run for her Money, and she had
secretly resorted to cheating by increasing the weight on their
Body shields, there by increasing a drag on them. Other wise she
reflected ‘They would have got her several time and perhaps even
won, but even with that Drag! Tra had come perilously close several
times in scorning a direct hit!’.

 

It made her shudder. What had she created?

 

She became concerned at the speed of development her individual
team members were taking and knew they were ready to be fitted with
control restrictors. What she was currently observing was 'Children
Playing with Loaded Guns' and they needed to become responsible for
their Actions. In all her years working in 'the Magisterium’ she
never witnessed such a rapid development in any Group, and it
frightened her.

 

reflections.

 

Romana was in the Library whilst the rest of the her team ate
first Dinner in the Gym and was looking at the broken Banister. She
noted it earlier when they did their Language test and assumed that
it had been damaged in the 'Time Vortex'. Smithy reported that he
could easily fix it, but Romana was still puzzled by it? The Damage
looked wrong.

 

Jane had bought some food with her into the Library and was
currently sitting quietly reading a Large Black Book on one of the
Bench's. Whilst reading she ate at the same time.

 

…Looking up at Romana after Smithy left she said that John and
Tra were watching every one and everything! … And asked if
Romana had any idea!? …Why? They were doing it. Romana smiled and
explained that they where classed as 'Group Sentinels'. When pushed
further by Jane on what that meant. Romana said "… For want of a
better word they are Natural Guards!… "

 

Jane said "OH! - Is that what they're doing. I find it
disturbing which is why I'm here … I find this place a refuge
and I've decided to read every Book in Here." When she asked Romana
if she'd read Any? Romana was shocked and looked round in
amazement. In the copy process it was never assumed the Book’s
contents would have been included, but it appears that they had.
All this time Romana hadn't even realised the Books where Real and
had assumed Jane was still reading her School Books.

 

Then she re-considered that the Books Abdul, Mohammed and Murray
had been reading where from here as well. She had missed that and
it wasn't like her. It was like walking into Murray’s Arm, she was
assuming too much with this Group …And it had to Stop!

 

'Muggles' moved on Jane's shoulder and Jane giggled. Looking up
Jane told her that to Muggles eyes. Romana's face was as white as a
sheet, as if she was about to faint with shock and now she
continued it was 'Pink' with embarrassment. Romana smiled forcibly
at this and quietly observed to herself that Jane had made an
unhealthy, in her opinion; mental link with that 'Kat' Muggles and
noted that Jane saw and heard what 'it' [ the Kat ] saw and
heard.

 

          …Romana
was bemused by this mental link and had never heard of it ever
happening before. To her mind, It defiantly didn't seem natural,
but there again nothing with this lot seemed natural.

 

She had given the Kat 'nits', because of the disastrous time
possibilities she'd seen in the Gym without the ‘Kat’ being
included in the team when she’d considering ejecting it! - And in
following the prescribed time line she had created this Result?
Romana was concerned for Jane, but could do nothing about it now.
Smiling and stroking her Hair she turned and went out of the
Library. Jane looked after her and the smile slowly faded from her
face as she watched her leave.

 

Walking back into the Gym she found Annie, Abdul and Mohammed.
As she observed earlier they where as quick as the rest, but
Mohammed was much, much faster …And more interestingly all three
seemed to have developed a strange telepathic bond between them
selves. Romana observed it as a fiery, intense and highly charged
relationship. To Romana's mind it seemed almost 'sexual' in nature,
but she knew that would never be the case. Annie was evidently the
conduit between the two men. Their harmonics where in a state of
'hyper' fine tune with each other. She noted that they currently
had their cots formed in a Triangle and were all staring at a space
in the middle of them.

 

She nodded to them as she walked past, but they didn't see
her.

 

Smithy asked her quietly what they were doing and Romana
explained some people developed this ability, but she'd never heard
of it occur between three people before. As she said to Smithy
she'd had a powerful 'link' with her half Brother, but what Romana
didn't know where Annie was concerned, was that it went further
than simply telepathy.

 

What the Trio were currently doing when Romana walked in was
disassembling the Qur'an, the Torah and the Earliest Greek Bible
they could find in the Library. The conclusion they had come to was
disturbing.

 

**We need an older Book to work on!** sported Mohammed quietly.
Annie nodded. Abdul responded **Our Pastor Peter once told me he’d
read an Old Sumerian Holy Book from India! …And it was an eye
opener. He said it was ‘the Book of Origin!…’** . **…I’ll look out
for it!…** Annie replied.

 

Romana turned away from the trio who looked asleep sitting
upright and considered Smithy for a second. She was deeply
concerned by the fact that he had got ‘the machine’ to work even
before he was installed with the trinity, and just how did he get
the Val'ta unit to work for him like that? Even ‘it’ couldn’t
provide the answer to that question and just that Smithy was ‘a
Master’ and ‘it’ had to Obey him, but now Smithy was installed with
‘the Trinity’ he seemed to be everywhere at once. He was always
there ‘a Mister Dependable’ working in the background, but was
doing things that should be way beyond his abilities.

 

…Smithy was talking to Romana again and what he was saying came
back into focus. He wanted to know about Anabel Walker, John's
Sister he said she was a mystery to him. Romana agreed she had
observed that she was as quick as the others, but not so fast at
learning her 'nits' really buzzed when she was presented with a
Problem.

 

What Anabel did was strange even by this groups standard. She
seemed to have an uncanny ability to either be in your face, and
the World was a happy and care free place! - Or, at the flick of a
switch - She seemed to be able to melt into the background. You
knew she was there, but couldn't seem to focus on her. Romana had
never heard, or seen anything like it, and it seemed to be a
natural gift that she’d been exploiting for years whilst dealing
illegal Drugs. When Tra saw her demonstrate her ability it
explained to him why she seemed Invisible to the Authorities and
they could never catch her dealing Pots. Her 'nits' had amplified
this little trick.

 

preparation h.

 

Romana walked back out of the Gym and knew she had to nullify
them all with a code of conduct or they entire group could become
mindless Killers.

 

She reflected as she walked that she’d do this by teaching them
how to kill.

 

Romana was deep in thought as she considered Tra and John and
their deadly speed and walked through the connecting corridor in a
dream. Then thought ‘Sentinels aside, that Arab Boy 'Mohammed'
could move as fast as she could, and as for Jane? Well she'd
already witnessed Jane's physical abilities after just one hour,
and the considered that all the team had all rapidly developed in
just half a day!’

 

          She
stopped in the Library and looked round at the connecting door in
and wondered ‘What else they all might be capable of doing this
Evening?’ Shaking her head she walked on thinking 'That in her
Society they would have been branded as freaks to be permanently
nullified … At least 'here' they were out of the way, and
doing Gods bidding!… ' nodding to herself she walked on.

 

Just under the stairs Romana held on to the hand rail and
stopped dead. She was horrified at those thoughts she’d just had '…
That wasn't her Society's way at all…' she reflected '…They
wouldn't have be shunned or 'nullified' - They would have been
Encouraged. Where had that foul notion come from?' Slowly and in
deep thought she climbed the spiral staircase and went up to the
Upper Balcony.

 

control freaks.

 

After second Dinner all the group were sitting around quietly
talking, and as one they fell silent as they watched Romana come
into the Gym carrying a large cardboard Box under her Arm. She
seemed tense and they all felt it. Looking round she cautiously
walked in, then standing in the centre of the Room and said “I’m
going to teach you a fighting skill this afternoon …Passed down to
us from the 'the Dark Lords'…”

 

Without a word they gathered in front of her.

 

Romana was still troubled over her ‘false’ thoughts about
society and its goals and had anguished over the next phase of
their development, but had decided not to tell them what would
happen after they had learned the Martial Art. Romana applied pure
logic over this choice it felt right, but it felt  wrong as
well.

 

…Standing there quietly she’d decide that she would give them a
limited account of what would happen next then all together they
would have to deal with their recriminations on the fighting arts
restrictions later. ‘The law was clear on this issue!’ she thought
‘They had to be fitted up with the restrictors.’ then thought ‘At
least I think it is!’

 

Romana continued speaking as they settled down and said “…What I
will teach you is a Martial Art fighting style and its called
Hi'Kari and it will install in you the elegance of Warfare …and how
to conduct yourself politely! If you will form two lines in front
of me I’ll begin!” She reflected as they sorted themselves out that
it was common to inform the Student they were about to be installed
with the fighting style and about the restrictions ‘the Art’ would
place on them!’.

 

          …She
thought about this further and lamented the fact that without this
added information and the coaching session that precludes the
lesson it often damages the faith the Student had with the Master,
but she couldn’t waste time on niceties.

 

The overriding concept here was that she was committed to ‘the
Schedule’ and bringing them to their full potential by learning
this fighting skill was an essential part in their development and
‘the Mission’ …And to make matters worse the first assignment was
approaching fast.

 

Tra from the back of the room didn’t like what he was hearing
and for some reason felt ill at ease with the last statement she’d
made and like the origins of the nits during their induction she
had that edge in her voice again. Looking hard at her said “…Why do
we need a fighting skill? - I can kick arse as well as the rest - I
didn’t need it when I was a cop, and as far as I’m concerned I
don’t need it now! Basically I don’t need to learn how to kick
arse, politely!”. John next to him nodded his agreement.

 

Romana’s composure and concentration had been broken and looking
at him said “…The skill I’m going to show you will improved your
ability to ‘kick arse’. It will improved your range of skills, and
isn’t detrimental …to the Mission. In fact it will improve it…”

 

Sara took that moment from her cot across the room to mumble
“no!…”

 

Jane who was standing in the front of Romana watched her and
noticed strange tones in Romana’s voice as she spoke.

 

          …Focusing
her full attention at Romana and with an intense concentration that
she never knew she possessed, the body shape of Romana came into
full focus with the background shimmering out of view. Jane heard
Romana’s heart race slightly at the last statement and looking up
at her face, saw it slightly flush. She then licked her lips when
she said ‘kick arse’. Then in her mind Jane replayed Romana’s
entrance and saw the strain and tension in her face. Looking down
the bright image of Romana faded from view. When she looked back up
the Room was normal again. Jane glanced over to Sara, then back to
Romana, and pointing at Romana said “…You’re lying! …You’re
defiantly hiding something? What is it? You’re not going to pull
‘the Orange Juice’ trick on us again! …Tell ‘us’ what you’re
Hiding?” At this Smithy moved closer and put his hand on Jane’s
shoulder. Murray stood to the other side of Jane.

 

Romana’s face flushed and said “…Jane! …I don’t know what your
talking about? …Now I need  to arrange you all so you …”, but
she was cut off by Tra from the back of the room as he and John
shot forward in a flash. Both of them stood in front of Jane and
two foot in front of Romana. “…Speak slowly!” said John “…And tell
the Truth!” by now they could all see what Jane had pointed out and
both John and himself were upset by it.

 

Romana stepped back, she had been caught, and her shoulders
sagged. “OK!” she said looking up “…Here’s the truth … The
class one 'nits' you ingested initially via ‘the Orange Juice’
installed ‘the Social Disciplines’ you now exhibit, but they will
fail eventually without ‘Honour!’ … I am going to teach you
honour! …Just by following me in an exercise routine and copying my
movements you will become proficient in a deadly set of Martial art
fighting skills! … And it will place restrictions on you
‘ALL’…"

 

“…Why do I need this fucking Honour and its Restrictions!” said
Tra interrupting. She could see he was annoyed and angry at her and
a tense nervousness was in his voice and his anger was rising. Tra
continues “…I’ve got a Job to do and I need an edge to do it! These
battle ‘nits’ will give me that edge when I’m out on a mission!
…Why the fuck would you restrict me? …’US’ like this?…”

 

Romana said sighing “Right! - I’ll show you!…” she knew what she
had to do and in a flash spun round the back of Tra touching him
lightly on the Back and the side of his Arms. She touched John as
well and both Men fell to the ground paralysed, and unable to
breath. As she continued  round the back of John, Mohammed
appeared in front of her and had her arm in his Hand.

 

          Abdul a
micro second later was on the other arm. She was held and turned to
face Annie who appeared in front of her and Annie was angry, as was
Abdul who’s grip was like iron. “OK!” Romana said in pain from the
human restraints “I’m held. So what’s next?…” with that Romana
slowed down her metabolism and looked directly at Annie who was
lost as to what the next step should be.

 

Annie looked down at Tra and John and said through gritted teeth
“This is wrong!” Romana nodded and staring into her eyes said
“…Release me then and I’ll continue with the lesson! And I’ll make
it right!” Annie looked back at the fallen men who where gasping
for breath and nodded to the Arab Boys who released her. Romana
nodded and smiled weakly and took her position in front of the
class. Turning round she held up her hands up in front of Mohammed,
Abdul and Annie to say I know what I’m doing. They slowly regained
there positions at the back and let Romana proceed. Annie’s anger
began to subsided and she thought ‘Even with all these abilities
she had she felt so powerless.’

 

Romana looking round to the rest of the group said “…What you
have just seen is a demonstration of the Martial Art. It can give
you the Edge!” Then bending down she squeezed John on the neck and
helped him up to a Standing Position. She then did the same with
Tra who getting back up was gasping for breath. Both Men stood
there amazed at what she had just done.

 

Romana stepped back from them and went on “Your anger there
John, Tra.” then looked to the back of the class to and continued
“…Mohammed, Abdul, Annie! …Was a result of uncontrolled power! …You
are like Children playing with live and loaded weapons, but have no
idea where the safety switch is. As such you have no idea of your
true potential. The Martial Art will fully awaken it …And give you
total control …But, as I say, it will restrict You!…”

 

She left the statement hanging in the air and looked directly
into Tra’s eyes and said “…Tra with the Art installed you will
never be able to exhibit anger like that again, but…”

 

          She was
cut off by Smithy who said “…Still not convinced here ‘Romana’…”
Murray nodded. Smithy continued “…We will be dealing with ordinary
people out there!” He inclined his head towards the doors “…And a
restriction amongst them would slow us down!”. Romana looked at Tra
and he nodded at her. He was already convinced of her argument, as
was John next to him, but both of them stood their ground. Now
defending Romana.

 

Romana looked to Smithy and her eyes glazed over for a second
and said “It’s the Law!…” then shaking her head slightly said “Yes!
It is the Law! …And there is a good reason for it’s
implementation!” Everyone stood quietly and she continued. “During
what you call ‘the fifth century‘, I can’t be more precise. A Man
called ‘Attila’ rampaged across Europe defeating all that stood in
this way till he arrived at the City of Rome where ‘the Pope Leo I’
confronted him on his own, and by just threatening him with St
Peter …Attila turned Back!…”

 

…Jane looked bemused at this story and said “Yes! That story is
known, but what has this to do with us, and your Restrictor?”
Romana smiled at her and continued saying “…Attila was somehow
installed with ‘nits’ …to be more accurate he was installed with
‘the trinity’ and was never fitted with the ‘Restrictor’. Among
‘the norm’s’ a God Complex developed in Attila… You like him will
feel superior, and you like him will end up calling them
‘norms!’…”

 

Murray shock his head. Romana catching his eye said “It Is
Inevitable Murray …You Will Succumb To The Power As Attila Did.”
Romana noticed Smithy’s  eyes look to the floor. He had a
doubt. She continued speaking “…The nits will give you a power and
range of abilities you can’t imagine! In here you’re only homing
them …But out there among ‘the norms’ you will feel like a God …And
it’s only natural …And…” she said forcibly looking around “…As We
All Know! …God can do anything he wishes…” Romana stopped speaking
and looked around and saw Mohammed was nodding at the back.

 

The room was in total silence and Romana went on saying “…It was
one of the novice priest’s in the Pope’s party who taught Attila a
new fighting skill that triggered his restraint. After seeing what
he’d done Attila pulled his troops back and withdrew from Rome. The
World thinks the Pope did it all on his own, but it was his novice.
He was a time Agent sent back by ‘the Continuum’ to correct a
problem that flared up in the time line. The History remains, but
we never found out who, or why Attila was given the ‘nits’ and to
this day it remains a mystery …But it simply reinforces ‘the Law’
and that’s why we need restraints whilst working in the field…”

 

          She left
the statement hanging in the air and looked expectantly at them.
They all accepted the statement at face value then continued
speaking directly at Tra and John “…I will speak honestly and open
here ‘John’, ‘Tra’..” and cast her eyes to Jane Murray and Smithy
saying “I should have told you about the restrictor when I first
came in for this lesson, but I didn’t know whether I could rely on
your primitives attitudes from the twentieth century to be socially
aware! It was a major error on my part, and I apologise …But the
Martial Art is worth learning.” She looked directly at Tra again
saying “Tra, John! I’ve just demonstrated that fact by beating you
both …And know this Tra, you are faster than me, and you could
defeat me in a straight fight. The Martial Art give me the
edge.”

 

Tra knew what she just said made sense and nodded he’d been
convinced by Romana’s argument sometime ago. Tra looked side ways
at John who also nodded. Then turning they both went to the back of
the Room. Romana looked to Smithy who nodded his approval, then to
Murray and Jane who both nodded as well. Romana then looked to the
back of the class where Annie, Mohammed and Abdul all nodded for
her to proceed.

 

Looking at the retreating back of John and then Tra Romana knew
she had made fatal mistake with this group she should have been
honest and up front with them. Sighing she wearily pressed on, but
knew they had lost their faith in her. She cast her eyes round and
dropped a tone in her voice saying "… The fighting skill is already
built into your class two Battle 'nits' …And by learning it, as
I’ve already said a restraint in its use will also be installed
automatically!..”

 

Romana looked round, no one moved or said a word, she continued
slowly “… Built into ‘the Art’ is the condition that restricts the
art of Warfare! …As well as teaching it …It teaches pacifism and is
at the opposing end of the spectrum. You will all have a set of
conditions that restricted your attitudes and abilities to conduct
war against life itself.”

 

Pausing Romana raised her voice a pitch higher saying “… You
will be Restricted by its Constraints of Honesty and the
Overwhelming Enforcement of Decency that comes with the Martial Art
…And this will become the Basis, of your Honour Code!… ”

 

          Looking
round again Romana saw no one moved or made any comment on what she
was proposing. They now all knew the Reason and Logic. It was
unnerving and she got nervous just standing watching them with
their eyes coldly looking forward at her. Tra then spoke up from
the back and said quietly “Let’s get on with it then!…” with that
they all stood to attention. Romana was shocked at their
co-ordinated response and in her mind saw them as stone statues
waiting to be moulded. In that instant she regretted her decision
to exclude them from the truth. Their social disciplines from their
century was strong enough so why had she doubted it in the first
place? She thought through the ‘tCouncils’ instruction manual and
saw the lesson plan clearly laid out with them being exclude from
the truth of the restrictor. It implicitly told her to do it that
way? - Why?

 

ok.

 

Shrugging with her thought she shock off the nagging feeling
that she was being set up by the ‘tCouncil’ to fail. With carefully
deliberation she assembled the group in their personal spots in the
Class and broke their natural Diamond that they assumed when that
stood together. Romana formed them into an inverted Triangle Wall
in front of her, so that each member of the group could see her
with. Jane directly in front of her.

 

"So … This Afternoon!" she went on "… We're going to learn
a new fighting skill, and you need you properly Dressed for it!…
There are Rules and Procedures, and I'm now going to take you all
through them… ”

 

Looking down she opened her Box and got out eight pairs of
Gloves walking up and down the formation they made she passed them
out and told them to put them on. She also said as she walked back
to her spot in front of the class they were theirs, and theirs
alone like the Shoes they wore, and not to loose them!…”

 

Everyone laughed at that and the tension of the last five
minutes dissipated.

 

Smiling back Romana continued saying “I will prepare lockers for
you all later in the rear of the Fema Room. These will be for your
personal belongings”. The spare cloths, gloves and boots they’d all
just acquired, and the detritus from their previous life finally
had a Home. Smithy looked up and nodded at her. He’d sort it out
later.

 

Jane whispered in Muggle’s ear, he jumped off her Arm and went
to watch from the Gym slid out rack seating. Jane then turned the
gloves over in her Hand and noted they were the same style as the
Boots. They had the same black lines against the grey material, but
this time the thin ‘Lines’ came out from the black finger tips and
going outward re-formed at the Wrist. With that she tried to
wriggled them on, and was shocked at the Gloves because they put
themselves on her.

 

Romana seeing they were getting ready put her own Gloves on then
bending down smothered up her Boots and motioned for them to follow
her example. As she bend down she thought to herself ‘…I didn't get
my final kill lesson till I was Fifteen and her Brother got his at
Nineteen? … And this lot where just under one day old?’ …She
reflected quietly that they were to young for this, but God’s
Mission was to important for the niceties of her society to apply.
Then shock her head again at that harsh statement and looked round
in wonder at the foundlings in front of her. ‘They deserve better!’
she thought as she turned and grabbed the crouch brace out of the
Box and began to tie it off.

 

…Standing up surveying them she knew she was ready to teach her
children how to kill…

 

its all in the arms.

 

Romana nodded in approval at their attention and said "… The
class begins. Are we ready!” They all nodded. Romana continued
“…I'm going to trigger your fighting 'nits' with a deadly Martial
Art. That is with the exception of Sara. I'll Instruct her later
with a ‘one to one’ in this fighting style!…", but she never
did.

 

Continuing Romana went on “… This Martial Art follows three main
lessons - The first lesson teaches you the ‘Restraints’ and
‘Honour‘. The second teaches ‘the Defence Moves’ and the third
teaches you ‘How to Kill’… ”

 

          Romana
looked coldly at the and said in a hasher tone. “…And I’ll repeat
what I told you earlier. The first Lesson will stop you from
killing that only ‘Honour’ can break, and the resolve of the second
lesson becomes Activated … You can defend yourself only, and
in that process can Kill only in defence of others, or in the
defence of yourself…”

 

She could see they weren’t confused by this and smiled grimly
and knew they were all thinking about ‘Attila the Hun’. Then the
class started.

 

          “… For
Now Just Watch Me!…” with that she bowed low to the Class and
standing still in the Middle of the Gym with the Group in front of
her she began going through a slow, and deliberate set of Martial
Arts Fighting Patterns and Movements.

 

Finishing with her Arms crossed across her waist and her Legs
slightly apart she said "… That was the first Phase of the 'the
Dark Lords' Martial Arts fighting and as I’ve already said the
fighting style is called the Hi'Kari… "

 

Romana told them to watch again and went through the Motions
once more saying as she demonstrated the deliberate Movements “… In
a Hi'Kari Class your feet never touch the floor, your Hands never
touch an Opponent and if do ever Spar you wear fully charged Body
Armour! …And the next time we Spar …Helmets are Mandatory!”

 

          They all
laughed again feeling more at ease. She smiled at Murray, who
smiled meekly back. Romana stopped again and started the Pattern
for a third time.

 

Jane from the front of the Class looked on in wonder as Romana
went through the complex arm and leg patterns. It reminded her of
Thai-Chi, but it stopped abruptly at the follow through points and
seemed to Jane’s mind that raw power expanded from the end part of
the Movements …And as the Movements themselves powered through the
Air. Time itself became disrupted. Then to her surprise Jane found
herself following Romana's movements exactly and couldn't say when
she started copying Her. She then noticed Smithy to her left begin
to follow the ‘Pattern‘, then Annie, Anabel, Abdul seemed to pick
it up. She then 'felt' Murray at the end of the line by John
joining in.

 

The primary ‘Pattern’ repeated eight times and the class, one by
one picked it up. Romana noted that all the class including Smithy
where completing the ‘Pattern’ she had just set. Only they all did
it perfectly!…

 

          …Amazed
at what she saw, she repeated the slow pattern again and run the
class through it a on their own for a third time even though she
didn't need to. Once a pitch perfect pattern was completed they
were triggered. She was impressed at how in ‘tune’ and in ‘time’
they all were with each other.

 

Looking round she had just taught them 'not' to Kill and they
now ready for part two of the Class. She'd now give them the power
to defend themselves and called a five minute break saying "…Get a
drink the next class is faster and longer!.."

 

a defence stand.

 

Five minutes later they all came out of the Kitchen and stood
waiting and watched for her and the next Lesson. Standing to the
center of the Gym Romana called them 'to Class' and they all
snapped into the Primary Pose with their Arms crossing their
Waists. Palms inward and Flat against their opposing upper thighs.
Romana began the next lesson and invited them all to copy her when
they felt confident. Jane immediately began copying her movements
and felt strange. She was at one with the flow of time and the
power it held. Time spoke to her. Romana from the front of the
class looked at Jane in awe. She was completing the Arm and Leg
movements exactly even though she hadn’t been shown them!

 

The rest all watched Romana intently as the intonations became
more complex then one by one and with deliberate movements they
followed her pattern. Within a minute the entire class fell into
Romana's new routine. John and Tra were in prime position at the
farthest points of the triangle were in a World of their own. Then,
like Jane they slipped into a deep state of euphoria as the
exercise routine took hold. Then one by one and with deliberate
movements the rest of the group followed the pattern.

 

…The room was silent and all that could be heard was the swish
of cloths as they moved, and the movements Romana was doing became
more complicated and faster. The group kept up and everyone was
moving at an incredible speed, but with perfect precision. Romana
had never seen anything like it as she stepped up the complexity,
but all they did was adsorbed it, master it, and then repeat it.
After twenty minutes she called the class to a close and in ‘the
standing pose’. Instigated another break.

 

the killers.

 

The next lesson got under way without any intervention from
Romana. At the five Minute mark she was going to call them back
into the Class. In the blink of an eye they where in front of her
‘in position’, and ready to learn how to kill…

 

Romana as before started the ‘Pattern’ with slow deliberate
movements, but this time Jane couldn’t get it and stared in
disbelieve at the simple movements Romana was performing, but when
she tried them it felt wrong. Glancing over to Tra and John on
either side of the class she noticed even they couldn’t master it.
Murray, Annie and Smithy on the other hand was producing a mirror
image of what Romana was doing.

 

Romana finished the pattern and stood in front of the class ‘in
position’. Jane said in frustration “I can’t get it!” Tra
concurred. John on the other wing of the ‘V’ class rubbed his bald
head with his hand as he looked down.

 

          From the
default standing position Jane said “…What gives here Romana? Why
was the other lessons so easy and fun, but this one is so hard? The
movements look similar?” Romana looked round smiling and said “…But
they’re not! …Annie has got it as has Abdul, but Mohammed hasn’t?
Smith is on his way and so is Murray! Why do you think this might
be the case?”

 

Jane stood quietly for a second then flushed and said “Because I
can Kill more easily that Smithy or Annie would. I‘m a natural born
Killer!” with that she broke position bowed and turned from the
court saying “I wont learn how to Kill!”.

 

“Well done!” said Romana looking at Tra and then to John and
Mohammed who also broke position and joined Jane. They also felt
the class was wrong.

 

Romana smiled knowingly at them and breaking the class pulled it
into a circle where she spoke to them all. “This final lesson
teaches you how to Kill, but the other lessons taught you how ‘Not’
to Kill. In learning this class you dismiss the others, and the
conditioning you just learned, wont allow it … But as you can
see it can be achieved. Murray here can‘t kill anyone it’s a
natural restriction build into him. The same applies to Annie and
Smithy. The lessons earlier simply re-enforced what was already
there. Proceed from our last lesson of defence and restraint and
bolt this one on to it. You can only Kill when you accept you
can’t. Lets try it again!” Roman got them all in position and went
through the pattern, but slower. Murray and Smithy did it perfectly
and Jane was aware that Annie and Abdul where doing it perfectly.
Jane thought about the ‘Patterns’ from the previous class‘s and
followed Romana‘s movements. Slowly she lost herself.

 

Romana looking out to the class saw Jane slip in, then Mohammed,
then saw John begin to emerge a few seconds later. It was only Tra
that resisted to urge to kill, but even he eventually learned the
first lesson in killing. Her heart went out to him as he fought,
and then succumbed to the class.

 

As before the class got quicker and faster, as she demonstrated
the next new pattern, it was completed, and they mastered, and
improved on. In total silence the group as one became black killing
blurs with steps kicks and thrusts being completed in total unison.
Romana at times felt she was redundant, but kept adding on to the
pattern and powered it through 'time'.

 

Time itself inside 'the Acorn' was ruptured during the final
lesson and the Val'ta unit had trouble containing it. Romana
leading the class had never seen anything of this nature in a
lesson before as the Walls of the Gym moved and bowed outward with
the raw power that her students released.

 

          The
lesson went on for over an thirty minutes then at a predetermined
point the movement and pattern they were doing finished abruptly.
Standing there breathing hard they all felt ecstatic, but
completely drained. For a second nothing happened. Romana noticed
that the Walls of the Gym slowly bowed back into place.

 

As normality returned no one moved for a second, then in total
silence the class moved naturally around Romana. Then Tra, John and
Mohammed joined her and knelt on the floor with their hands on
their thighs facing an invisible center spot. The rest of the
Mech'tee Agents stood behind them in an outer Ring and were silent
for a second.

 

Romana, John, Mohammed and Tra all said at the same time “I
respect your Life and Bless you in Gods name!..” It was repeated
once more and they all bowed their Heads to the center at the same
time. The outer Ring said as one “I accept your Blessing… ” The
ones kneeling in the middle bowed lower and were totally at the
mercy of the people in the outer ring. It was a reminder of over
confidence and was always performed by the best and most gifted
among any Hi'Kari class.

 

Then it was over and after a second the class was finished.
Getting back up from the floor Tra and John looked round, nodded to
each other, and immediately put some cots to either end of the Gym
then sat in quite contemplation. Tra decided it was worth it as he
mentally cleansed his soul.

 

The rest of the exhausted class got out cots and laid on them,
or found a seat somewhere and quietly reviewed what they had just
learned, and what had just happened. They all felt different.

 

Sitting in the Kitchen on a chair and bending down with a wet
towel draped over her sweating wet hair. Romana was totally
exhausted and concerned by the class. In all her life she had never
attended a class that had taken on a life of its own, like that one
just had.

 

          …As she
stared at the floor she slowly realised something that had bothered
her, namely that the 'nits' the group had been installed with, had
been programmed with an updated fighting Style. In all the years
she’d worked for ‘the Magisterium’ she’d never heard of any
upgrade, but during the class she’d witnessed it first hand …And as
a direct result she’d been updated with it as well. Romana had seen
the new fighting style in them during the class, but wondered what
else had been installed, or switched on in the process? Quickly she
dismissed the thought, as she was becoming far to suspicious of her
‘Handlers’ and ‘the Mission Statement‘.

 

continuing.

 

Mohammed, Abdul and Annie where exhausted and in that exhaustion
they accidentally 'Linked' later that afternoon just ten hours
after they finished 'the Trinity Install'.

 

During their closed 'link' session they were amazed at what
they'd done, even Romana and the Val'ta unit where unaware of 'the
mind Storm' they inflicted on in the Gym and Library. Abdul became
the capture center and all evening of the first day processed the
data.

 

          …
After processing the amassed information the Trio decided that they
defiantly didn't need any more. Sara’s install they knew hadn’t
gone to plan and the 'Time Vortex' they’d hit was an interesting
concept as everyone's memories from the event was different? On a
more sober note, from this point on they all felt a deep sorrow for
Romana and the Mission she had undertaken, but where concerned by
the parameters of her ‘Mission Statement’ that they all read.

 

Unfortunately they were unsure, of what to make of the
Val'taVille unit and its position in the Universe. It seemed to be
a one of a kind, among many?

 

awake, but not with it.

 

Later that evening Sara Phillips woke up, but was not lucid. She
made no sense and just stared around the room not focusing on
anyone or thing, but she did accept food and drink when it was
given to her. Romana had heard about this before and only time and
'the Cowl', she knew she'd been given, would restore her, but she
had to activate 'the Cowl' herself.

 

A Hour after Sara woke up, she drifted of into a troubled deep
sleep.

 

Their first Assignment window was coming up fast and Romana
decided she couldn't afford to wait for Sara to become herself.
They were one day off schedule because of the diversion in going to
1969, but the team who, where now fully functioning Mech'tee Agents
and had installed quicker than anticipated. They were ready for
Action.

 

          Romana’s
time line for the Mission was still on schedule, but she would have
to begin the mission without Sara leading the first ‘a-way’
team.

 

Turning down the lights later that night Romana ordered a
meeting in the Conference Room at eight thirty in the morning of
the third standard day.

 

day four.

 

Sara had slipped into another ‘Coma Install’ during the night.
When the group left her in the Morning she was oblivious of the
hubbub of Breakfast, and the comings and goings of the People
around her. Romana was becoming concerned for her now and had never
heard of ‘an Install’ lasting this long. She knew Sara Phillips had
to wake up soon and use 'the Cowl' or she would die of overwhelming
emotions, that she had no idea she was experiencing.

 

the time dam.

 

The Mech'tee Agents where sat around the massive table in the
Conference Room and were watching Romana. They were here and ready
for their first assignment, but knew Sgt. Phillips should have been
running the show.

 

"Now!… " Romana said shuffling some plex sheets on the table "…
Some background on what we have. The first ‘slight’ problem we have
is the 'nits' you're using, are of 'eSpace' construction. Which
means you cannot stay out of ‘the Acorn’ environment for more than
three days without the risk of Burning up!…"

 

They all looked on aghast at this 'slight' problem. Jane said
“Why didn’t Attila burn up then?” Romana responded “…Because he was
installed with ‘nits’ in his own time line! …And you are not in
your own time line!” Jane nodded.

 

…Romana continued "…It was one of the problems we're aware off "
and trailed off "…The other one is… " but was cut off by John who
said "… There's more!…"

 

"…Yup! I’m afraid so… " Romana said "…And it is this! - Even
though you are part of this space time. Your actions can have a
direct impact on your Future!…"

 

"In other words… " Jane said with a smile on her face "… Don't
kill your Grandfather or His Uncle. Even though you're here and
part of your own History. You may find it a good idea, to not to
get involved in local politics, or kill unnecessary, even in self
defence!…"

 

"…Yes!, well said…" Romana responded and looked annoyed at Jane
then continued "… Remember this. 'eSpace' is there to stop ‘that’
sort of thing from happening! … Our 'eSpace' ventures aren't
set in stone, we're all in new territory with this one! …
Questions? … No? … OK! … We'll move on to our first
Mission!"

 

She shuffled some more papers on the table. Re-read a few notes
then looked up and said "… The first 'Relic' we've detected is in
the City of London and is held at a place called 'Newgate'. It
activates in the Prison built there. We can't tell the exact year,
but we know its what your Historians call the Victorian Age and we
think it's some where in your calendar of the late 1800's. We're
going to 'focus-in-on' two 'set-points'.

 

Jane interceded "… You've said that before in 1969! - This
'focus-in-on? And 'set-points?'. What's that about then?" Romana
looked puzzled by the question and then realised that they didn't
know how the time flow system the Val'ta was using, worked.

 

"Oh!, OK!… " she said "…'the Acorn' we're in uses a focus lens
to see 'the Relic' and when it's used by someone or something in
the time line i.e.: At this point it becomes Active, and the time
flow! … As we know it … Changes!”

 

The blank faces told Romana she hadn’t explained the concept
well so looking up she said “Val’ta show me the current segment on
time overlaid on the Earth as a Globe”. The lights dimmed and the
3D Projector above the Table shown a blue Planet Earth suspended
over it. On its surface was a mass of colures swirling and mixing,
then one colour would vanish to be replaced by another, but slowly
all the colours began to vanished till one was left and that would
flair and vanish leaving the Earth barren and spinning ominously in
the void of space.

 

“That last Flash!…” Romana said “…Is what we call 'the
Activation Event'. The closer we get to 'the Activation Event' the
more distorted and disturbed the time line becomes behind it. Until
we are unable to see or focus on the Event at all.

 

This is 'a Time Dam'.

 

You know it's there, but are unable to see it. Corrupted time is
held up behind it and the Blank Earth being projected there is the
result. Time is built up as a torrent waiting to crash out in
directions, we can’t see. We can thankfully still see the physical
location of the Activation Event on the Earth.

 

One other thing we can do is ‘focus-in-on’ the Earth later
within the circular event of time and from this point we can see
the damage the Activations Event has inflicted.

 

The Event that has corrupted the time causes a set of ripples to
occur behind it and inside these ripples points or holes form.
These are ‘eSpace’ holes in the corrupted time and are what we call
the 'focus-in-on' point. We‘ll use them to get you as close to ‘the
Event’ as possible.”

 

We will drop you off before the Activation Event occurs in a
clear spot that we can see in time line. Unfortunately we have no
control over the 'set-points' they are tied into a very small
physical location on the Earths surface which means you might have
to travel to get an event. The worse one we’ve found so far is One
Month and 500 miles away, but our Technicians are working on that
problem.”

 

Seeing their faces drop at that she quickly went on “…But that’s
not our problem with this Relic in this 'Activation Event' there
are several good drop off points around the Newgate Time Dam. We
have Both… "

 

          The Globe
vanished from view and the lights came back up. Smithy was missing
from the table.

 

Romana paused from what she was saying as the lights came on and
said mumbling "We have! …No I have decided to exploit this
opportunity with two teams going out on their own. Mainly to
maximized information gathering and ultimately retrieve 'the
Relic' … "

 

"Who's this 'We have Both?…' You and Val'ta?" said John
interrupting. Romana stopped speaking and looked at him as if he
was mad, then she looked lost in thought and said "… Why No! - Me
and - Err! - No!" … The 'Val'ta' doesn't get involved with
tactics, only navigation … And time flow!"

 

With a puzzled look on her face Romana trailed off again "Me
and… " she paused at length again then said as if coming out of a
Dream "… NO! … 'I' have decided on this dual action
plan … We need information and both teams can meet at Newgate
to pool their data…" she finished quietly and her words trailed off
to an inaudible mumble.

 

Romana sat back and was really concerned about this lack of
consistency on her part. It disturbed her greatly. The Mech’tee
Agents assembled before her felt her confusion as well. Gathering
herself up she went on "… According to the 'tCouncil' and 'the Time
Masters', 'the Relic' activates in the early morning. They have
estimated about at eight o'clock local time and as I previously
stated we can't give you a local date to work with…” They looked
confused at this.

 

Tra said “You can tell the time, but not the Date?”

 

Romana nodded then said “…Remember it's 'the Activation Event'
we target. The time strand before ‘the Activation Event’ is lighter
for two hours before it occurs … We know from another event in
the same time line that Sunrise is set for six o'clock in the
morning.

 

So by deduction we know the Activation is set for Eight in the
Morning!”

 

          …With
that final piece of information the team grasped the constraints of
time travel inside ‘eSpace’…

 

Romana spoke again “… And that minor fact took ‘the Time Lords’
over six months to asses and cross check. It’s a horribly complex
calculation to find." She paused satisfied that the concept was
understood then went on and said "… One 'set point' is about eight
standard hours before the event and about eight miles away. This is
our ‘Primary’ set down point, or site. The local time is calculated
to be about eleven o'clock at night! …So no one should see you
arrive."

 

The other 'set point' is over thirty miles away, but it's almost
fifteen hours till 'the Activation Event'. That's the best focal
point we've found and is our ‘Secondary’ site for that ‘a-way’
team. Local time would be five o'clock in the evening, getting in
unseen might be tricky, but the Val’ta says it has an idea on that
problem. The second team would really need to cover some
ground.

 

Which brings us onto Transport in this time zone. Walking,
Horses and a primitive, but complex Steam Train system.
Unfortunately from what we can gather the rail system to the
Newgate area is either not there, or closed for repairs … .And
from what we can assess, it seems to have another ‘event' that
occurs on it, but the full story of the disaster is hidden by the
Newgate incident, and we think it will dissipated once the Newgate
problem is corrected.”

 

Smithy took that moment to wheel in a large black ornate Box
which he set down. Looking over to Romana she nodded at him, which
he took as permission and he opened the Wardrobe. Inside was five
racks of cloths covered in a Black protective film.

 

Romana looked from the cloths to Smithy and smiled. She then
addressed them all saying “…I’m selecting Tra and Murray to be the
first ‘away team’ at the ‘Primary’ site I’ve just outlined. You'll
travel into Newgate as Hawkers and your cover is selling at the
Market there. It shouldn't raise any time line disturbance and I
don't think 'local politics' will be affected. Horse's and
Carriages are few and far between in the ‘set down point’. It's a
very run down and rough area from what our Historians say, so
you'll have to walk in I'm afraid.

 

The second team I'm selecting is Abdul, Mohammed and Annie!!…”
Abdul looked up in shock. He couldn't see himself walking down a
road in Victorian London without being challenged.

 

"… Your cover Abdul…" Romana went on, holding up her hand to
silence him "Is a personal body guard to a Countess who's going to
the Newgate area to stay at an Inn. The second set point is the
South side of the River in London. A Horse and Carriage will need
to be used for most of the trip. They have some sort of
entertainment there in the Mornings. It generates a lot of interest
and many people will be in attendance. So you should be
inconspicuous in this disguise… "

 

"Once you have 'the Relic'… " She went on "Call for the
Exit!"

 

Romana placed two sets of ‘Brown Sticks’ on the table. Each set
was tied round the center with a small piece of blue ribbon. Every
one thought they looked surreal laying on the highly polished top.
Romana looked at them and said  “…These are called 'Brother
Sticks', break one and the other snaps. We will open the internal
Doors at your sticks 'time' location. We don't need to
'focus-in-on' it or worry about the Time Dam as your physical
location in the time line will provide an automatic ‘Beacon’ that
the Val'ta unit can see … And can ‘focus-in-on’…"

 

Jane said looking up "Can you enter the 'EXIT' door?" Romana
looked lost in thought for a second. "Never been tried" she said!
"… If you want to volunteer 'Muggle-Wumpy!' to go through to the
other side. I won't object."

 

A nervous laugh went round the room. Jane huffed and crossed her
arms. Muggles looked up at her from her lap, then over to Romana
and growled at her. Murray laughed. Tra looked at the small animal
with admiration.

 

Continuing Romana said "…As stated the Relic is held in the
Newgate prison and it caused a splinter havoc in time when it was
used. If allowed to remain in the time line, then twenty five
percent of life on the Planet would be eradicated within nineteen
Standard years.

 

It has a major social impact, but we don't know what it does,
and from this aspect we cannot ‘focus-in-on-it’ future use to even
see its effect. It takes till the next a circular time event before
the effect can be viewed.

 

          Romana
paused she felt was losing them, but she had no other options and
didn’t have time to explain ‘temporal mechanics’ to them. They
would have to trust her on that one. Romana reflected yet again on
the fact that once the Val'taVille was activated the process took
on a life force of its own and a schedule that no one could stop
other than aborting the Mission, and that option was un-thinkable.
The ‘tCouncil’ was relying on her, and in turn God, and the
Universe was depending on them to succeed.

 

Looking round sympathetically she spoke slowly again "…Remember
the primary objective is remove 'the Relic' from time, by however
means, and bring it back here.” With that she stood up and said
“Right, Lets get familiar with your apparel. Murray and Tra your
cloths are behind you as are Annie’s, Mohammed’s and Abdul’s.
Please take them and get dressed in the changing rooms in the Gym.
We will be arriving shortly at the first site.”

 

Murray got up and went over to the Stand behind him. Pulling the
plastic film off he reeled back as the stench of sweaty clothing
hit him and said “What the Fuck?”. Smithy piped up saying “You’d
look a bit weird if you went out into London with clean cloths on!”
Murray nodded and continued his inspection of the filthy cloths. He
pulled a Huge dirty Brown Coat of the hanger and a rank smelling
wide brimmed Leather Hat. On the hangers beneath them he found a
grimy White Shirt, Muddy Long Breaches, and muddy, and filthy
smelling lace up Boots. The Boots where complemented with a pair of
foul smelling Woollen Socks that seemed to be rotting!”.

 

         
Continuing to rooting through the assembled clothing Murray stood
back and scratched his head saying to Smithy “No underpants?…”

 

Smithy smiled and “Nope! Not underpants as we know the term.
They weren’t used in this time period…”

 

Murray nodded then looked over to Tra’s cloths and noticed that
they were the same except Tra’s coat was Black. Behind the Stands
were two Great back-packs full of Apples they where to sell at
Newgate. Murray then noticed that Tra was holding up what looked
like a Nappy and said “What’s this then?”. Murray had assumed it
was a Large White Handkerchief. Tra scratched his head at the
unfamiliar garment. Smithy smiling said “That’s what they used for
Underpants! Just wrap them around you and use the Buttons to fasten
them in place!”.

 

Tra and Murray just stared at the dirty calico cloth in
disbelief.

 

Romana said “…You have to strip completely. Nothing from this
place must go out into the time line. Even elasticated underwear
could cause temporal problems, if they were to fall into the wrong
hands!”

 

“…No Fucker! …Better not try and take off my Knickers!” said
Anabel who was still sat at the table. John smiled. Romana looked
round at Anabel and said nothing, but everyone had a smile on their
faces. Including Annie who like Tra and Murray was inspecting her
foul smelling cloths.

 

She noticed she had a Hat and Veil. Along with the a Red Coat,
Blue Dress that was stunning. She also had a pair of three quarter
black buckle and lace up the side Boots. She turned over the Red
Bodice in her hand, it was sublime. She noted she had a silk white
chemise and, a pair of white stockings and what looked like two
halves of silk trousers. These caught her eye and she held them up
for inspection, then turned perplexed and stared to look through
the rest of the cloths again. Finally she looked to Smithy and
asked if she had a nappy as well?

 

Smithy just smiled and said “Ladies in this time period wore
nothing down there except a pair of Bloomers that kept the hips
warm!” and pointed to the silk pair of split trousers Annie still
had in her hands. Annie considered this for a moment then said
“Ooo!… Yuk!..” Then looking over to John cloths said “At least mine
are cleaner that yours!” and smiled. Tra grunted.

 

“Right!” said Romana “If the ‘a-Way’ teams can get changed the
rest of us will go to the Library and wait for them there! …Val’ta
has just informed me that the first set down point is six minutes
away!…”

 

Grabbing their cloths the two teams went into the Gym and
Changing Rooms beyond to get dressed. They would leave their
uniforms in their new lockers located behind the reception desk.
Smithy smiled had followed them into the changing rooms and his
smile broadened as he heard a lot of grunts and groans coming from
the back Rooms. He knew they were having problems as they attempted
to get into the unfamiliar clothing and his face fell in
remembrance of his first time with Mary in a field long, long
ago.

 

A second later Murray and Tra came out looked at them selves and
laughed. Smithy looked them over and nodded. ‘They would play the
part well’ he thought as he saw them put their cloths away. Then
Smithy, Murray and Tra looked towards the Changing Rooms as they
heard Annie swearing. She was struggling with straps, laces,
buttons and pins.

 

A little later the two Arab's Boys came out from their own
changing room and placed their own cloths in their lockers. They
looked pleased with themselves and both of them did a twirl. Smithy
saw they were dressed in long military style dress Coats complete
with three pointer hats, white clean Shirts, clean Breaches, White
Socks with Buckled Boots and Two fine Scimitar Swords with
embroidered leather Baldrics that hung loosely from their
sides.

 

Smithy was stunned at what he saw and knew they could pass as a
Lady’s personal body guard!…” Then a string of swearing erupted
from the Back Changing room where Annie was. Mohammed sighed and
looked at Abdul, then they both shrugged and went in to help Annie
Dress. Eventually after a lot of cursing coming mainly from
Mohammed. Annie came out of the Changing Room. Smithy was impressed
at what he saw and noted she wore the Hat and Veil well. The coat
he saw had puffed up shoulders with a huge collar. It was
unbuttoned revelling the blue Dress and red upper Bodice. 

 

Abdul was carrying her clothing bag which he put in her
Locker.

 

“Excellent!” said Smithy “…Romana has just informed me were
almost at the first set down point … Are we Ready?” Murray and
Tra grinned at each other and grabbing their Back-packs walked out
of the Gym. Annie, Mohammed and Abdul nodded at Smithy and followed
him into the Library where Romana was pacing to and through,
nervously.

 

site zero.

 

Murray and Tra stood in front of Glass Doors fidgeting
uncomfortably in their  grubby new cloths, but they were
ready. Romana was uneasy, but was impressed with what she saw.
Smithy came up behind Tra and gave him some brown coins in a pouch
for Tavern Expenses when they got to Newgate Town. "It's not a
lot." he said "… Any more might raise suspicions!"

 

‘…This is it!’ thought Romana and ordered Val'taVille to
'focus-in-on' the first site and create a 'set-point'. The view
changed and the blobs slowed then ceased. A Town scene formed
around them. It then started showing a view of flying at great
speeds through streets, up alleys and round buildings till
eventually the scene on the glass doors started slowing and an
Alley slowly came into view.

 

With that the Glass Doors focused in on the wall and a slight
jolt was felt. Then the view spun round so the other side of the
Alley was showing. ‘What a tip!…’ thought Tra as he looked out on
the human rubbish dump.

 

Romana went in front of the first team, gave them their Brother
Stick. Blessed them in Gods name. Then stepped aside and placed the
other Brother stick on the Librarians Desk. She swallowed hard as
she turned and looked at them, tears where in her eyes that she
blinked away.

 

The Glass Doors where quite still by now and Murray looked into
the reflection they showed of the Library. He thought he saw a
small boy standing besides him, but when he turned and looked down
there was no one there. 'We have a Ghost!' he thought. With that
the Doors opened and Murray then Tra stepped out into Victorian
England. After a second the Doors were shut behind them with a dull
thump. Then 'the Acorn' was 'unset' from the ‘set-down-point’ in
time and the brown blobs on the doors returned swirling around
doing nothing.

 

Romana had just sent Tra and Murray out alone! Where they ready?
What had she done? She felt physically sick with worry and a great
unease settled about her, but she had to move on and ordered Val’ta
to focus on the second site. The Glass Door showed a view of moving
backward from the Alley point. It then veered to the right and
began to the travel through a mixture of the brown blobs travelling
past at speed. That now and again  revelled Walls, Streets,
vast Caverns and Voids. Jane got dizzy trying to follow it.

 

Annie, Abdul and Mohammed were standing quietly to the side then
stepped forward. Smithy looked them over 'Excellent!' he thought.
He then gave Abdul a huge handful of Gold Coins and put them in a
Leather purse. He gave another to Mohammed and said for Transport
and Tavern Expenses at Newgate. Looking at Annie he said its not
socially acceptable to carry Money 'my Lady!' and smiled as he
stepped back bowing low. Standing back up he nodded to himself with
approval.

 

          …
Romana was also pleased with what she saw then noticed that the
second site was coming up, fast and her eyes glazed over. The Blobs
slowed a Vast Mountain appeared above them that turned into a Black
cavern that slowly faded as Walls and Streets of London became
prominent. There was another vast red brick Building on the horizon
and it as rapidly filling the Door. At the last minute the view
changed again and was of travelling horizontally very fast through
a run down Cityscape. Right, Left, Right it spun as it travelled at
a tremendous velocity through the City Streets. Then all of a
sudden the scene went white and slowed as it crashed through what
looked like a Fog Bank as smoke swirled around the view. They all
now saw that they were now slowly approaching the side of a Horse
Carriage. It was waiting outside a huge red brick wall of a
Building.

 

Romana via Val'ta forced the 'set point' to occur in side the
Carriage.

 

This time the view from the Library Glass Door now a red leather
upholstered Carriage. Even though the Glass Doors were to big for
the carriage Door they seemed to fit. As before Romana went in
front of them gave them their ‘Brother Stick’ and blessed them in
Gods name. Stepping aside the three went past her, bent low and got
into the Carriage.

 

The Glass Doors closed they were 'unset' again, but this time
'the Acorn' span off to anchor. The brown blobs returned. But
unmoving this time and not even milling around. “Now we wait!…”
said Romana turning round to face them. The first stick on the
Librarians Desk snapped, then the other snapped a Micro Second
later.
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Chapter Six

 

the hanging.

 

The Coachman dozed on his ‘dickey box' the reins hung limply
from his Hand. It had been a quiet Sunday and by now even his
Horse’s were asleep. The evening he had observed earlier was a
better prospect and it looked like rain: 'And that' he said smiling
to himself 'Was good for business!' but for now he was simply
content to let the World pass him by for some peace and quiet.

 

Looking down to the back of the Horses a strange noise started
to begin. A noise from the back of your mind … A noise that
you should take notice of.

 

… Then the Wind started and blow up all around him and it
whipped itself up into a Frenzy. Out of the blue Benny heard a
sound of a very old creaky wooden door opening and it didn’t stop,
till you thought! 'What’s going on? it can't do that? It can't open
any more!' … And it didn't. It closed with a long dull loud
echo of a thump that rocked his carriage. The noise resounded up
against the Brick Wall and bounced off it, reverberated into the
night as it went.

 

His Horses skittered by the sudden Wind that was blowing around
them then panicked at the slamming door behind them and they bolted
forward with a start dragging the Carriage forward twelve feet as
they went. “Steady! Bess!! - Steady! Rosy!!!” said Benny. Whilst
holding his foot on the Brake. They calmed and settled on hearing
his voice.

 

Below him he saw a Man get out of his Carriage, but Benny never
saw him get in? The Man below looked up took his three pointer off
bowing low as he did, then looking up said "We wish to go to
Newgate, can you take us?"

 

'He was a dammed Black-a-moor!' Benny thought '… and a finely
dressed bugger at that!' then it struck him, Newgate? that's
outside the Borough boundary. His night had already got better' and
stammered to the insolent Black man below said “Err!! - Yes! - My
good fellow! - How many are travelling?"

 

“Three!…" Mohammed said then he slowly continued "… Another body
guard, and my Lady. We are in Service and Attendance of the
Countess of - 'Duesville'- who wishes to travel to Newgate to find
a Hotel! - err! - I mean a 'Tavern!' - Can you take us?" He asked
again …And thought to himself ‘Dam! I was doing so well up to that
point’.

 

Benny stared in disbelief at the fop of a man below and said "Oh
- Yes, I can, good Sir but as I have a 'Licensed Hackney Cab' I
have a duty, and am expected to negotiate, and charge for the fare
before embarking on the Journey. So if you would be so kind we must
discuss the cost!"

 

Abdul looked out of the Carriage saying “…To Hell with this Bull
Shit!” and tossed up ten gold coins one after the other. Which the
Coachman caught with surprising speed and accuracy. "Is that
enough? My Lady grows tired with the Delay!… " Abdul said in a
bored foppish tone.

 

"Oh Yes! That'd just about cover it!" said the Coachman with a
slight glint in his eye and stammered "My, my names Master Ben
Smith! …But people about just calls’ me Benny!" he said biting the
coins as he spoke then continued saying "… And may I wish you a
very good evening, to you your Countess! … And you good
Gentlemen!". He nodded in Mohammed’s direction then lifted the
hatch and looked down through it to see the top of Annie's Hat and
Veil. He continued and delicately closed the hatch after receiving
no response from the Countess. Then looking directly at Mohammed
again he said “…That it’ll take about seven hours to get to
Newgate, with a stop for the team. I know of a clean and reasonable
Tavern in the Newgate area. It's also very close for Hanging in the
morning."

 

Annie from the Carriage pulled at Mohammed's sleeve, he looked
in and she  spoke to him in hushed tones. Looking back up to
the Coachman Mohammed said. "My Lady wishes to know if you have any
more information on the event tomorrow?.."

         

Benny said he didn't, but said he would stop on route and
purchase a newspaper, the five o'clock edition’s would be soon be
out, and carried all the information that the Countess
required.

 

"Will your ‘Black-a-moor’ be riding 'the Rumble' Countess?" said
Benny. From the Carriage Annie looked perplexed at Mohammed. Abdul
informed her and sported ** 'the Rumble' was the flat standing seat
with a rail to hold on the back of the Coach for a watchman or
guard to stand watch. A 'Black-a-moor' is a name they use for black
or coloured servants and sometimes black slaves. **

 

Annie looked disgusted at this information and said "Not at this
time coachman I need them with me!… "  and trailed off, then
said "… Tell me when we're out of the Borough and I'll put one of
them in position". She could see the logic of having another pair
of eyes to the rear of the Coach.

 

Mohammed nodded upward and said "Then we are away to Newgate :
Master 'Benny'…”. He used his name with glee knowing it would annoy
him and continued "…Your best speed then Coachman!" With that he
climbed back into the Carriage.

 

'Dammed uppity Black-a-moor' thought Benny who then cracked his
whip in the air. Bess and Rose, at that took of into a trot.
‘Anyhow’ he thought ‘Things were looking up, he'd get a finders fee
from the Landlord of the 'Hand and Shears' and if he really played
his cards right he'd get a finders fee from Mr's Jane Wilson who's
House was in front of the Newgate gallows.’ at the thought of that
he smiled with glee and continued in that same vein ‘After all this
Countess would want a proper window seat at the Hanging tomorrow
and they don't come cheap’ thought Benny.

 

Staring ahead as his coach rumbled down the street Benny mused
‘Nasty business, with that German fellow, and all, but they said it
would be well attended perhaps thirty thousand. What a sight that'd
make!' he thought.

 

a ghost in the shell.

 

As the coach set of down the Street Annie looked out at a filthy
landscape and glancing back to Mohammed said "…Did you see that
Boy! Back There?". "Yes!…" he said. Annie looked to Abdul who
nodded back. "Strange!" she said to no one.

 

The coach rumbled on.

 

paper data.

 

At the next Junction over a mile away Benny stopped the coach
and beckoned a news boy him over. It was just gone five and the
late editions where out. He looked down into his Cab and said that
a News boy stood ready with a paper should they still wish to buy
one!

 

Mohammed looked out to an even filthier street that the one's
they'd just left and saw a mud encrusted boy's face just visible
above the coach sill. Annie motioned to Abdul and he stepped out of
the Carriage to confront the urchin of a boy who stood in rags on
the pavement. Under his arms were a collection of newspapers. He
had a ‘Times Newspaper’ held up in his hand ready for the sale.
Mohammed noticed several other Boys selling different Papers.

 

          “…How
much?" said Abdul. The Boy looked up startled and said "You err? -
Ain't from round er' are yer! Guv'nor!". "No!" said Abdul and again
asked "Well? - How much?". The Boy said "That'd be 2/- Guv’nor on
account, I has' to sells em' on the Street like."

 

Abdul gave him a golden coin took the paper and turned his back.
With slow deliberation he got back into the carriage. The boy just
looked at Abdul's retreating back, and then the Carriage, and then
the Coachman, and then took off at a run. Dropping his papers as he
went.

 

Several other Boys came over and started touting their own brand
of Papers. It was Mohammed's turn this time and he leaned out of
the Coach and took one from each Boy then dropped a dozen coins
brown coins on the ground as he pulled himself back in side the
Coach and pulled up the Window.

 

“I think we may have over paid them!… " said Abdul smiling.
Mohammed just grinned and gave the papers to Annie, who started to
scan them.

 

Mohammed looking up to the Hatch door, tapped it with his
scabbard and said “Let us move on then 'Benny!' … " with that
followed another curse! And a furious sounding spit … And then
a harsh crack of the whip. The Carriage lurched forward with a
start into the Gloom.

 

Mohammed smiled to himself, again!

 

The Papers all said the Date was Sunday, November 13th 1864 and
most of them cost between 3d right up to 1-/6d. As the Coach
Rumbled into the night a Heavy and Persistent Rain began to
fall.

 

visually impaired.

 

Annie Scanned and Mentally Compiled the Newspapers, one after
and other: She recorded the Stories, the Adverts, the Letter, the
History of Events that several Paper had run, the Sports Pages and
even the Editors comments.

 

          …
Then she cross checked the Mullar Story against every component of
the Data, and because she was constructing it from several sources
she was able to Visualise the correct Course of Events. As she
gathered it all together she came to a startling conclusion.

 

Then when she began to compile the Facts something strange began
to Happen … Instead of Data, Facts and Figures presenting them
selves as a Monologue she found she was able to create a 3D Mental
image of the events and a visual display of the story formed in her
Mind …And it became tangible. With that she had the first encounter
with the late Mr Thomas Briggs.

 

Unable to contain herself she reached out and held Abdul's hand
in one of hers. In her excitement she and tried to tell him what
she could see and immediately they Both found them selves….

 

          ++++++ in
a Railway Station. The name on the Blue plaque behind them was
'Fenchurch Street Station' the Steam and Smoke from the Engine
billowed around them, it was Dark. In the background a Guard was
shouting 'the 9.45 for Hackney " ++++++

 

Annie let go of Abdul's hand in a panic. Abdul pulled his hand
away from hers as it he'd just got an electric shock. Mohammed
looked round and said "What's Wrong?… " Annie started at him, no
time had passed, but both she and Abdul had stood on that Station
Platform for over three seconds.

 

the robbery.

 

Looking at Abdul, and then Mohammed. Annie took both of their
Hands in Hers.

 

+++++

 

The scene changed from the Red Leather of the Carriage and they
were all in - a Railway Station. The name on the Blue plaque
behind them was 'Fenchurch Street Station' the Steam and Smoke from
the Engine billowed around them, it was Dark.

 


          …
In the background a Guard was shouting 'the 9.45 for Hackney
was about to leave, all-ll-ll ‘a-board’!… '. Out of the smoke
strode a very old Man carrying a walking stick. He held himself
well for a Man of that age, was well dressed, and wore a fine Top
Hat. In his other hand he was carrying an leather Bag and on it was
the name 'Robarts Curtis and Co'.

 

          '… That's
the late Mr Thomas Briggs' Whispered Annie. Who had no idea why she
had just whispered… but continued 'the name on the Bag was the
Bankers who he worked for and were located in Lombard Street,
London. He was employed as a Chief Clerk - It's an important
fact.'

 

Mr Briggs stopped opened his fine Black coat and looked down at
the Pocket watch which he extracted from his expensive Waist
Coat.

 

It was exactly 9.45pm and he smiled broadly to himself.

 

[ The scene swivelled round ]

          Mr Briggs
was putting his Watch away and was next seen getting into a First
Class Carriage, from this angle several people where seen getting
into their compartments behind him. The guard closed the Door and
from the Station he saw Mr Briggs sitting down on the Plush Seats
in First Class. He was seen putting his Hat and Bag in the Racks
above and putting on his Glass's on he then opened and began to
read the Times Newspaper. It was dated the 9th July 1864. The guard
had finished his section of Doors and was in front of Mr Briggs. He
held up his Flag, the next guard held up his, then a Whistle was
blown at the far end of the Train from the Guards Van and the Train
Carriage began to shudder as it pulled out from the Station…

 

+++++

 

Annie let go of both Mohammed and Abdul's hands and barely a
second had passed. Mohammed looked at her in amazement and said
How?… ”

 

Annie said “I can't work out how I can do that, but I seem to be
able to project a Visual Display into your Minds of the Construct
I've just built from all that data I've assembled. It was all in my
mind till I touched Abdul’s hand a short while ago, but now I can
see we all share the same information.”

 

Abdul looked at his Hand and said “… It's through physical
contact only? - We must be 'Linked' stronger when we touch?…”

 

          …
Annie looked up and said it was weird and a great help with this
case as it allows a complete over-view of the Data: Anyhow coming
back to the real world the synopsis is as follows  … this
German chap called Franz Mullar was alleged to have killed a Mr
Thomas Briggs on a Train and thrown his Body out it as it was
moving along. His body was later found on a Train Line with his
personal effects still in place. He still had his Money a Ring and
other personal effects in his pockets.

 

The trial of this Franz Mullar for the murder of Thomas Briggs
opened at the Old Bailey and begun on the 11th October 1864: Franz
Mullar entered a plea of not guilty!…

 

lets get ready to rumble.

 

"Hold!" shouted the coachman "Countess we're at the Borough
Boundaries. Your ‘Blackamoor’ needs to assume his position on 'the
Rumble'. There's a travelling coat under the seat Marm!…"

 

Mohammed looked up and cursed, he was listening to the case with
absolute fascination. He'd earlier lost the toss of a coin and
climbing out across the runners, assume the position at the back of
the Coach. He was dressed in the biggest Great Coat he' had ever
seen, but at least it kept him dry.

 

He didn't find it cold, nor did the wet rain bother him, he hung
on to the rail with ease. He was annoyed because he was only
getting very slow second hand information from Abdul's mind and not
taking it in direct from Annie with her new trick of 'Visual Day
Dreaming'.

 

The scene in front of him wasn't that of the Country Lanes of
London, but of.

 

++++++

 

‘Hackney Train Station’. Smoke and Steam where dissipating from
the Engine up front and a Guard was walking along the Train
Carriages opening all the Doors as he went. When he came to Mr
Briggs's Carriage, he was horrified to discover Blood everywhere.
Much of it had pooled in large spots on the Floor. Looking further
into the Carriage proper all he saw was the Old Mans Walking Stick,
his Leather Bag Opened and a Black Beaver Hat. The place looked
messy as if a real struggle had taken place.

 

[ The Scene Behind Changed ]

          Looking
round the three found themselves later that evening in the Cab of a
Train returning slowly to London on the railway line between Bow
and Hackney Stations. The Drivers two assistants are either side of
the massive Engine and are walking the Track. When one shouts
‘Hold!’ The Driver immediately applies the brake and looking out
makes out the form of a Man sprawled across the embankment. As the
Engine slows to a stop the Driver jumps out and discovers the
Bruised and Battered Body of Mr Briggs's. Incredibly he was still
alive, they carefully put him on the foot plate and take him back
to Fenchurch Station…

 

dead troubling.

 

[ The Scene went White and Change again ]

          Now they
are in a Tavern not two miles from the scene of the crime by the
Station and where in a back Room of the Public House. The Landlord
isn't pleased about having an invalid here, but puts up with it. He
may be well paid for it, but having the Police Officers stationed
in his Bar was bad for Trade.

 

We are in a wooden panelled Room. It was originally pained white
at one time, but now it was a dirty grey and the paint was peeling.
They found then selves looking over the Bed to Mr Briggs's, who
they could see wasn’t Well. He has a serious head wound just above
the left ear and was white faced. The Doctor in attendance turned
to the Policeman behind him and said 'I believe he has a fractured
skull, and He can't be moved!'. Looking back to Mr Briggs's and
then back to the Officer he continued '… I don't hold out much
hope, with such a wound like that, and him being almost
seventy.

 

He stepped away and nodded to the Nurse he employed to undress
the old Man and made him comfortable in the Bed. The Two Policeman
behind them took the Cloths and noted what was there. In the coat
pocket was some Gold Sovereigns, a Silver Snuff Box, and a Diamond
Ring. It was valuable. They gave the Landlord a Receipt for
them.

 

+++++

 

The scene changed and the interior of the red Leather Horse
Drawn Carriage came back into view.

 

Annie said "Mr Briggs's died the following night! … But in
the mean time it was noted to the Police by the his Family and by
his Colleges at the Bank that his Gold Watch, Chain and Spectacles
were missing, and that Mr Briggs didn't wear or wear a fur Hat.
Like the one that was found at the Crime Scene.

 

It was already a Murder Investigation, the Blood in the Carriage
had confirmed that and a Chief Inspector William Tanner of Scotland
Yard was put in charge. He concluded that since both the Gold
Watch, Chain and Spectacles where missing then 'Robbery' was the
motive and as the Hat didn't belong to Mr Briggs it must belong to
the Criminal who carried out the despicable act on the kindly old
Man.

 

          When he
was questioned later about the contents of Mr Briggs's pockets
later he dismissed it saying the thieves probably missed them when
the went through his Pockets.

 

Abdul's mouth fell open at hearing that and Mohammed almost lost
his balance above. "Say nothing Yet!… ” said Annie with a smile on
her face “… It gets much Worse!"

 

Annie continued her dialogue and said the reason the incident
caused so much alarm was that one had ever been attacked on a Train
before … And as a foot note, after all this blew over 'Pull
Cords' were installed in Train Carriages, but that aside: The
Police were soon under considerable pressure from the Newspapers to
catch this Criminal, and they had no leads.

 

The Police had nothing to go on and even posted a huge reward
for Information leading to a Conviction. The maker of the Beaver
Hat couldn't help in identifying its owner either, apparently they
were popular with Cabby's and Hundreds were sold.

 

          …The
Media in the mean time’ said Annie ‘was doing great business on the
back of this story, and bayed for Blood. If not the Killer, then
the Head of Scotland Yard would do.

 

Scotland Yard in a desperate attempt to persuade the Media it
was doing all it could begun ‘Shop’ to ‘Shop enquiries’ in ‘the
Cheapside’ where the bigger Pawn Brokers and Jewellers in London
were located. They were looking for that Stolen Watch and Chain.
For a time the News hounds followed the Police in their enquiries,
but soon got tired of it, and left them to it…

 

++++++

 

[ The Scene flashed White and Changed ]

          …
And Mohammed standing on the Back of the Coach found himself
bouncing along inside a Jewellers Shop in Cheapside The Name on the
Window was 'Death Jewellers' : He was getting this directly from
Abdul's **sport thoughts** and so was slower than the real
thing.

 

Looking up he saw two Policeman enter the Shop. Its now the 11th
of July according to the newspaper that on the counter. He looks
round and the Master Jeweller comes into the shop from the Back and
tells the Girl on the counter she can go back to clean the Chains
he's got out. She looks round and is aware he's very anxious as she
Leaves.

 

[ The scene swivels and were now looking at the counter ]

          Mr John
Death who is looking directly at you, shakes the leading Officers
hand and says 'Thank you for coming. I was talking to one of your
colleagues the other Day.

 

[ When he was visited/When I saw him on the Street, confusion
here ]

 

         
          … And I
considered it my civic Duty to report to you, that I have the Watch
Chain of the late Mr Briggs' with that he produced a Chain from
under the counter and gave it to the Police Officer. Who put it in
his Pocket. Whilst the Other wrote out a Receipt and handed it to
the shaking Jeweller. He then opened his note book and started
taking down what the Jeweller said ‘word’ for ‘word‘…

 

Mr Death looked worried constantly and continued talking rapidly
said 'I gather I can claim the reward of three hundred Pounds if
they catch the Man?' The Officer nodded.

 

          …
John Death was on a roll, and nervously explained that he had
accepted the expensive Gold Chain from a customer and exchanged it
for another plain Gold Watch Chain and a plain Gold finger Ring!'
The Officer nodded as he wrote all this down in his black flip up
Book…

 

The Stone flew through the Jewellers Shop Window and shattered
it completely. The Police Officers looked round, and Death looked
up in slow motion. The small stone was heading straight for
Mohammed.

 

++++++

 

Mohammed had been holding on to 'the Rumble' bouncing down the
'Old Road' when out of the dark he saw a stone coming straight at
him. 'It was a stone thrown, with some force and accuracy!' he
thought as the Jewellers Shop Image shattered and vanished from his
vision…

 

It came from a Doorway up the Road further, it was flung by an
urchin and was aimed accurately at him … And through the gloom
he could see further up the Road and saw that the Boy wasn't alone.
Mohammed caught the stone out of the air and flung it back in one
fluid movement. A second later there was a howl from the Doorway up
ahead as it found its target. 'That's you out of the way!' he
thought.

 

Reaching into his inner pocket he produced two gold coins which
he tossed with such force one after the other into the dark that
they whistled past the coachman's right and left ears, and into the
dark.

 

Benny on hearing a slight noise turned round and enquired if he
was all right? Mohammed just grinned. In the next moment the
running lights showed a most bizarre scene on the Road in front.
Two men were rolling around on the ground blood pouring from wounds
to their heads. Cudgels were lying on the ground and one discarded
Musket.

 

          “…Oh! My
word!” was all Benny said as he spurred Rose and Bess on at a
faster pace. Then composing himself turned to Mohammed and said
"That was lucky!". Mohammed smiled and nodded to Benny. Switched
off and switched back to Abdul's mind.

 

Benny seeing Mohammed resume his position staring straight ahead
into the Gloom turned and eased up on the Horse rein's, slowing
them down to the more graceful, and efficient canter, of well
trained Horses.

 

a brief history.

 

Annie and Abdul had enjoyed that little diversion with the
robbers and Annie thought ‘Serves them right, and anyhow they'd
been paid well, in a way for their troubles … And, it was a
very wet night!’ she grinned at that thought as she resumed the VD2
Scan.

 

++++++

 

[ The scene changed again for Mohammed and he was back in the
Shop ]

 

          …
The Jeweller John Death was on a roll, and nervously explained that
he had accepted the expensive Gold Chain from a customer and
exchanged it for another plain Gold Watch Chain and a plain Gold
finger Ring!' The Officer nodded as he wrote all this down in his
Book.

 

'I can give you a description if you want?' he went on The
Officer nodded and John Death rushed out the description, almost as
if he had learned it off by Heart…

 

'He was aged about Thirty and about 5ft. 6 inches or 7 high. Had
a sallow complexion and thin features. A foreigner, he supposed
probably German, but he spoke good English. He was Dressed in a
black frock coat, vest, dark trousers and a black fur hat and I
would recognise him again… ' he hurriedly finished the last bit of
the description off, and swallowed hard as he did.

 

The Officers looked at each other then back to Mr John Death,
thanked him and said they would be in touch should they need any
more information. With that they walked back out of the Shop. Once
out side the Shop Doorway one said to the other 'He's lying and
knows more than he's telling'. The Other nodded as the walked down
the crowded Street.

 

++++++

 

Annie said “Incredible! Don‘t you think? Some other cross
referenced stories say. Death volunteered that information to the
Police only after mention of a £300 reward was posted, and he had
the cheek in court to say that it formed the basis for his civic
duty … And as for his description well that could have been
almost anyone in London. Lets go on there More!

 

+++++

 

[ We are now in a London Police Station ]

          One
Office looks up from the paper he's reading its Dated the 18th of
July. The scene stops and Annie says that seven full days after the
Papers had run the dramatised story of this break through …
And how the Police through 'brilliant detective' work had almost
broken the case.

 

[ In quick time the scene continues and a Man walks in ]

          A cabman
by the name of Mister Jonathan Matthews said to the Officer on
Duty. A Sergeant. That he had read about the case in the
newspapers, pointing to the Newspaper the Sergeant was reading, and
he said he thought 'he had some information of value to Scotland
Yard' [exact words] He also claimed the reward and gave the Police
Sergeant his Name and Address. The Sergeant said they would be in
touch.

 

[ The scene fuzzed white and changed ]

          We are
now in an Interview Room of White Tiles from Ceiling to Floor there
is a Green Strip running round the room it was waist height, and it
was cold in here. It has a Table in it with Four Chairs. John
Mathews was sitting on one smoking a rolled up cigarette, and
across from him on the other Chairs are two detectives from
Scotland Yard. One had a bag on the floor next to his feet. A
uniformed Constable with a large moustache was on guard by the
Door.

 

“Please continue!” said one of the Officers as his associate
wrote in his Note Book. John looked nervous on his second visit to
the Police station and this interview and informed the police of a
young German named Franz Mullar that I knew…

 

[ The Scene Froze with the people talking mid sentence ]

          …
Annie was talking again and turning to Abdul and the misty shadow
of Mohammed said 'Note the word 'knew' and not 'know' and this bit
gets complicated. In some reports his daughter was engaged to Frank
Mullar and in others he was not. It's a Major Cross reference
Error, and I can't believe no one picked up on it?

 

[ The scene continued ]

          “Anyhow!”
said John still smoking as if his life depended on it, 'This Frank
Mullar visited my House, if I remember two Days after the Murder of
poor Mister Briggs and gave a box containing a Gold Chain to his
eldest Daughter. He later told me that he'd had bought it for her,
specially!’

 

Annie said in hushed tones that his Daughter was delighted with
the Chain and gave the empty Box to her Sister to play with.

 

Jonathan Matthews continued the Interview and said 'Well I was
suspicious [Why?]  and looked in the Box where he had seen the
name and address of Mr. John Death I never gave it anymore thought.
Then I read in the Papers a few days back that it was the very same
name of the Jewellers that made 'the deal' with the Scotland Yard
over that Reward.

 

The black Beaver Hat was bought out of the bag under the table
and Matthews said Yes that the one I bought for Mullar some months
ago!' He paused and said 'I have a Photograph of him if its any
help.' and pulled a picture of Mullar out of his Top Pocket and
passed to one of the Officers on the Table who took it and put it
in the other ones note Book.

 

The scene faded from view and the carriage reformed in front of
them Abdul said "It's a pity we don't know what this Frank Mullar
looked like, it would give us a better idea of what sort of Man
we're dealing with here!"

 

Annie looked lost in thought and said "I've seen one, Its not
very good, but we can get an better understanding of him if we see
his face!… ”

 

          …
With that she looked down and began to rummaged through the Papers
again and eventfully found the picture on some obscure Page in one
of the lesser know publications, and that was a copy from one of
the better Know Papers.

 

She'd quickly glanced at it earlier, not Bothering to digest it
…But with the three of them staring at it together, the features
where much clearer, and in horror they reeled away from it. Abdul's
‘sported’ link with Mohammed collapsed. They all felt shock from
the picture they'd just seen.

 

Annie said quietly “…We need a better Picture!” and started
scanning the newspaper pictures from the collection of newspapers
that now where scattered all over the seats and Floor in the
Carriage.

 

continue.

 

A full Ten minutes later, Annie was still shaking as she held a
newspaper in her hand and said “… We must go on!". Abdul said "Yes,
but lets rest a while longer first, we still have three hours
travelling…" and then noticed that the Coach was slowing and
turning. Mohammed was feeling acutely exposed up there on the Back
of the Coach as it rumbled into the tavern yard called 'the Wild
Dog' and he came to a halt under its Huge Sign.

 

This was their ‘stop over’ to rest the Horses.

 

          …
Benny jumped down and said “… Stop over. Thirty Minutes Break" then
looking to the Tavern he said "Its not much good and it stinks, but
the Ales OK and the Food is passable!…"

 

Abdul enquired where the 'toilets' where? Benny scratched his
head and shock his head. Then realised what he was asking for and
said "Oh! You mean 'the Latrines!'… ” and laughed “… They are
located at the back, in fact they are ‘ALL’ of the back Field." and
added "There's a Shed if you don't want to get Wet! … But I
wouldn't go in there! If you're desperate perhaps your Lady could
rent a Room for the stop over 'to freshen up!" and with that he
turned laughing to himself saying “…Toilet? Indeed! ….Well, I
never!…”

 

          ….Then
his face became serious 'toilets?' he thought 'What sort of People
were they?' … Looking hard at Abdul and Mohammed he said with
some concern “… Err 'The Lady' could stay in the Carriage if she
wished and use the basic but adequate facilities located under the
seat!” He looked to the Tavern and continued saying “…It’s a bit
rough in there, and he would watch over Her, whilst they got
refreshments, and they was to watch their backs in there!"

 

Mohammed looked back in surprise and said they’d be fine, but he
thanked him for their concern adding that they could take care of
themselves.

 

Benny shrugged and busied himself, he'd already been paid and
didn't care if the 'green horns' got them selves killed. With that
he unhitched the Horses and led them to the stalls and started to
Rub them down using some old Straw.

         

Turning round he saw Mohammed walking to the Door with 'her
Ladyship' in front of him. He said "Here, Black-a-moor! If you see
'the Boy' in there send him out, I've a powerful thirst and could
do with a Sup' and tell him I'm gonna need some feed for the Horses
as well!… " with that he turned back to tend his Horses again.

 

Mohammed turned, and was going to tell him to do it himself then
noticed the attention he was giving to the Horses and thought 'At
least, he looks after his Horses better that most owners in this
time period.' and let the 'Black-a-moor' comment go, for now!

 

Benny was right about the Tavern it did stink, it was dank, it
was full of Smoke and the customers stank even worse. Of those that
were visible, about Nine in all were congregating round the large
open Fire that had a good blazed going, but it didn't seem to warm
the Place up, at all.

 

Several men by the Fire looked up and one nodded slightly to one
man at the back, but Abdul saw it and was ready. The Man at the
Rear stretched and casually walked over in Abdul saying “… We don't
see many of your sort here!.."

 

Mohammed in the meantime stopped 'the Boy' as he went past and
sent him out to the Yard to assist Benny and the Horses. Looking
back he saw Abdul hit the Man once and looked towards the others
who moved slightly. The man who had been hit travelled backward
horizontally across the length of the Bar and ended up in a pile on
the other side.

 

"Hey!.." said the Landlord from behind the bar "…I don't allow
no fighting in here!" Abdul turned and said "… Its not fighting
when only one of them wanted to learn how to fly!" and with that he
turned to the Men round the fire said "… I wont be doing any more
flying lessons today, my next lesson is Wood Work and picked up a
chair over his head then crushed it. “… Anyone want a lesson?" They
all sat still. "Oh!…" said the landlord again “…That was one of me’
Best Chairs.”

 

Mohammed grinned and stepping to the bar said "Was! Being the
operative word!” and slapped a golden coin on the Bar and said
“…That is a down payment for the chair, and a private room for My
Lady. We’d also like some lemonade, some food and peace and quiet
in ‘this room’ for at least thirty minutes!…” then continuing said
“…Does that coin recompenses you for your Chair? And the Room?” and
lifted his hand off the coin.

 

          Mohammed
noticed the coin vanished in the blink of an eye. The Landlord
looked at them with renewed vigour and said “… This ways your
Gentle-man-ships and 'Lady-ships' - Please allow me’s to escort you
to your Room - I was going to throw out that worthless Chair out,
Anyhow!… ”

 

Abdul left the bar looking back at the Men round the great open
fire and none of them would catch his eye. Pete nearest the center
of the open fire place glanced up quickly and thought he would
attend that dammed uppity Black-a-moor’s need later.

 

flattery.

 

Two minuets after being in their Room the Landlady came in
carrying three bottles of Lemonade on a Tray and something that
looked like three huge Meat Pies. She looked to the Countess and
stepping back said “… You'is is such a luvly Girl. Why when I was
younger I had lovely air' like that!" and looking around she said
to Abdul and Mohammed "… You's take's cares of er' mind! …And such
a pritty fing' and all… ” With that she left.

 

          …Mohammed
and Abdul laughed. Annie went red. Mohammed got up and re-locked
the Door and turning settled down with the Pie in one Hand and the
Lemonade in the other thinking ‘Does it get any better that this!’
as he put his legs up on the Bed…

 

rest time over.

 

Later when the half Hour was up Mohammed, Abdul and Annie got
dressed in their coats and prepared to leave the room. Stepping out
of the Door Mohammed caught the Cudgel mid swing, on the other end
of it was the Landlord who looked confused. Holding the end of the
Weapon Mohammed pushed back hard and saw the Landlord crash
headlong into on of the Wooden Supports then grabbing the next two
massive sticks Mid air again he side stepped allowing Abdul to come
out into the Main Room.

 

Abdul barged into the center of Five Men who where crowded round
the Doorway and they all bought their Weapons down at the same
time, and one by one all the men fell to the floor with Blood
coming from wounds, inflicted from their companions Weapons. Abdul
was in the Middle of the men directing their Weapons against each
other. He was Dead center and they couldn't touch him, but he had
full range and in full Hi’Kari attack mode, defended from the
center.

 

Meanwhile the Landlady and two of her henchmen rushed into the
Private Room, and for a second nothing happened then one of the Men
flew out bent double, followed by the other who it seems had tried
to run out, but was Kicked hard.

 

He flew true and landed on the Landlord who was beginning to
come round.

 

The rush and fall of Weapons was immediate and in a second
Mohammed and Abdul where seen Slamming Heads, kicking out Legs and
Punching Chests. After five seconds the Room had became still.
There were fifteen Bodies scatted all over the floor and it would
appear that everyone in the Tavern was in on it.

 

Then Annie came out of the their room and was dragging the
Landlady by her hair was swinging her about like a rag doll as she
went.

 

          … In
a fit of rage she threw her hard to the floor and standing over her
she lambasted her attitude to her own kind and dragged her name
through every insult she had, and she had quite a few. When the
Countess finally finished. The Landlady looking up at her with
tears in her eyes said she was Sorry! …And Annie believed her.

 

Looking round Mohammed put another Gold Coin on the Counter and
said that was for the Damage, and winked at the Landlord who was
finally standing up and surveying the scene of destruction in his
Tavern. He nodded and fell back down again. Abdul laughed and
stepping over two Bodies by the Door as he escorted the Countess
out. Abdul looked back at the Main Entrance and said “… Gentlemen!
…It was a Pleasure!" and left.

 

Benny was outside finishing the dregs of his Drink and winked at
them as they left the Tavern. Mohammed as he put Annie in the Coach
said to him “… They're not very 'salubrious' in 'the Wild Dog'
tavern are they?"

 

Benny thought hard and said if you mean they not very nice to be
round? Then the answer is 'No They're Not' and from what 'the Boy'
was saying life in that flea Pit is hard for him and the
Landlady … But I must say he missed his calling in life
because 'that Boy!'… ” he said pointing “… Has a natural talent
with Horses. I could use a Lad like that!…"

 

Mohammed looked back at the Tavern and said "He's under Bond?"
Benny nodded. Let me ask a favour of the Landlord. With that he
went back inside and dragged a badly bruised Man before Benny. Who
was shocked at the state of him. Looking hard at the Landlord,
Mohammed said "How much for the Boy!" The Landlord quaking with
fear said "He's yours take Him!". "Not good Enough!" retorted
Mohammed "Get his Indenture papers and we'll Deal a fair price for
Him!"

 

"Now! Hold On!…" said Benny "…I can't afford Him!"

 

"No. You Can’t!…” said Annie from inside the Carriage "… But We
Can! … And the Landlord owes us a Favour!" Benny looked up at
her confused, but Annie continued “… He owes us a Debt!” and
looking over to him said "Landlord get the Indenture Papers, Now!"
The Landlord turned and run into the Tavern as fast as he
could.

 

Some of the customers involved in the Brawl came out to see what
was happening, and when Benny saw the state of them he whistled.
Abdul looking up at him smiling saying "…The Countess has a foul
temper when she's given 'Bad Service' and wont tolerate 'Insults'
from Commoners!.."

 

Benny said “Oh!… ” very quietly and looked towards Mohammed who
was also smiling seriously at him.

 

Mohammed turned and told the Men at the Door to come out and
turn the Carriage, which they all did without question. Benny was
amazed and knew one of the as a nasty piece of Work. “His name is
'Pete'… ” said Benny indicating to one of the Men still in the
Doorway "He runs the work Gangs over Suberton way and has a Private
'Toll' Road, that the Authorities can't close. It cost me a fortune
every day to cross it. He really is a smooth criminal and I've
never seen his 'bow' down to anyone before especially a
'Black-a-moor!'… ”

 

          Mohammed
turned slowly to Benny who hurriedly said “… Begging your
Gentleman's Pardon, If that offends, but it seems 'Sir'… ” He said
picking his Words carefully “… That you was a 'hit' in
there! … and you made an 'impression' on them!… ”

 

Mohammed smiling said "…You could say that! …And Yes! I do find
that ‘term’ insulting!.." Turning he got in the Coach. Leaving
Abdul, outside to sort out the Landlord. Benny became concerned
about the other ‘Black-a…’ - the other Countess’s servant was alone
and told Abdul to watch his back as they weren't the nicest of
People to be around. Abdul turned to Benny and smiled thanking him.
He then motioned to 'Pete' and said "Come here!" Which to Benny's
amazement he did, Immediately.

 

Benny was terrified of him, but looked him in the eye. Abdul
went on “My good friend here. 'Benny!' says you run a form of Road
'Protection?' …Well that's Good … It shows ingenuity, now here
what I want you to do!… ” and walked off with his Arm round Pete’s
broad shoulders. Abdul guided him back to the Tavern Door. All
Benny heard from that point from Pete was saying “Yes Sir, yes sir!
…Yes! I can do that!”

 

Abdul passed the Landlord coming out with some papers in his
hand and turning saw the Landlord give them to Mohammed.

         

          …Mohammed
was sitting in the cartridge and the Landlord stood quietly by it.
Mohammed reading the papers said from within "Now! How much for
'the Boys' Bond and his Indenture Papers?…"

 

The Landlord said again "He's yours Sir!… ”.

"No he Isn't!… ” Exploded Mohammed “… Not Until you give me a
Receipt, and has to have a value on it. Do you Take me for a FOOL!
Landlord." The Landlord almost fainted with fear and said "NO Sir!
That's not what I meant at all, I meant: I Meant Oh! I'm sorry, for
what I meant - I'm so Sorry!" : "Sir!… ” he added “I‘m sorry for
what I meant!…”

 

Mohammed smiled quietly to himself and said again "How
Much?".

 

“Well!…” croaked the Landlord" … I paid ten Guinea's for
him four years ago!.. And …” but he was cut of by Mohammed who said
“Thirty pounds then? Is it a Deal?.."

 

"Err! Yes!… ” stammered the Landlord “… I'll get you a Receipt!"
and ran off again leaving Mohammed with the Boys Indenture papers
that he was still reading. In the meantime Abdul was putting on the
Huge Coat and climbed onto 'the Rumble'. It was now his turn to
ride it.

 

Mohammed looked to 'Pete' and called him over. "You're an
upstanding Member of the Community! … Aren't you?"

 

"Err!…” he said looking around then said “…Yes! Sir I Am!".

 

"Good!" Mohammed said looking out "I'll need you to 'counter
sign' the Receipt the Landlord is about the bring out! …And I'll
also expect to have a witness, to your Mark!". 'Pete' looked
nervous. Abdul's on 'the Rumble' stared down at 'Pete' and
nodded.

 

'Pete' looked up and nodded sheepishly back.

 

The Landlord came out panting, in his Hand he had a Note.
Mohammed took it and reading it said “… 'Pete' you will counter
sign this, when I give the Money to the Landlord, and remember its
your Name on this official Document. If at any time you renege on
its authenticity just 'Remember' their are Witness here who would
like to see you go down for Perjury!".

 

'Pete' looked round and knew it was true as he spied his
companions.

 

Mohammed continued “… You have a position to uphold in this
Society and any 'dispute' as to the legality of this Document at a
later date will damage You. Do you understand what you are doing,
in counter signing this receipt."

 

'Pete' looked down and mumbled "yes". "Sorry 'Pete'… ” said
Mohammed “… But I must have you affirm your intention to 'counter
sigh!' speak louder! Do you Understand?…"

 

"YES!… ” shouted 'Pete' who wished he hadn't said it so loud.
Mohammed nodded and from inside the Coach handed the Landlord
thirty large Gold coins “… But this is to Much!" he said and was
amazed he'd said it.

 

"It’s what I'm paying, and I value that Money in your Hand at
thirty Pounds! … Do we Agree?".

 

"Yes!… ” stammered the Landlord. “… 'Pete'… " said Mohammed
"You've seen the Money handed over … Counter sign the Receipt
NOW!… ”. 'Pete' stepped forward and put down his Mark, he was
watched by his Brother 'Sam'.

 

Mohammed took the Indenture and the Receipt then tore the
Receipt in half giving one back part of it to the Landlord. He put
‘the Indenture Papers’ back inside the Coach.

 

          …
Then looking down at 'the Boy' who seemed to be forgotten in all
this. He said “… Your Choice Now! …You can go Home to your Family
if you wish …Or you can learn a the Horse trade with this
Cabby! … He's a good Man."

 

The Boy looked at the Coach then at the Horses and grinning said
"My Mum sold me cos' she couldn't feed me, and If this Gent will
learn' me then I'll go with him!". Benny looked at Mohammed's head
sticking out of the Coach and nodded and then made a place on his
Dickey Box and the Boy, leaving the Pub trade, climbed up and
putting on a canvas waited for his first Lesson. Benny smiled and
turning to Abdul he said "Are we ready then Master!". Abdul noted
that he said that with some respect in his voice and nodded.

 

Abdul from the Rumble looked down and said to everyone in the
Yard “… Foreigners are not fair game! Remember this next time you
consider Robbing someone else who has Dark Skin. It might be my
Brother, or Sister!  Lead on Benny!"

 

          …The
Coach pulled out of the yard of 'the Wild Dog' and rumbled into the
wet and windy night…

 

part two.

 

Annie continued the VD2 'Link' and inside the Coach was the
scene of John Matthews Home.

 

++++++++

 

It was a Plain house and the Detectives where in the Parlour.
Its fire Place and chairs were decked out with Lace. His wife a
plain Woman wore a Pattered Dress and a Starched Pinafore. She had
made Tea and some Cakes where on a Plate. The Officers said they
didn't have time for the Tea and refused the Cakes, as they had
just eaten. Satisfied she blustered in her Sowing Box then produced
a piece of paper which she gave the Officers.

 

The Address Read. ‘16 Park Terrace’.

 

[ the scene changed again ]

          And we're
back in the Jewellers shop again. The Detectives at the Counter
showed the photograph to Mr John Death who readily identified the
photo as the man who had given him Briggs's Gold Watch Chain. The
plains cloths Detective on the left made a note in his note book
and thanked the Jeweller for his time.

 

As one of the Detective walked out side he said to his companion
‘That something wasn't right, but at least we'll keep the
News-papers off our Backs. Now we've linked Franz Mullar to both
the property stolen from the Murdered Man, and the Beaver Hat found
on the Train and that was enough!’

 

His companion nodded as he put his notebook away.

          …With
that they both turned and looked in distain at the Jewellers Shop.
Shrugging one Policeman turned and walked down the Street. Followed
by the other, a second later….

 

++++++++

 

The scene became the inside of the Carriage again. Annie
reported that on the 19th July. The Chief Magistrate at Bow Street
issued a warrant for Franz Mullar's Arrest.

 

"And Now!…" she said "…It gets Weird!”

 

We know that Mullar was a ‘tailor’ by profession and had come to
London to seek his fortune, he failed and had decided to go to the
New World.

 

Abdul from the Rumble sported **the Engagement was off
then?***

** Incredible isn't it** sported Annie back and continuing she
sported the story **

 

On the 15th July Mullar had sailed for New York on
the sailing ship 'Victoria'. Got That! A Man on the Run caught a
Sailing Ship.

 

Remember John Matthews walked into that Police station on the
18th. The Police got their Warrant on the
19th . Franz Mullar was already out of the Country on
the 15th . It was suspected at the time that John
Matthews knew it, and didn't go to the Police, until after that
moment.

 

          …
But it all almost went wrong for John Mathews.

 

Scotland Yard sent out a report to all points for Franz Mullar.
Remember at that time they didn't have Phones only a rudimentary
Telegraph System and incredibly they got lucky with a 'tip off' and
found out about Mullar leaving the country. With the Papers Baying
for Blood the Yard couldn't let it Rest. And on the 20th
July Both Inspector Tanner and a Sergeant George Clarke that went
to Liverpool to catch a Steamer called the "City of Manchester". It
arrived on the 5th of August a full three weeks before the Sailing
Ship 'Victoria' berthed.

 

They Arrested Franz Mullar on his arrival and a search of his
luggage revealed both the missing Gold Watch and the Top Hat
formerly belonging to Thomas Briggs.

 

On the 26th of August extradition proceedings were
begun, but were not as straight forward as they could have been.
The United States was in a Civil War at the time and there was a
certain amount of anti-British sentiment around due to. The Alabama
claims?

 

Annie said ‘It should not have been given to the Americans, and
is irrelevant.’

 

Anyhow on the 3rd of September the extradition was
granted and all three returned to Britain. On the 17th
of September. On their arrival at Euston they where meet by a large
and angry crowd. But it was restrained by the Transport Police. The
papers had been given the tip off and whipped up Public Hysteria.
Basically the Prosecution Case was based on the chain of evidence
Outlined.

 

          …
Silence filled the Carriage as it rumbled through London's dimly
light Lanes and Rough cobbled Streets…

 

What was the defence case? Asked Mohammed. Annie spoke from
memory and said the defence produced a number of witnesses to
support their client's innocence.

 

There was one Witness who claimed he had seen Briggs in the
compartment on the Train that night he was thrown out of the Train,
and he was with Two other Men. He said that neither of them was
Franz Mullar.

 

They also had an Alibi Witness in the form of a prostitute who
claimed that Mullar had been with her at the time of the
Murder.

 

          In answer
to the charge that he had been found in possession of Thomas
Briggs's Watch, Mullar explained that he had purchased the watch
from a 'man at the docks'.

 

On the 29th of October the jury where unimpressed by
his Alibi and dismissed the word of a whore! [ Their actual Words ]
The man of the Station must have been mistaken. The man at the
Docks Story seemed to  Bizarre to be True. They didn't like
the Hat theory and according to the 'Prosecution Case' Franz Mullar
had the cut down the crown of the hat by several inches in order to
disguise its appearance? …Even the Jury had a Problem with that,
but dismissed it as evidence!

 

 … The Jury took just fifteen minutes to deliberate and
found Mullar guilty of Murder. If they’d found otherwise there
would have been rioting in the Streets. Such was the hysteria
surrounding the case.

 

Annie said “…And now the Conclusion!… ”

 

‘What the Newspapers got out of it.’

          The case
generated considerable public concern at the time. It was the first
time a Murder had been committed on a Train in Britain by a German
and the Papers milked it for all it was worth. They made a lot of
Money out of it, and in doing so whipped up Public opinion into
Hysteria!

 

Hysteria means better Sales: **No change there Then!** sported
Abdul from the Rumble Strip. Annie smiled then continued.

 

‘Policing and the Authorities.’

          The case
was based solely on circumstantial evidence, and there was a
suspicion that Jonathan Matthews and John Death may have been
involved in the case and or Robbery. John Death and John Matthews
still attempted to claim the reward between them.

 

‘Politically and the Politicians.’

          The
suspicion at the time was that Franz Mullar was only a Johnny
Foreigner anyhow! …And his death didn’t matter …And this would send
a message to all out Foreigner Nations that England wouldn't
tolerate such treatment to her citizens on British soil.

 

‘The Judiciary.’

         
Demonstrated that by this act of kindness on behalf of 'the/our'
Judicial System. Namely this metering out the quick justice and
sentencing him to death, would be seen as an act of kindness. It in
turn would also send out a strong message to the masses, that the
Law of the Land would be upheld.

 

‘The Appeal.’

          Franz
Mullar's appeal for clemency by his defence, or any attempt to
quash the judgement by appeal, or even the Prussian appeal never
stood a chance! The System was stacked up against him.

 

He was going to take the Fall.

 

information overload.

 

Abdul switched off and stared into the Dark they where passing
through Streets now and not Lanes. He felt Abdul and Annie
pondering the case … And he considered the timing of the Hanging
…Eight o'clock! …And that Photograph?

 

They had found 'the Activation Event', but what to do! Save a
convicted Murderer or was it something or someone in the crowd they
had to stop? How many people attend these things anyway he thought?
It can't be a lot!

 

The Coach moved on nosily into the Night.

 

arrival.

 

Just after eleven thirty they arrived at the Inn called the
'Hand and Shears' and its huge ‘Sign’ loomed out of the dark. The
carriage went through the Arch and Abdul jumped of 'the Rumble'. He
ached and reflected 'That standing bar was well named!'. Discarding
the Coat over the back of the Coach he made his way to the main
Door of the Tavern.

 

The sign above the Door read 'The last ale house before the
Newgate Executions' Abdul looked up at it, in revulsion.

 

          …On
opening the Main Door the Stench, Smoke and Noise hit him like a
Hammer, but he strode on into the Bar ignoring everything around
him…

 

In the middle of the Bar was a Big, Big Man. Abdul went straight
up to him, and told the Landlord he wanted a room for his Mistress
the Countess of Duesville. "Well it's like this… ” began the
Landlord. Abdul was at his throat in a flash and raised the Man off
the floor with one hand with nothing more then the grip he had on
his leather Jerkin.

 

          The
Landlords customers at the back of the Room by the great fire
became very quite and very still, they’d never seen a
'Black-a-moor' act this way before, nor anyone, Ever! Pick up
ol'John like that and it promised to be an entertaining encounter.
Especially as ol’John friends were poised to intervene.

 

Abdul then lowered him slowly and his hand then slipped to the
Landlords neck scarf twisting it tighter. Then he pulled him into
his face and his other hand pointed to several people who had
surrounded the pair. “For your own safety! I urge you to call off
your Dogs!“. Ol’John glanced round and motioned for them to ‘leave
it’.

 

          When the
Men stepped back Abdul's’ hand dropped into his inner pocket and he
took out four gold Coins, placing them on the table he said with a
very easy tone "…I don't want to hear 'Well it's like this’. I want
a room! … Are we clear?" He re-tightened the grip a little
more and stared into the eyes of a sweating fat face, belonging to
one very frightened Landlord. After a second Abdul stepped back
released the Landlord neck scarf and said "Which room is it
then?.."

 

Mohammed who had been delayed talking to Benny's new apprentice,
took that moment to walk into the Main Bar, along with Annie who
was by now veiled again.

 

The Landlord glanced at the other ‘Black-a-moor’ with his fine
cloths and massive sword and realised he was out numbered.
Stammering he said “Err!… Yes!" looking to the Countess again
"…You'll have the Best Room in the House.". 'Mine' he thought as he
scrapped up the coins from the table. After all it was a lot of
money.

 

"BOY!!!!… ” he bellowed. A small waif of a child came out from
the Kitchens followed by a Huge Woman. 'His wife!' thought
Abdul.

 

The landlord continued "This fine Lady will be occupying the
Room to back of the House prepare it NOW!!" and with that he took a
swing at the lad. It never connected. Annie was on his hand and had
him bent over the table in one fell swoop and said in a cat like
voice. "You won't need to be instructing him so forcefully on my
behalf …Landlord! …Simple instructions concise will Do!.."

 

His Wife came to step forward, but stopped dead in her tracks
when Mohammed turned slightly towards her. The massive Blade at his
side swung loosely. Annie in the mean time released the Landlord
and stepped back from the fat sweating Man.

 

The Landlord stood up and gripping his hand looked at it. "Boy!"
he said with a more gentle tone, but the lad was no where to be
seen. He was already in the back bed room and had stripped the Bed.
He was currently making it up and could be seen working on the room
through the Taverns Bar.

 

"Intelligent and bright staff you employ, Landlord!" said Abdul
peering round the corner. That bought a laugh! … Then the
customers knowing that the entertainment was over went about with
their business and noise and smoke once again filled the room.

 

The Coachman Benny observed the goings on from the Kitchen and
decided not to reacquaint himself with good ol'John! He grabbed
some food from the Kitchen Side whilst no one was watching. He
didn't think he'd be welcome here for a while after seeing that
Performance.

 

Wandering back outside he climbed up, sat down hard on his Box
and smiled at the Boy. Who was hiding 'his Receipt' and 'Indentures
Papers' under the old Tarpaulin Coat. He knew their value and would
keep them secret. Benny thought Mohammed had them, and that suited
'the Boy' fine who was looking forward to his life as a Stable
Hand.

 

Benny grunted as turned his Coach round in the Yard and trundled
off into the night. Visiting the 'Crossroads Inn' for the Night and
Resting his Horses seemed a good idea and it was only One Mile
away.

 

'And… ' he mused grinning '… The Landlady Miss Diane liked
Him!'

 

the perfect storm.

 

Mohammed sported **We need information**

Annie responded **Agreed**

 

Mohammed turned to the Landlord who was still in front of him
and said "Before my Lady retires for the night. We need some
refreshment and to partake of your finest fare. My Lady also
desires to eat out here with the common Folk!.."

 

He threw two more coins onto the table. The Landlord had them
off the bench before Mohammed could blink. Mohammed nodded at him,
turned and took Annie to a table sat her down and to the surprise
of those around, left her unattended and left by the front
door.

 

Abdul went to the bar and ordered three bottles of what passed
for lemonade from the serving Girl. Pointing to the table where
Annie was he instructed her to take them there. He then also turned
and walked out of the room via the front door. Outside it was still
raining and he meet up with Mohammed who was leaning on the wall
under an overhang. “I Hope she knows what's she's doing?” he said
“There are a lot of people in there!.."

 

Mohammed looked side ways at him "You know" he began "That she
could kill every one in there in the blink of an Eye!…"

 

          “That's
what worries me!…" said Abdul who’s smile wasn’t convincing. With
that he joined with Mohammed's mind, and the pair of them looked in
on Annie's thoughts.

 

Annie sat quietly on the table alone and went glassy eyed. She
was preparing her mind and was about to interrogate very one in
this building, but they just didn't know it. Abdul and Mohammed
outside were going to cross reference every scrap of information
she obtained and they needed to be as far away from here when the
massive ‘Mind Storm’ began or else they become part of it. ‘The
Mind Storm’ Annie cast was larger than anything they’d previously
attempted.

 

Very slightly at first the air in the Tavern began to still and
a strange quiet began to descend. In total clam the people in the
main Bar began to look round in wonderment. The first person to
feel it fully was the Barmaid carrying over the bottles to Annie's
table. She stopped still and couldn’t move. Its seemed like she was
rooted to the spot, looking forward in horror she heard her mind
talking to itself…

 

          …It said
++‘My name is Maria Hopkins’++. Then all around the Barmaid the air
then became a slight swirl with Annie at its center until it seemed
a small whirlwind was forming inside the bar. All the people by now
had stopped moving and looked forward with the same blank horrified
gaze on their faces.

 

          …All
except one and he was moving slowly across the Bar, towards Annie's
back…

 

team one.

 

It was now eleven forty five according to Tra and they'd made
very good progress. They'd plodded slowly on through the now
widening and more prosperous, but wet Streets. Then out of nowhere
Murray was stopped from a concealed doorway by two very bored and
damp Policeman they weren't happy to have such a large and unruly
person on their patch. Tra came up behind and enquired what was the
problem?

 

The policeman wanted to know their destination and what was in
the Bags?

 

Tra quickly told them their names and opened the bags containing
the Apples. He informed them they were going to Newgate Prison to
sell their wares. Tra offered them some and after receiving two
free samples the Policemen where more amicable and walked with
them. They started telling them about hanging at Newgate and how
much money could be made with a crowd that size, thirty thousand at
least.

 

Tra was shocked that so many could be on the Street at once and
thought how did the authorities control it? Then the story of the
German Franz Mullar came out. He was to be executed at ‘eight’ in
the morning for the Murder of old Tom Briggs. 'Killed on a Train'
said one Policeman.

 

‘Shame!…’ said the other ‘…Thrown out of a moving train and him
being an old man of Seventy. This Mullar deserved to go to Hell
…And probably would!’ with that they both laughed.

 

As they walked they concluded their story and said they would be
finishing their shift at ‘One’ and would be getting a good night's
sleep because they also wanted to see the spectacle in the morning.
One of the Policeman kept looking at Tra saying he reminded him of
someone. Tra said he got that a lot!

 

Just then a voice from a Doorway up ahead in an Outhouse
startled them all and said ‘it wasn't often that people of such
fine attire walked their very humble Streets’. Then a small Man
stepped into view, but there where others in the doorway behind
him. One of the Policeman stepped forward holding up his lantern in
front of him in front of him and demanded the persons behind him
show them selves into the light.

 

          …Four
huge Men stepped out behind the first small Man. 'Footpads' said
one of the Officers drawing his truncheon. The other placed his
whistle to his mouth, but before he could blow it, a side swipe
from one of the big Men knocked him of his feet.

 

"No need for that!…" said the small Man to the Police Constable
sprawled out on the ground "…We just want these two and we'll be on
our way! You see we've been waiting for them …We heard the call a
short while ago …And we've been collecting all the strangers we
find in this area … And we have a job to get them all together
like! … So's they can't worry, or bother Anyone Else!…"

 

Tra was confused by this information … What call? …
What Strangers? …This was Neighbourhood Policing gone Mad! Then he
noticed that tree of the big Men had positioned them selves in
front of Murray and the other Policeman.

 

“It's too late for any of that." said the Policeman who was
standing and still had his truncheon drawn "You have assaulted an
Officer of the Crown, you are now ‘ALL’ under Arrest!…"

 

The small Man seared and said slowly and with some restraint
"You! - are - only - food - anyway - and - I - am - a - Third -
Prime - to - the - Overload - 'And' I out rank you! - I am your
Superior!…" he finished raising his voice.

 

The Policeman on the ground getting up said he'd never heard of
the Overload and instructed them to stand down. The small Man with
lightning speed struck the Truncheon from the Standing Policeman
hand and with the back swing knocked the other Officer back down to
the floor again.

 

          …At which
point Tra stepped in and struck the small Man lightly in the chest,
but it still knocked him into the remaining big Man behind him, and
they both went horizontally into the shadows they'd just emerged
from. Tra cursed and reconsidered the force he’d used. It didn’t
seem excessive, but the result was lying on the ground not twelve
feet from him.

 

“You don’t!…” he said pointing at the small Man in the doorway
"…Strike an Officer of the Law without consequences." he was
growling with pent up frustration. Tra was after all still after
all a policeman himself at heart and found it distasteful that
anyone should consider a Policeman a target for such extreme
violence.

 

Murray in the mean time stepped up to one of the big Men who had
stopped in front of them and simply pushed him into to the other
two, but he’d used such a force they went through the brick wall of
the Outhouse and collapsed into a pile in the yard behind it.
Murray saw they were out cold and casually looked down at his hand,
then to Tra; and back to his hand. "What the f… " was all he could
say as he survived the destruction he’d just wrought.

 

The small Man was covered in dust then stumbled to his feet and
looking back stumbled off into the night. The one he'd crashed into
was no where to be found.

 

          Tra
helped the first Policeman to his feet whilst Murray assisted the
other. The big Men in the Yard where stirring and with incredible
speed they also melted back into the night. The Officers where none
to pleased about the affair. No one attacked a Metropolitan Police
Officer. They were madmen they said and would be hunted down.

 

They then bid goodbye to Tra and Murray … And thanked them
for their assistance and informed them they were about a quarter of
a mile from the Prison. With that they set about seeking
reinforcements and try to find the assailants.

 

As Tra and Murray walked down the Street they heard running
footsteps fade into the night with the sounds of a police whistle,
joined by other blown whistles being sounded in response. One
whistle went of to the left and the other went of to the right.

 

Tra stopped and looked at Murray saying “Just what was that
business about an Overload?". Murray just shrugged and said "I
don't know, but when I hit that big Man! It felt like I hit a
hollow crust and not a Mans chest! That Man didn't feel real right
when I hit him!…"

 

"… And what a hit!" said Tra looking at Murray Arms "Anyhow we
now know ‘the Activation Event’ is at eight o'clock and it's this
Franz Mullar's Death."

 

"Or Someone, or Thing that happens in the Crowd at that same
Point in time." said Murray. "…I do hope not." Responded Tra who
was thinking about checking a crowd of thirty thousand people, for
a Relic.

 

They entered Newgate Street at about twelve o'clock and there
must have been over one thousand people milling around getting
drunk and being rowdy. Tra noted that the Saint Sepulchre's Church
steps of were already full to capacity with sleeping and drunken
people. The street and pavement were hard to negotiate then a sound
assailed them. It was a screaming and they heard it in their minds,
and it was coming towards them.

 

A big Man had Annie over his shoulder and was moving through the
crowds as if they weren't there. They were parting around him as he
ran with his burden. In the distance they heard Abdul and Mohammed
shouting for Annie to answer. The 'big Man' with Annie over his
shoulder ran up to Murray who looked shocked that he hadn't moved
out of his way! Murray just pushed the flat of his hand into 'the
Big Mans' chest.

 

…The Man, Annie and half the crowd collapsed outward in a wave!
'Whoops!' thought Murray considered what he'd hit … It felt
like another hollow tunnel and Murray concluded he was another one
of the Overlord's Men.

 

Tra bent down and picked up Annie from the crowd. She was still
screaming in her mind and he slapped her gently across the face.
Annie blinked awake and said "Where am I?"

 

The 'big Man' in the mean time got up off the Ground and raged
at Murray. Murray just raged right back, but louder. 'The big Man'
stopped in surprise. Then considered his options, he looked at Tra,
and then at Annie, and glanced across the crowd to Abdul and
Mohammed running up the Street. "Dam, You!…" he said and turning
tail ran off into the crowd which obediently parted as he made his
way through it. Then running round the corner he vanished from
view.

 

"What the fuck was that about?" said Tra to Annie. Murray in the
mean time was waving to Abdul and Mohammed over the heads of the
crowd. Their approach wasn't as graceful as the ‘big Mans', but
they got to them in a surprisingly quick time. All be it, with a
lot of shouting and swearing in their wake.

 

Abdul held Annie round her waist and took hold of her hand "… He
just took me, us out!…" she said. She was still shaking with fear.
A huge Welt had formed on the back of her head where 'the big Man'
had struck her. Annie reached round the back of her head with her
hand and winced in pain. Mohammed reaching up and feeling over head
said "Fractured skull for sure. Let's see just how good these
‘nits’ are then shall we?.."

 

Both teams made their way back to the Tavern. It was a good way
from Newgate Prison. 'The big Man' had carried Annie a considerable
distance in a very short time. Abdul and Mohammed had come round
fairly quickly and had given chase, but that great distance
bothered Tra. ‘Just what sort of super Men are we dealing with
here?’ He thought.

 

In the Tavern Annie sat back on the chair by the table in the
Tavern. She was still shaking and they all sat round her. Murray
ordered some food and drinks from the serving Girl. They were all
starving again.

 

Annie put her hand to the back of her head and felt nothing! She
looked to Mohammed saying "There's nothing there anymore?" Mohammed
felt the back of her head again. The Welt and Bump he’d felt
earlier were gone. All around them the Landlord and Customers were
agog at what just happened. To their minds a big Man just came in,
grabbed the Countess and ran off with her followed by her
Black-a-moor's.

 

None of them remembered the Mind Storm that Annie had created
and put them all through. None of them remember that 'the big Man'
had crept up behind Annie whilst she was working on the Brain Storm
and clobbered her on the head. That shock had broken the link with
Mohammed and Abdul and they had collapsed with the stress. It took
a few seconds for them to get to back on their feet and pursue 'the
big Man'.

 

They would have caught him eventually they could track Annie
anywhere and the fact that she was 'mind screaming' had helped a
lot …And all the while the data was being processed as a background
task in Mohammed’s head.

 

A second later Mohammed said "…The information we require has
been obtained". "What information?" said Murray, who was enjoying a
huge meat pie and a tankard of what passed for Ale. Abdul in that
second got the information and grinned "We have ‘the Relic’
information!" He then linked back to Annie who just looked at him
and then to Mohammed. She blinked and her eyes glazed over, she
then blinked again and was back "Yes!" she said "We have it!" and
she beamed as she also digested the data.

 

ok - right, no left.

 

“Lets move tables!…” said Annie “…There’s a draft here!” and
with that they got up and moved to an occupied table at the back.
“We want this table!” said Mohammed and dropped a Golden Coin on
the Table. It was vacated within a second and they all sat down
discussing the Event and the History.

 

"…OK then" said Tra "Let's just see if I've got this right!". He
paused and went on "This Jonathan Matthews and the Jeweller John
Death where the two men in the Train compartment with Mr Briggs.
They bungled the robbery and this Briggs fell out of the Train. In
their panic to escape they left the Beaver Hat the type Matthews
wore as a cabman. In fact it was a common type of hat for the
working class. Right?"

 

Annie nodded.

 

"And…" he continued "…They concocted the story of implicating
Mullar to take the heat of them. The police calling into John
Deaths shop [only routine] worried the pair. As they thought they
[the Police] where getting to close to them with their
enquiries.

 

So this John Death produced the gold chain for the police …And
Mr Jonathan Matthews implicated Mullar with that ridiculous Hat.
Jonathan Matthews had thrown out Mullar one night, and broken off
his daughter's engagement ..And he gave the Police a picture of
Mullar.

 

[his daughter's old fiancé] … And His wife gave them the
address where he lived, but Jonathan Matthews wasn't bothered
because he knew full well that Mullar had left the country on the
15th on a Sailing Ship to America.

 

… And as an insurance policy the 'man at the docks' Mullar got
the Gold Watch from on the night of the 15th . When
Mullar left England. Was none other than Mr John Death, in
workman's cloths. In one fell swoop they got rid of the evidence
for once and all, and put it in the right pocket should it ever
rear its ugly head again.

 

…But neither suspected that the London Police would go to such
lengths to get Mullar back. But they did…" said Tra at length "…
And, that Jonathan Matthews was in this very Tavern tonight because
he's going to watch Mullar hang Tomorrow!" Annie just nodded
again.

 

With that Murray reached over the partition, got a grip on
Jonathan Matthews and he dragged him over it in one clean sweep. He
sailed across the partition and Murray dumped him on the floor
pining him there with his feet.

 

          …Matthews
just lay there shaking with fear. He had heard every word Tra had
said and was now facing the person he heard talking. He's face was
white with fear and his terror was plainly seen. With that he began
to have trouble breathing, and couldn't speak.

 

The landlord had come over to see what the commotion was and Tra
said to his "…He owes us Money and welched on a Bet. He won't pay
up!". It seemed to be enough of a reason that everyone went back to
what they were doing.

 

"Well?" said Annie looking down at the wretch under Murray’s
foot.

 

"All… all… all, we meant to do!" Matthews stammered "Was rob
Briggs, we thought he had the Banks takings in that Bag, but the
old boy put up such a fight that we had to knock him down a few
times - I thought that was that - When we was going through his
bag, the old fool got up, leaned out of the train door and started
shouting for help. When I tried to grab him back he opened the
outside door and fell out of the train". He never took his eyes of
Tra the entire time he spoke.

 

"OK!…" said Tra who was confused by Matthews. He could see the
Man was plainly terrified of him, but didn’t know why? Tra then
dragged his eyes of  him and looked directly at Annie saying
"So we've solved a murder that this lot couldn't see in a million
year's. Do we now tell the authorities about their blunder. They
won't believe us and I get a feeling they just want to hang a
god-dammed-Johnny-Foreigner anyway!.."

 

Annie shock her head saying "No, as far as the authorities are
concerned we can ignore them. They want to hang some one, so we say
let em'. We have a better plan, but there's one more piece of
information we need." And cast a glance at ‘Murray’ Annie was by
now was by looking intently at Murray as he was taking a huge bite
out of a Pie in his hand and from the corner of his eye he looked
enquiringly at her.

 

Annie smiling said "We need a personal probe Murray. We can't
take the information directly from Tra as it would be tainted. It
must come from you!" Annie continued more slowly "… Everyone
remembers everything they ever did, but simply can't remember how
to find it. We have cross checked Tra's history with our own
experiences, and its incomplete. We would like to walk in your Mind
to find out what you know and remember about Tra, and his
history!"

 

Murray smiled and nodded saying "OK, but you're in for a shock!"
then took another bit out of his Pie, but he never finished it.
With the Pie mid way to his Mouth the World jumped forward three
seconds and everyone in the room went from one position to another
without moving there. Murray stared round himself in wonder saying
"How the fuck did you do that?" Then looking round he saw Annie and
Abdul where white with stress and Mohammed sat upright and unmoving
Murray noticed his eyes where Opaque.

 

Annie looked slowly at Murray and then to Tra saying "You had
stalker! Our 'Murray' here knows more about you than your mother
'Mrs Sarah Miller'… "

 

Murray just smiled slyly saying "I made it my business to know
all about people I considered dangerous! You should see what I know
about Deputy Mark Foster and the Sheriff Matt Branson … Do you
know?" said Murray absent-mindly "… That the Sheriff has no past
prior to arriving in Duesville in 1982 when he and his friend Sam
where enrolled as Deputies?"

 

Abdul coming out of the trance said "… NO we didn't, and ‘Yes’
very interesting 'Murray' … But no more please! What we just
extracted from your mind stalled us. We wasn't expecting it and
we're over loaded with the data!.." Abdul then looked over to
Mohammed and grinned saying "I bet he regretted getting the short
straw!.."

 

          …
With that Mohammed's eyes cleared and he looked round saying 
"Phew!" Then looking directly at Murray said "That was a lot of
information, known and un-known you amassed on Tra! - Why?"

 

Murray scratched his head saying "If I was ever in a situation
with these people at least I could disarm them with 'the knowledge'
I had of them. I knew of their strengths there weakness, their
likes and dislikes! It was just a defence mechanism I employed and
developed over the years, and it worked."

 

Murray looked to Tra and said  "… It kept me in good stead
with Jim and Mark. One day they pulled Teddy my friend over for a
driving offence and it appeared that the Car Teddy was driving was
reported as stolen. Teddy‘s Dad had bought it in good faith, but
that didn‘t stop Jim from booking me and Teddy with a moving
violation and driving a Stolen car, which as you know is a federal
offence. Teddy’s father pulled him out of the situation with the
aid of the Governor and I was left looking at the crime by
association in a criminal act, but I talked my way out of it.

 

It did leave me with a car-ban from my Dad because he hit the
roof when I finally got home, but Mark or Jim never told him. He
found about it from the Clark Mrs Jones."

 

Tra looked at Murray in disbelief saying "… They let you off?
…From a serious charge like that? … And you being Judge Whites
Son?" Murray nodded and finally took a bit out of that pie. Tra
thought to himself 'The carnage they could have wrought on Judge
White and his career didn't bear thinking about. And Murray talked
his way out of it?' Tra looked in wonder at the Big Lad and thought
'Sneaky little bugger! Well, it wouldn't have worked with me.'

 

"Right!…" said Annie "…We're ready!… " she looked over to Abdul
who nodded as did Mohammed and continued "There's one other thing
you should know!" she smiled down at Matthews as she handed Tra one
of the later editions of the a newspapers they'd bought on route.
He accepted it and opened it. There on the second page was a
current picture of Franz Mullar.

 

Tra gasped. It was a picture him. He looked exactly like Franz
Mullar.

 

Annie spoke quietly to Tra saying "We've finally got all the
information we needed and I've run a [PROJECTION] Franz Mullar is
your Grandfather!". Tra just sat quietly saying nothing as the
conversation flowed round him.

 

Murray started another Meat Pie then looked at Matthews under
his feet, then to Tra, then to Annie and said "This is fascinating
but, do we have any news of the Relic?"

 

"Yes!" said Annie "We know what it is. What it does. And if it's
used tomorrow it will cause Mayhem. Our plan is to get into the
prison by eight o'clock in the morning and neutralise it from its
owner, but it can't be done any earlier because we don't know where
it, or he currently is… "

 

"Oh! is that all." said Murray finishing his third Pie and
taking a swig from his tankard, readjusting his boot on Matthews's
chest as he did.

 

Mathews was still on the floor looking up in terror at Tra.
Murray looked down as he felt him squirm and noticed Matthews gaze
shift from one to another of the assembled people sitting round
him. "You're all Demons!" he muttered, but no one took any notice.
Murray smiled at the wretch and looking up said "…Well for a start!
…Suppose you tell me what it is? …And how you found out about
it? … And I'll tell you how to get into that Prison!… "

 

Annie looked at Murray in surprise then told her story.

 

the relic.

 

"In this Tavern staying over night is the cleaner of the Parish
of St. John. She saw the Pastor Rev James Sharp find a Silver Cross
with a red Ruby in the Centre. It was on the floor in the Church
one day about two months ago.

 

The same parish has a Gardener who is also here in the Tavern,
and the Gardeners Son is with him. They are on an outing to see the
Hanging and a group of them have travelled down with Rev Sharp.

 

The Gardener observed about three weeks ago the Reverend was
running around the Garden shouting at the birds to get off his
runner Beans. He had that Cross in his hand and was walking to the
Parsonage with it at the time when he spotted the birds, all crows!
The Gardener remembers a beam of red light came out of it, and
flowed over the Reverend'.

 

          …
The glow stretched upwards to where the Reverend was looking and
the birds above him all vanished in a Red Haze. He's said nothing
to no one about this. Nor will he ever, he was traumatised by the
incident.

 

The Gardeners Son who's ten. On the very same day observed the
Reverend with ‘Retired Reverends Dog’. It's was old and grumpy
thing, a real nasty piece of work, long in the tooth and the Boy
hated it.

 

          …
The Boy watched from the Kitchen over the Hall to the Front Room
and saw the Rev raise the same cross in front of the Dog and said
"In Gods Name! … Be Gone!… " he saw a light come out of the
Cross and a Red Haze surround the Dog.

 

The Dog slowly vanished and it was never seen again.

 

The Boy like his father was distressed by what he saw and has
forced it from his mind. The work of God is not for little Boys to
witness or comment on … And it terrified him.

 

If the Reverend was here. I'd have a full picture, but he isn't.
So this is a Projection from the information. I've gathered from
all people that came down with him.

 

One week ago the Reverend suggested to his parishioners that
they run an excursion to the public hanging in Newgate and that the
parish should pay for those that wanted to attend. The reason he
suggested was to cleanse there moral souls and observe Gods grace
in his justice. Several volunteered to attend with him.

 

He had also put his name down to attend 'the Prisoners Last
Rights'.

 

Now according to the Gardener, the Cleaner, the Washer Woman and
the Labourer 'Fred'. Who are all staying here. This was [and is]
out of character for the Reverend.

 

In his Sunday Sermons for the last Month he's been saying that
the Hangman's noose is a barbaric tool of Justice, it's a terrible
slow way to be put to Death. According to some he's really been
getting worked up about it.

 

[ Projection ] he's going to use the cross on Franz Mullar in
the Morning and ‘Proclaim’ the new coming of ‘God’ … And in
‘his’ divine wisdom, ‘God’ has given the sinner ‘Man’ the ability
to be merciful in the execution of convicted Prisoners.

 

What the crowd will see is a huge glow, interpreted as the fires
of hell, or the cleansing power of heaven surrounding Franz Mullar
and they'll watch him fade from view. Reinforcing the ‘belief‘,
that this is indeed ‘God's’ work on Earth. Because the Reverend
Sharp will preach it from the ‘gallows’.

 

…Think about it. No more ‘Hanging’. Just the Mercy of God…”
Annie paused the continued in a deeper vein “…And from that point
on, the zealots will rule the day!…" Annie stopped as Murray
interrupted and looking  perplexed he said "… But that's a
good thing the Reverend is proposing. The hangman’s noose’ is a bad
way to die. Even my Dad would agree, and it would help the
convicted to die with dignity, and without pain…"

 

"True!" said Annie smiling "… But it gets out of hand real
quick! Remember this is my [ PROJECTION! ]…" she paused then
looking round continued "…The gem that powers the reverends’ cross
is duplicated. We’ve already established it's an ‘Ossolated
Crystal’ and can be grown by almost anyone with the right
nutrient…”

 

Mohammed held up his hand and said “…Milk will do it!”. Everyone
round the table in the Tavern just looked at Mohammed’s hand still
in the air. Looking at it him self he slowly lowered it and took a
sip of his lemonade.

 

Annie glanced sideways at him drinking from his straw and
shaking her head continued “…The ‘Ossolated’ field in the gem,
causes the cells in living biological matter to come apart one by
one. The ‘Red Glow’ is the sub atomic matter dust being dispersed.
The dust as it flies apart shifts to the red spectrum. By the way,
we are protected our nits would prevent the ‘Osssolation’ field and
its tone from developing…

 

          …As we
have our own internal five tones, so it follows, that we would be
immune to its effect…"

 

“We've dealt with the ‘Ossolated’ field and their derivatives at
college." put in Abdul "…And know their sub atomic properties, but
we only worked on them in a minutely small scale. This gem is so
advanced!…" Abdul fell silent as he realised his input like
Mohammed’s was surplus. Picking up his Bottle of lemonade he
slurped at it noisily.

 

Annie looking at both Mohammed and the Abdul went on "Anyhow!
…This particular ‘gem’ is triggered, or activated by emotion and it
forms an Omni directional field. The Rev is safe with this version
because the ‘gem’ is against the body of the silver cross. ‘Silver’
prevents the field and tone expanding and as the gem is facing
outwards the holder is safe. I predict that!” said Annie said
breathlessly “…That in the years that follow this gem, or its grown
children will be used for trivial matters of discipline.

 

You could be 'Put to Death' for dissension, arguing with a
priest, spitting on the Pavement or even swearing in public.

 

Mohammed put his bottle down and said “…It would be painless and
justified because ‘every one knows…’ you'd be received into Gods
Grace." and winked.

         

          Then
Abdul continued speaking with a patronising tone “… Because ‘every
one knows’ that’s what happens!” he also winked.

 

Murray nodded. He understood the unproven concept of ‘word and
mouth’.

 

"…[ PROJECTION ]…" said Annie again forcibly "…In the future as
time moves on ‘guns’ can, and will be made from this technology. A
projectile weapon would be developed that could decimate all living
matter, but leave the structure intact. A weapon that anyone could
make!…" she finished.

 

"… And use, for what ever Cause!" said Mohammed menacingly.

 

Murray thought long and hard then said "What a Bitch! OK! …Let's
break into  Prison!“ Then looking round he said “… Err! What
does that achieve, what do we do next?.."

 

"Then!…" said Abdul pausing "We Hang Tra! …In Franz Mullar’s
place."

 

Tra said “Oh! Is that all?…” As he looked up from inspecting his
Pie. It seemed to be moving on its own.

 

over the wall.

 

It was one o'clock in the morning and the both teams walked down
to the crowded Street going past the Prison Gates. Tra stared round
in amazement and said “There must have been over two thousand
people here!”. Murray looked back to him and nodded saying “It
makes it easier to do this thing!” Then as the approached the other
side of the Prison he said calmly "…Prisons are for keeping people
in, not out!"

 

…With that he guided the group down the alley round the back of
the Prison. "The walls" he said pointing up "Are turned in on
themselves at the top and from here you can see that a person could
practically walk up that wall."

 

Turning round he saw that Mohammed and Abdul racing them selves
up the wall, hand over hand, foot in to foot hold. Mohammed only
just won. Abdul laughed. Annie looked on appalled by their
antics.

 

A voice rang out above the wall "Oh! What are you doing!" A
guard had spotted them or as Tra suggested. 'He thinks he's spotted
someone, or something round here.' It was so dark that no one could
see a foot in front of their face.

 

Murray still suggested they retire to the front and mill around
with the crowds. Abdul and Mohammed jumped from a thirty foot wall
and bounced to their knees at the bottom. Jumping up they dusted
them selves off and walked slowly round to the front of the
prison.

 

They'd had all joined the crowd at the front of the Prison when
they saw Ten fine Militia men in clean fresh uniforms holding
Rifles across their chests jogged in unison round to where they'd
been standing only minutes before. Then they ran back at a jog
empty handed moments later. "Brave Guard!" said Tra to no one in
particular. Then an idea started to form, looking at the sky he
knew what to do next.

 

"We move when the ‘Portable Gallows’ come out!" Tra said.

 

a swinging time in hand.

 

At four o'clock ‘the Prison Officers’ rolled the Gallows out and
a huge roar went up from the crowd. Murray moved to the bottom of
the Gallows and started to rock them to and through. Then ten fine
clean Militia soldiers rounded on him and ten of them fell back.
Another ten appeared on the scene and this time the crowd joined in
and forced them back.

 

Meanwhile Abdul and Mohammed went round the back of the wall and
where wearing full length ‘Leather Jerkins’ that Murray had bought
from a gang of Coalman in the Tavern. He’d given them way to much
for them, but the Coal workers didn’t complain about the deal.

 

As the Arabs started to climbed it again they made no effort to
be quite whilst shouting and jeering at each. For teetotallers the
acted at being very good drunks and did an admirable Job of
attracting attention to them selves. Within seconds a whistle was
heard from inside the Prison, followed by another a second
later.

 

          Round the
front of the Prison a double column of regular hardened Soldiers in
a green uniform moved and Rifles across their chests and on top of
the Rifles bayonets where attached. They moved with caution out
from the Main Gate and pushed them selves into the crowd with scant
disregard for the drunken revellers.

 

The Soldiers ignored the fracas going on round the other side of
the Gallows and moved with precision up the front of the Prison and
into the Alley. They stopping and forming a line waited at the
Bottom of the Wall. Two of them raised their rifles and the
Sergeant from below shouted for the drunken Men on the Wall to come
down.

 

Tra laying on top of the Wall noted the Prisons Watchmen’s
locations from the whistle alerts they’d raised earlier. Looking
down the Wall Tra saw Abdul and Mohammed climb down with a no grace
or finesse at all and in the process kicked bricks, and rubble off
the Wall. Covering the Solders in it as they went. At the Bottom
they were pounced on and bound roughly with rope. Tra knew the
Soldiers were annoyed and annoyed people make mistakes.

 

Tra and Annie moved deeper into the shadows by laying across the
inverted iron work on top of the Wall and waited. While below the
Sergeant and the Soldiers did a cursory inspection of the rest of
the of the Wall, but being covered in brick dust they weren’t in
the Mood. The Sergeant looked up and shouted ‘Clear’. It was
followed by ‘clear’ from Tra’s Left and another from directly
below.

 

 

Tra listened in silence as he visualised Abdul and Mohammed
being dragged down the Alley and the Prison Watchmen below
retracing their steps and continue on with their Perimeter Walk. He
had fixed all the post’s and watchmen within the Prison in that
second.

 

          …He and
Annie moved down alone the top of the Wall towards the rear of the
Prison and inside a blind spot between the Guard posts they slipped
quietly down the Wall on the other side with ropes looped round the
iron work. Dropping silently into the Quadrangle they pulled the
ropes after them, this was a one way trip. Annie quickly wrapped
the rope round her waist. Absolutely nothing of their visit must be
found. Quietly they the moved like only shadows can and went into
the building, avoid walking pairs of Watchmen as they did. With
caution they headed towards the Holding cell at the front of the
Building and ultimately the Holding cell at the bottom of ‘Debtors
Gate’.

 

          …Tra knew
that from ‘the Debtors Gate’ the condemned prisons where taken
outside to the portable Gallows for execution…

 

Walking through the hallways they were total hyper mode, they
saw and heard every movement, every breath, every beat of a heart
of every Guard and Mouse. They moved like the air. At the front of
the Holding cell there where two guards sitting quietly. They
looked forward and up now and again at the noise outside.

 

Annie started a localised 'Mind Storm' and the air began to
swirl around the Guards, they looked forward and stared in horror
at what their minds were saying. Within a second they were like
zombies and stared forward with dull unseeing eyes. Annie and Tra
moved past them and opened the cell door with the guard's keys.

 

          Inside
the cell the four Watchers assigned to Franz where also in a
stupor. They where arranged on chairs to each corner of the Bed
that was in the middle of the room. Franz Mullar was also in a
stupor laying on the Bed.

 

Without any delay Tra stripped his cloths as Annie stripped
Franz. Tra then grabbing his cloths dressed in them, they stank.
Annie in the meantime bundled up his cloths. All the while the
tension was tangible as they went about their tasks and Tra became
nervous as Annie went to the doorway and focused on one of the
guards she turned looked at Tra, then nodded.

 

Tra was hyperventilating now as he lifted Franz of the bed and
put him over Annie's left shoulder. She had Tra’s cloths under her
left arm and the rope was still round her waist.

 

When Tra had come into the cell he'd put 'the Brother stick' on
the floor, now he picked it up and broke it as he faced the back
wall in the Cell. The ‘EXIT’ Door just slid up the wall in front of
them from the ground up.

 

Turning he put the stick in her hand and opened the Library
Doors. Carrying Franz she stepped over the hearth and walked went
in. Annie never looked round as the Door slid shut behind them.

 

The gloom closed round Tra again as the Door vanished from view.
Turning he saw the guard standing in the cell doorway as Annie had
suggested he should and in his Hand was the key that she had taken
out of the lock and given back to him. Tra smiled as he looked at
the stupefied man swaying slightly in the Cell Doorway. Slowly the
stress of the last five minutes begin to wash out of him and
relaxing he yawned. Looking at the Bed he thought ‘Now I’ll get
some well earned shut eye. Its been a long night!’ and came to the
conclusion he was exhausted.

 

          …Looking
round he could hear it start to rain hard outside. ‘Must be four
thirty’ he thought as he climbed into bed. Laying there he closed
his eyes and ‘clicked’ his fingers then fell into a deep sleep.

 

The watchers in the cell and the guards out side woke up from
their Mind Storm. One of door guards found himself in a half open
doorway with the keys in his hand. Mumbling he retreated and locked
the door behind him. What had he been doing? The watchers looked up
saw him go back out. They assumed he must have been checking to see
if everything was all right, as they often did during the night.
One looked down to 'Tra/Franz' who was sleeping like a baby and
continued to read his Bible, but what page had he got to?

 

planning procedures.

 

The Soldiers detaining the Coalmen were Jeered and Mobbed as
they made their way across the front of the Prison and back to
their Barracks. Which was next to the Main Gate. It was hard going,
but in a second it got harder.

 

Murray turned and smiled at the progress of the regular Soldiers
with their Prisoners. He rocked the gallows to and through again
for luck. There were about ten Militia Soldiers trying to get him
off the Wood Work, but it was like trying to move a Tree. He
wouldn’t budge. Then suddenly Murray had broken free of the
Soldiers under the gallows and knocked half the crowd over that had
gathered around to see the spectacle. Ripping a section of the
Gallows off he levelled it out in front of him and with easy moved
forward pushing the Crowd down as he went.

 

Turning he swung the Length of Wood and cleared the other side
of the Gallows. He was pushing back towards the Soldiers escorting
the Prisoners along the wall. As he ran forward he moved half the
crowd with him and it barged into the troop of over thirty strong!
He barrelled into them and they scattered in all directions.

 

Abdul and Mohammed leapt twenty feet into the air and as they
somersaulted they broke the rope Bonds across the wrist’s. The
Crowd, Troop and Murray passed underneath them and they landed on
their feet in the clearing that Murray had created. With blinding
speed they pulled their large Coal workers leather Skull Caps out
of their pockets and quickly putting them on, they melted into the
crowd that formed behind Murray. Murray glancing back stopped
pushing and he also vanished as the crowds surged back behind
him.

 

The Sergeant in charge of the Soldiers had never seen someone so
strong that could push over a massive crowd like that before. That
amount of people could push a Bull. This Bull it seemed could push
harder and ‘the Bull’ had disappeared back into the crowd. To make
matters worse the Sergeant realised that in all the commotion they
had lost their prisoners and turned his back in disgust, he had his
‘Boys’ to sort out.

 

          …The
Troopers on the floor where in disarray and surrounded by a Jeering
Mob. The Revellers and Drunks were enjoying the ‘Entertainment’ as
the Soldiers desperately tried to disengaged themselves from them.
Looking up the Sergeant noticed that it had started to rain, his
heart wasn’t in it, so he Barked out his commands and ordered his
‘Boys’ back inside the Barracks. The Crowd and Mob could revel in
the rain for all he cared and he hoped the all got a ‘fever’ and
‘died’.

 

          …‘Bless
You All..’ the Sergeant thought as he marched his Troopers through
the prison’s Main Gate…

 

Murray from inside the Crowd smiled. Tra had predicted they
would take this action and relaxed. It meant he didn’t need to
enact the other plan as it did involve inciting ‘a riot.’ and
looking round he thought ‘Someone in this Mob of Drunkards and
Louts, could have got Hurt!..’

 

Murray, Abdul and Mohammed moved quietly back to the Tavern. The
Rain was quite moderate now and the crowds in the Street had
thinned to the point that they could move with ease. As it began to
rain harder the crowds began to disperse to almost none. Murray
looked round and was amazed as he asked himself ‘Where had they all
gone?..’

 

the plan.

 

A short while later as the rain intensified the Street emptied
completely, but against the Prison Wall a large shadow could just
be seen moving slowly and carefully towards the portable gallows.
Under its arms it carried a large Bundle. It left a few minutes
later, without the Bundle.

 

Murray was soaking wet when he entered the Tavern and hung his
great coat on a Hook by the fire at the end of the Bar to dry it
off. Turning he ordered two more meat pies and a jug of Ale. The
Landlord wearily smiled at him as he took his order and barked out
his order to the Boy. Only the Landlord and the mousy haired young
Boy were awake, and serving. The Mistress and the Barmaid had
retired hours ago.

 

Looking round Murray noted that the Main Bar was still a buzz
with excitement, it seemed that tonight it wouldn’t close. Smiling
at the large Barman good ol’John Murray slapped his brown Coins
down and asked to send in his Boy for another order later. Ol’John
looked at the ceiling in exasperation he’d never seem anybody with
such an appetite as this Man in front of him. Murray considered the
amount of money in front of him on the Bar and emptying his pocket
pushed all the Money towards the Barman who snatched it all up with
a glint in his eye. Murray realised that he’d over paid him again,
and shrugged. In that moment the serving Boy appeared next to good
ol’John and the sight of the Pies in his hand dispelled all
Murray’s negative thoughts on this thieving wretch standing in
front of him.

 

Nodding to the Boy and thanking him Murray took his food and Jug
of Ale and went to the Countess’s Room at the back. Abdul and
Mohammed where already in there and he noticed they’d changed into
their fine attire of the Countess’s Bodyguards. They felt the
disguises as Coalman’s pointless and demeaning said Abdul, as
Murray walked in he grinned.

 

A while later the young mousey haired Boy came in. Mohammed gave
him their order and added Two more Pies for Murray, but as he made
his Order Mohammed couldn’t take his eyes of the Boys face. He
stared intently at the back of him as he left and had a deeply
troubled look on his face.

 

          …Within
four minutes the Boy was back and was staggering under the weight
of a Huge platter. On it was five more Pies, some cold Meat,
several slices of bread and fruit. Precariously balanced on the
side was a goblets of Beer and two Bottles of lemonade. Abdul
helped himself to a Pie, but looked at the Beer with disgust and
said “It’s the Devils Brew!”. Murray said “Me and the Devil have an
understanding!”. Abdul looked at the ceiling and huffed in
disquiet. Murray grinning at Abdul took a huge gulp of Beer, then
tucked into a Pie.

 

Mohammed looking away from Murray and Abdul’s bickering then
asked the boy his name, and age. The Boy was shocked by this, but
told him anyway and figured that if he was nice to this foreigner
he might get a tip for his troubles. ‘And if he did get a tip!…’ he
thought ‘He would tell ol’John about it, neither!’

 

          Thanking
the young Boy for the information, it seemed a veil had fallen from
Mohammed’s face. Then looking hard at the Boy Mohammed’s jaw was
set hard and he suddenly stood up, making the Boy jump back in
shock.

 

Looking down at him Mohammed smiled as he dug deep into his
leather money pouch. He then extracted all the Money and cupped
them in his hands and then held them against his chest as he made a
great play on selecting the right coin for payment for the Meal.
Selecting one, he put a gold coin in the Boys outstretched
hand.

 

          …The Boy
looked at in Awe he’d never seen that much money before and said
“It was to much, Sir!” Mohammed smiled at that then gathering up
the rest of the coins stuffed everything he had into the Boys
trouser pockets. It amounted to over fifty six gold coins, fifty
seven if you count the one that rolled away.

 


	The boy looked aghast, but Mohammed shushed him and said "Say
nothing, its yours!" Then pushed him away and out of the door.
Whilst standing at the half opened Door Mohammed said "It's a
secret - between you and me! - We will meet again, Peter." Closing
the door Mohammed turned then walking back into the Room sat back
down and reached out for some Bread and Fruit.
   



Abdul looked to Mohammed and saw his friend was deeply troubled.
He asked between bites what that was all about. Mohammed said "That
was Peter!". Abdul just looked over at the closed Door! "… But that
impossible!" he said "Our Peter is Thirty Eight?…"

 

"Never the less!" said Mohammed "That is, or will be, our
Peter!…".

 

Abdul took a bite out of his Pie and thought he saw it try to
bite back. He now had a lot to think about. Mohammed sat back deep
in thought nibbling at the fruit. He’d come to the conclusion that
he wasn’t hungry anymore.

 

Murray was watching them with some amusement on his face.

 

two hours to go.

 

At Six o'clock in the morning the rain stopped and there were
over five hundred thousand People in or around the streets of
Newgate Prison.

 

          …The
'cheap seats' and 'good accommodation’ being well filled: Some
seats opposite the Gallows fetched over twelve pounds. People
packed the roofs and walls. Windows where awash with colour as the
Curtains blew in the wind and Spectators filled the Avenues and
Streets to bursting point.

Inside the Jail the prisoner Franz Mullar was roused from a deep
sleep and given breakfast which he ate with relish. After his meal
he was dragged of to the chapel for prayers and absolution. The
Reverend Davis in earshot to Tra said to the attending Priest that
‘Franz’ "..Was being prepared for his final walk on Earth!"

 

'Nice!…' thought 'Tra/Franz' ‘…But I’m still hungry!’

 

          … At
seven thirty the crowds of people outside were hushed and a quiet
murmur filled the air…

 

repent.

 

Again being hounded by his Pastor Dr Cappel asked "Did you do
it?" in German. 'Tra/Franz' Replied in German and said "NO! …
And in a few minutes I'll be meeting God! … And I'll tell Him!
the same he as I'm telling you - I 'DIDN'T' do it!". 'Lets see
history record that!' he thought to himself.

 

'Tra/Franz' was then taken out of the Cell and up the stairs to
the Outside Gallows. Where he was given last rights again.

 

The Reverend Sharp looked closer to him and said "Confess your
sins and accept Gods grace! You are a white Man Franz and are one
of God's children. If you don't confess you'll burn in hell with
the sinners, savages and the blacks of Africa. For they are nothing
without the Church and God to guide them. They are, but fodder for
our fields, creatures given to us by God to be used! - Confess! -
Or you will join them! - burning! - in Hell!… "

 

That shook Tra. That was his attitude to people only four real
days ago!

 

'Tra/Franz' said "You can't forgiver me, you don't have the
authority to forgive an innocent man, so this is meaningless." then
he added "… And you're a Racist Bigot!…"

 

The Governor Mr Jonas asked if he wanted to say anything.
'Tra/Franz' replied he didn't. Mr Gibson the surgeon who was on
hand said he was fit for his punishment to proceed. 'Tra/Frank'
then walked toward the gallows and stood on the wall. The crowd
below roared their disgust with boos and howls of derivation,
followed by some specific curses. With in that second a light
spread around ‘Tra/Frank’ and it was like the Sun had just came out
to bath him in the Glory of God, the crowd fell silent.

 

Then it was over. Looking back he saw Reverend Sharp getting
really frustrated, chanting the last rites again, and again. The
silver Cross he was holding was beginning to cut into his hand.
Sharp was shaking with anger and frustration at what had just
happened, and his faith was in tatters. ‘This wasn't how it was
supposed to go!’ he thought, but in that moment of anger he noticed
that the voices had stopped.

 

Tra looked back at Sharp and asked Mr Jonas the Governor if he
may give a private confession to Reverend Sharp. The Governor
looked towards the Reverend and nodded his agreement.

 

Bending his head to the Reverend Sharp’s ear Tra whispered very
quietly, and very slowly "…Only - the - Guilty - Burn - in - hell -
all -:- God's - children - are - born - Equal - And - all - are -
equal - in - His - eyes -:- You - have - been - tested -:- And -
you - have - failed -:- God - means - to - have - his - Instrument
- be - returned - to - him -:- A - 'Black-a-moor'…”

 

          Tra
paused, then continued “…A - 'Black-a-moor' - Woman - will -
collect - it - from - you - in - one - week's - time!" Turning Tra
walked away from this Man with disgust and revulsion plainly
written on his face.

 

The Reverend Sharp’s face was white with shock at what he’d
heard. To an onlooker it seemed that he’d heard a confession of the
Devil himself.

 

         
…Withdrawing sharply from the condemned Man the Reverend crossed
himself repeatedly, then gripping his Bible closed his eyes and
looking down prayed for forgiveness.

 

The Governor glanced over to Sharp, shock his head slightly and
sighed.

 

          …Tra
looked to the Governor and nodded then turning his head to the sky
said "Let's do this thing!"…

 

The Governor motioned to the Hangman Mr Calcraft to begin the
execution. The Chaplin Reverend Davis, Reverend Sharp and one
another where praying behind ‘Tra/Franz’ as the Hangman and his
assistant held Tra and tied his legs and arms. Mr Calcraft looking
into Tra’s eyes sneered as he roughly put a dirty yellow Bag over
his head.

 

Mr Calcraft considered this was the of best parts of his Job as
he looked into their eyes and seeing the fear and horror there. He
loved it as they slowly came to the realisation that ‘he’ was the
last person on Earth they’d ever see. It was almost as good as the
finest Ale he thought, but this one just looked back coldly. He
found it unnerving.

 

          Shrugging
his shoulders he continued his reverie further and thought it was
only a small part of his Job. The part liked the best bit was
watching em’ wriggle at the end of ‘his’ Rope. Grunting he looked
to his Assistant and they both picked him up at the same time. It
was usually here they started to wriggle and scream, but this one
didn’t. He was calm and silent, and didn’t say a word. Between them
they carried Franz Mullar over to 'the drop'.

 

Whilst the Assistant held Franz arms from the back Mr Calcraft
placed the noose around Franz Mullar’s neck, and Calcraft smiled as
he fitted it loosely and to the left.

 

          …Tra from
under the foul smelling hood noted that this hangman meant for
Franz Mullar to suffer slowly before he died…

 

Again Dr Cappel was by his side and asking in German "Franz do
you want to confess before you meet God!.." and again 'Tra/Franz'
from under the hood said in German "I didn't do it!"

 

          …
But the trap went in that second and all Cappell heard was "I
did … it!" Dr Cappell almost fell into 'the drop' himself as
Mr Calcraft laughed out loud.

 

'Tra/Franz' took the fall and wriggled. He thrashed about for
over four minutes, then slowly became still. The crowd as one went
crazy and roared with approval as it surged forward. The Soldiers
around the base of the Gallows forced the revellers back, but it
was all in good humour.

 

          …
'Tra/Franz' swung there for over fifteen minutes as the party below
got into full swing…

 

Mr Jonas the Governor of Newgate was disgusted with the sight of
humanity in all its worst depravity and turning ordered Mr Calcraft
to cut down the body of Franz Mullar and prepare the grave. As he
walked back into the prison all he felt was revulsion with ‘the
Mob’.

 

          Mister
Calcraft smiled at the retreating back of the Prison Governor and
climbing up the gallows worked himself out along the beam. With his
knife he started cutting the rope. A voice from under the Hoods aid
"Hurry up man this is boring!" Calcraft dropped the knife startled,
then started again with another blade.

 

The crowd in proximity went wild and shouted abuse at the old
Hangman and asking what he'd had to drink today - And another
shouted should he need spectacles to see who he was hanging! Mr
Calcraft cut the rope this time and the body fell into the
void.

 

Tra landed on his feet at the Bottom and bobbing back up split
the rope and leg restraints. He was sitting on the Wagon when
Calcraft walked in. "Now!" Tra said looking at the bemused Man
"I've a little job for you to do! … Under this wagon is a body
bundled up, and smelling none to good! Anyhow this Man will go into
the grave you selected for Franz Mullar. Whether he's dead or alive
at the time I don't care!"

 

Calcraft just stared at Tra and said "What If I don't do
it?"

 

Flying at Calcraft and pinning him against the wall with an iron
grip that Calcraft couldn‘t escape from Tra said "Then! …You'll
have no body to Bury, and awkward questions will be asked about
your competence as a Hangman! After all…” said Tra with venom in
his eyes as he looked at the foul excuse for a Human being in his
grip. “…Losing a body, and in only ten feet of the prison - Tut!
TUT!!…" - Tra then threw the old hangman down and turned his back
on him.

 

Calcraft clambered back to his feet. He straightened up and
re-adjusting his neck tie, became very concerned around this madman
who he‘d just ‘hung’. "…Who is he?" he said asked nervously
indicating to the large black leather bag Tra was dragging out from
under the Wagon.

 

          "…One of
the real murderers of poor Mr Briggs" said Tra. "I'll catch up with
the other one later! - Somehow! - This - I - Promise!…"

 

"Humpff! As if I care!…" said Calcraft as he inspected the now
moaning body of Jonathan Matthews on the back of the Wagon. The
Body was now coming round from the neck pinch Murray had
administered in the Tavern prior to bundling him in the Bag and
tying it up. As Tra had got his out from under the Wagon he’d
released Jonathan from it. In all his incarceration under the
Wagon, Jonathan though paralysed had heard everything that went on
around him, and by now knew he knew the nature of his crime he had
committed, and by now he was in a state of total Madness. Such was
Tra’s punishment to this Man.

 

Mr Calcraft looked at now wriggling and moaning wretch on the
back of the Wagon and picked up a Cudgel that was near by. Glancing
at Tra he bought it down hard on the head. He did this four times
before the wriggling finally stopped. Tra nodded and said "Good
day!". Calcraft turned to say good riddance, but there was no one
there.

 

Making his way through the crowds Tra noticed that they were
beginning to thin out. They'd had their excitement for the day and
were going home. The Tavern loomed closer and he walked through the
door for some reason he felt uneasy. Looking round he meet the
Landlord coming in from the back yard. "You still awake?" he said
cheerfully, but he was on edge.

 

The Landlord ol’John grinned and full set of black teeth and
said "Yup - had a good and profitable night. Can I get you
anything?" Tra shook his Head. The Landlord continued "…I've just
had to take out the sloops! …I can't find that lazy boy of mine
Anywhere! …You haven't seen him out there have you?" Tra shook his
head again.

 

With that the Landlord walked passed Tra and took two steps then
passed out over one of the Tables. Three other customers were
slumped over a table to the rear of the room. Tra had originally
assumed they'd passed out with the demon drink, but no! Upon closer
examination Tra saw they weren’t drunk then noticed a faint smell
in the air. It was a gas of some sort.

         

          Standing
still he drew in a deep breath through his nose and it enabled him
to work out it was a narcotic sleep gas, and he deduced it was
just  enough to topple the Landlord as he walked back into his
Tavern.

 

Tra was now on full alert and heard movement in their room, and
in a second he knew who, and what, was in there. Grabbing an apple
off one of the tables he walked casually into their
accommodation.

 

          Taking a
bite out of it as he opened the door. Tra stopped and stared in
feigned surprise saying "OH! No!… ". One thing that did shock him
was a faint smell in here. It wasn’t the over powering narcotic
which was prevalent through out the Tavern. The smell that bothered
him was an odour he'd smelt before. It was that same acid smell
that both he and Murray had detected in the Alley the following
evening.

 

The 'Big Man' had returned with his mates and 'the Third Prime
of the Overload' was also there. 'Oh so their friends’ thought Tra
‘…And we're going to have, one big, happy party!'. Eight of them
were waiting in the room two where behind the door as Tra walked in
and one had grabbed each arm holding him firmly.

 

"…Oh! - I'm captured!" he said looking at both men on either arm
and with that let his Apple fall to the floor "… That’s a shame!”
he said “I was enjoying that!" and looked after it as it rolled
away. As his eyes came back up he saw Abdul and Mohammed where
slumped over Chairs unfinished bottles of lemonade lying on the
floor. Abdul and Mohammed's arms where bound across their chest.
Ropes secured their legs.

 

To the right Murray was lying flat out on the sofa to his left a
Tankard in and plate where on the floor. He was also
restrained.

 

'The Third Prime of the Overload' turned to face Tra and said
"What are you? … Are you ‘the Child Molesters?’ Do you know
the criminal ‘Jessica!…” in saying her name he spat on the Floor,
then looking back up came to within one inch of Tra’s face and said
“…Why do you smell of 'bad food?' … Who are you? and Why! …Are
you here?…"

 

Tra just looked at him, smiled and said nothing.

 

"No matter!" ‘the Third Prime’ stepped back and hit Tra across
the face with the back of his hand. "We have you all now! …And we
will find out!” he looked at Tra with an evil glint in his eye then
continued saying “…And, then you will know the meaning of pain!…".
‘The Third Prime’ nodded to the Men behind Tra and they started to
bind his arms together with rope. Tra noted they were very strong
and held him in a vice like grip.

 

The Third Prime walked to the back of the room and continued
waving his arms as he walked "…My Overload has given standing
instructions to detain and take back to 'the Court' any that
resemble your description.” He then nodding his head in the
direction of the other team members laying bound in the Room “…And
theirs!” he said with loathing. He then looked back to Tra and
continued “… All the strangers in this area last night and this
morning have been processed and they will make a fine addition to
our Wall tonight!”

 

He was silent for a moment in deep thought and smiled, then he
continued speaking again “… We had a garbled wave last night that
you were in the Area, but - ‘I’ - Have - Tracked - You - Down! ‘I’
…‘the third Prime‘…” He banged himself on the Chest looking back to
Tra “… ‘I’ have done what others have failed to do!” he boasted and
looked up.

 

Then he stared hard at Tra and lowering his voice said “…Juts be
thankful we have been forbidden to restrain you by conventional
means. If it wasn't for this foul Weather and the War. I'd have a
full Troop here to Arrest you, but as you can see ‘I’ didn't need
them! …‘I’ have Other more subtle Methods!"

 

By now Tra had enough of this fool and sported to Murray, Abdul
and Mohammed **What's going on here?**.

 

Murray replied **[laughter] …We were having a rest and was only
waiting for you to arrive, they turned up over half an hour ago and
have been waiting for you especially.**

 

Abdul from one of the chairs sported **They haven't told us much
they simply grunt and click in their language, they moan constantly
about smelling 'bad food'. I think they mean us! You have got more
out of that boastful Maggot than we have managed to overhear. They
have already mentioned 'the Court' I think it's what they call Home
and as far as we can determine, it's a long, long way from here.
Over what they call ‘the deep Death’. Or ‘a Black Void?’ - I
think?**

 

Murray added at some length **That bit about the War is new, but
what's this about a Wave?**. Tra sported **unknown**.

 

Mohammed replied **Dunno either Murray? …Tra! …Can we move now!
These idiots think they've gassed us and I'm getting bored. I can't
wait to show that boastful jumped up monkey his 'Other Subtle
Methods' Are Shit!**

 

Tra's response was **GO FOR IT!**

 

With that Abdul stood up, snapped the cords round his arms. He
then reached down and snapped the ropes round his legs and said
turning to 'the Third Prime of the Overload' : "Well I've had
enough of this Shit! Your fuckin' Primo' Arse Wipe! God you really
are such a mouthy Pratt!…"

 

          Abdul
then he looked to the 'the Big Man' and said "… And who! Are these
fucking ‘Child Molesters’ you lot keep bleating on about?… and
who’s this fuckin’ ‘Jessica’ bitch …And what the fucks this Court
Shit? … And who's this fucking pounce ‘the Overload?’ …You
Monkeys seem to shit you pants when you mention that mother
fucker!…"

 

Shocked and disgusted at Abdul's Blasphemy 'the Big Man' howled
in disgust and cut Abdul off and rushed blindly towards him
screaming at the top of his lungs. Abdul had crossed a line.

 

          …
But ‘the Big Man’ was held in the chest by Murray Hand who had
snapped his ropes and stood up in one fluid movement. Murray had
also held the forward momentum of 'the Big Man' who seemed to stop
Dead as if he'd run into a brick wall.

 

The 'Big Man' just looked down at Murray's hand, roared with
anger and reached down to remove it from his chest. Murray in a
casual movement raised his hand and took the Man full in the neck
with an upper cut. 'The Big Man' flew back wards across the room.
Again Murray had the impression of not hitting a Man, but a loaf of
bread and it disturbed him greatly!

 

Mayhem ensued in the room, but within seconds 'the Third Prime
of the Overload' and 'the Big Man' and his not so Merry Men were
lying all over the floor in various states of unconsciousness.

 

Mohammed rubbing his wrist where the ropes had been over
tightened was standing still in deep thought then after a second
said “…They are stronger and faster than normal and don't forget!
They were standing in a room full of Narcotic Gas, and it didn't
affect them?…”

 

Abdul was standing over the unconscious form of the 'Third Prime
of the Overlord’ and said "… And there is something else different
about them!” Abdul set about doing a full physical as he inspected
‘the Third Primes’ head, his teeth, his arms, his hips and his
crouch.

 

          After
several seconds Abdul stood back up and scratched his Head. "I know
he's there!" He said "… But it's like I can't see him!". Abdul then
went over to 'the Big Man' and conducted the same inspection. He
later stood in total confusion at what he was seeing.

 

"When you hit them." said Murray "They don't feel normal. It's
like hitting a tube or a loaf of Bread… " he trailed off.

 

"Bind them and throw them out!" said Tra "We need to call for
‘the EXIT’ in peace." He looked down to the two he'd struck when
Abdul stood up. One of them was dead or close to it and the other
was out cold. Looking at the dead one he noticed a shimmering
around him. Tra peered down closer "Look at this!…" he said to the
everyone.

 

The body was wavering and started to dissolve, but before it did
it took the faint out line of having four arms and what appeared to
be a very tall neck with a small head on it.

 

          Dust was
all that was left in the moment since Tra had looked down and begun
his inspection. The Dust flowed from the dead Body across Tra's
feet and spread across the floor. Abdul was beside him in a second,
but all he saw was the dust on the floor and it resembled the
outline of a man. He never saw the other shape Tra described.

 

The Six bound men including 'the Big Man' and 'the Third Prime
of the Overload' were left outside the door. When the Landlord or
Landlady awoke they could work out what to do with them.

 

"Who has 'the Brother stick'?" said Tra, looking at Abdul. "Oh
yes!" Abdul said pulling the long Brown Stick from his inner pocket
of his Military Coat. Tra took it and was ready to call ‘the EXIT’.
He took a second and looked at them then said "Ready Team?…” they
all nodded.

 

Tra continued “…We did good, for our first time out!… "

 

"We're not Demons!" said Mohammed who was considering the curse
Matthews made to them. It was rattling round his mind and he said
"… We're not Demons! …But Angles in Time!"

 

          …"More
like Lost Angles!…" said Murray in a low humble tone that was
unlike him…

 

Tra broke ‘the Brother Stick' and looking round quietly said “We
are the Mech'tee!…”. Murray, Abdul and Mohammed watched the 'exit
door’ as it formed on the wall and in that moment they all felt
themselves reborn.

 

          …Tra
looking at them felt it, and nodded quietly to himself thinking
‘They weren’t Children any more!’…

 

newgate - the epilogue.

 

Fifteen full minutes after 'the No Door' disappeared from the
Wall in the Tavern's master Bedroom the door to the room was
smashed down and over twenty heavily armed Troopers burst in.

 

Behind them strode a one very angry 'third Prime of the
Overload' and he was livid. He tore up the place looking for ‘the
Bad Meat!’ … But they'd gone.

'They must have heard us coming!' he thought to himself as he
ripped up a pillow.

 

Turning he walked through the Tavern and went outside into the
Yard. As he blinked in the bright light of the Day he noticed 'the
First Prime of the Overlord' was there along with a contingent of
his personal Guard.

 

          ‘The
first Prime’ was a dark, swarthy Man and was sitting astride a
large black Horse in the center of the Yard. He was waiting for
that idiot the ‘Third Prime' to come out.

 

Looking up in contempt to the ‘Third Prime’ had screamed his
contempt. He’d been told earlier by his Sergeant earlier that the
Troopers he’d ordered for this mission had to endure a detour to
collect him and his Bodyguard from the Relay Station. Where 'the
number fifty one Watcher' had died from exhaustion after handing in
his report personally on the arrival of ‘the child molesters’ in
the Alley last night.

 

Unfortunately most of what he had reported made no sense.

 

The 'First Prime' looked down from his heavily sweating Horse
and said "You'll pay for this Mismanaged Operation! … For
fifty five Years we've waited for their arrival, and staked out
over three hundred sites, only for you lose them! … If you
wasn't protected by the Overload, I'd kill you Me’ Self! …Right
Now!…"

 

The 'third Prime' wasn't having any of that, and said "If you
had got here earlier! …I wouldn't have lost them! …You delayed the
arrival of my Troops, and that! …Was a major factor here! … We
didn't know the exact date of their arrival as predicted by 'the
Traitor' : You're inactivity, and lack of speed on this, played
right into their hands! … And its thanks to you! …
They've escaped us Again!…". The Third Prime the strode angrily
away from under 'the First Primes' Horse and into the Street.

 

          Looking
back at him he said "… the Overlord will hear of this!". He was
seething with anger and it was building in his voice "… Your late
arrival has been noted, and is a matter of record. It’s your
position, not mine that is threatened … It was you who caused
'the Bad Meat' To Escape, Not ME!!.." at this point he was
practically screaming.

 

In the Street over five hundred Troopers were waiting for his
command. One Hundred Cavalry and four Hundred foot Soldiers. He
walked over to his Commanders and ordered the assembled Troops to
start a House to House search for the escaped Prisoners. Then ‘the
Third Prime’ climbed onto his own Horse to oversee the operation.
All the Troops knew about for 'the Child Molesters' from History
and they all, to a Man : Wanted them found and bought to
Justice.

 

…With in a second of his order being given over four hundred
troops in the Street began to split up into groups of twenty. They
began demolishing and kicking in front doors then they went about
ransacking Houses trying in to locate the criminals. As they went
about their task they became more frenzied and desperate as the
realisation sank in that weren’t going to find the despicable and
foul ‘Child Molesters’.

 

loose ends.

 

Peter and the Serving Girl Maria had already left the Tavern
early in the morning with the small fortune Mohammed had given
him.

 

…During the onslaught of the Homes that surrounded the Tavern.
The Landlord, Landlady and his drunken customers were left
unmolested. They had no idea what was happening and were oblivious
to the noise outside on the Street. They would how ever suffer when
the came round later that day and would all wake up with splitting
headaches that seemed to last for Days.

 

depression, and happy endings.

 

'The Third Prime of the Overlord' looked on at the mayhem being
wrought by his Troops with people being dragged out of their
Houses. He heard the screams of Women and the crying of Children,
and the pleading and begging of Men. Many were just and being
hounded down the Street by his Troops. Some where rounded up and
kept for questioning later. He just set his Jaw hard at their
discomfort. ‘…For the Greater Good!’ he said to himself.

 

…But as every passing second ticked by, he became slowly aware
that they wouldn’t find them and a dread began to creep into his
heart. He knew he would have to account for this blunder to ‘the
Overlord’, but he wasn't going down quietly. He'd take 'the First
Prime' with him and a slight smile spread across his face.

 

 










Chapter 7
eSpace


Chapter Seven

 

eSpace.

 

Tra was the last one to walk in through the ‘EXIT’ door in the
Library and quickly looked round. The Door was a painting of a door
again. ‘Dam! that was quick!’ he thought and followed every one
else round the Partition.

 

Annie not one second earlier had came through the main Library
Glass Doors. She was carrying a naked Franz Mullar over her
shoulder and under her arm a bundle of Tra’s cloths.

 

          Romana
was in the middle of the Library and looked at both teams as they
converged in the center. “Well done!” she said “…‘the Activation
Event’ has been eliminated… ” but she fell silent as she saw what
was over Annie’s shoulder.

 

Franz on Annie’s shoulder was beginning to come round and mumble
incoherently as she laid him out on the Library Bench in front of
Jane, who looked down the length of the naked Man. Then went back
to reading her Book whilst listening to the conversation.

 

For the first time Romana noticed two Tra’s and was perplexed,
then noted the differences and looked to Tra for an
explanation..

 

“…This!” said Tra pointing to the Man on the bench “…Is Franz
Mullar, and he is my Grandfather!…”

 

Romana’s mouth dropped open and went wide eyed saying “Tra! What
have you done?” as she inspected the Man sprawled across the
Bench.

 

Murray took the opportunity to leave, patting Tra on the back as
he did and went to Gym’s Shower Rooms. Tra waved at him then
refocused on Romana who was tittering on apoplexy at what she
supposed was an ‘eSpace’ prime directive being disobeyed.

 

Tra held up this hand in her direction and said “…I saved his
life! …He was going to be hung for a Crime he didn’t commit
…And  we need to drop him off in the new World somewhere
around the 1880’s mark would be good, but any later and I don’t
think he could stand the strain in readjusting to the time
difference. We need to put some time and distance between him and
this time period, and his alleged crime, but not that much.”

 

Romana was taken aback with the situation she found herself in
and baulked at the request Tra had just made, then looking back to
him said “Why did you change the time line Tra this could have
major consequences! …And we can’t just pick a year and go to it
just like! I’ve explained we can only target major events in
time.”

 

Tra grinned and said “Yes we can, and No! I haven’t…”

 

Romana looked confused and Tra went on “…This much I know from
my Dad, and that was my Grandfather came over from Germany as an
immigrant, and was a good and well respected Taylor in Brooklyn,
New York. He died at the ripe old age of Eighty Seven and had
married and buried three wives in that time. They all bore between
him fifteen children.”

 

…Tra pointed to the Man on the Bench Tra said “…And this is him
laying on that trestle, and he didn’t die on the gallows in London
on November in 1864. If he did then I wouldn’t be here!…”

 

"I need to test him!" said Romana and picked up Franz's wrist
then licked it and placed a thumb on the wet mark she then said
turned to Tra "I need to test you as well…." and took Tra's wrist
at the same time. Then lifting it up to her mouth she lick it as
well, then placed her thumb over his wet wrist. Within a second her
eyes glazed over then Romana went ridged and stopped breathing.
During the process she went as white as a sheet. Jane looked on
amazed at what she was seeing and knew in her heart Romana was
comparing their DNA. 

 

Romana opened her eyes and dropping their wrist’s looked
directly at Tra and said “…This can’t be!…”, but she was cut of by
him saying “… Yes it is!…‘Romana’ …He is my maternal
grandfather!”

 

          Tra was
grinning at Romana who just stood there rubbing at her thumbs and
continued “…And Yes we can ‘just pick a year’ and ‘Yes we can just
go like that’!” he paused looking at a confused Romana, and went
on. “…‘Romana!’ … You people don’t work with Dates even though
you travel in time! You’re to close to the problem to see a
Solution!…”. Smiling at her Tra then turned and walked over to the
Library section marked ‘History’. After scanning the shelf for a
second pulled out a Book and put it on the Table in front of Jane
saying “Can you read that for me? I’ll give you Ten Minutes…” Jane
looked up and nodded.

 

Tra then lifting up the rags he was wearing said “Dead Mans
Clothing only get washed once then never again ‘Phew’…” he said
“…I’ve got to get out of them, they really do stink awful.” and he
started to wander off towards the showers saying “I’ll be back in
ten minutes!” Stopping at the Library’s exit to Conference Room he
turned saying “…Oh, and By the Way! …The Relic is available for
collection one week from ‘the Focal Event’ and can be collected
from the Parsonage in…” he stopped and looked confused, then
scratched his head and looked to Annie saying. "Annie? What was
that village the Reverend Sharp lived in? … You never told
me!".

 

Annie looked at Tra "Suberton" she responded then looking back
to Romana said "Just out side London. About Thirty Five miles to
the South West … On the Great Western Road. The Reverend Sharp
lives in the Parsonage. It’s easy to find. It’ll be the Second
biggest House in the Village. The biggest being the Church!…"

 

“…And what’s the biggest one then?” said Romana sarcastically.
“Why that will be the Manor House!” said Annie smugly with a slight
grin on here face.” Jane from behind her Book smiled and reflected
‘Romana, the ‘tCouncils’ representative, really had no idea about
the basic core of the subject she was supposed to be an expert on’
and considered why she was selected for this mission?

 

“Right!…” said Tra observing them playing with Romana. “Anyhow
it’s there ..And!" he said with a mischievous glint in his eye
"Send Anabel to collect it. They hate 'Black-a-moor's and it'll
give that over ripe pompous idiot Sharp a lesson he seriously
needs!.." with that Tra finally walked out of the Library.

 

“We need to sort him out!" said Romana pointing to naked Franz
still moaning on the Table in front of Jane who had started to read
the Book Tra had given her. Her original black book at her side
ignored for the moment. Romana continued "…He needs to be washed
and clothed." Looking at Smithy she continued "Could you perhaps
assist him?…”

 

          …Smithy
nodded then grabbed the unconscious Man from the Bench and threw
him over his Shoulder…

 

Jane took the opportunity to lay her Book, and the one Tra had
given her, back on the Bench and continued reading. “I’ll take him
to the Showers!” said Smithy smiling at what Jane had just
done.

 

Looking at Romana Smithy said “…This poor fellow really does
stink. I’ll leave him in a shower cubical with the water running on
him. That’ll wake him up and I’ll stay outside giving him
instructions on how to wash himself, probably never done it before.
The chap will be so confused when he comes round from Annie’s neck
pinch and he wont have a clue.”, but Franz was already coming back
to a state of confused consciousness and on the way to the showers
began screaming at the top of his lungs, but all Smithy did was pat
his Bum as he carried him saying. “…There, there It’ll be alright.
You’ll See! We’ll have a nice shower and I can tell you all about
it!…”, but Franz didn’t hear any of this and just continued to
Scream.

 

Annie looked round at Abdul and Mohammed. They stank to and she
said “Come on Boys we ain’t to fresh ourselves!” and walked out
following Smithy and Franz into the Gym and the Showers. As they
followed Smithy through the Gym all they could see was Franz
frantically trying to escape this Demon. He was now convince he
really was in Hell and crying desperately to God for forgiveness.
Annie’s heart went out to the him.

 

anabel’s mission statement.

 

All that was left in the Library now was John, Anabel, Romana
and Jane. Muggles was situated up in the Books high in the racks
asleep. It was warmer up there, he liked it, and could see
everything that was going on. Currently through closed eyes he was
listening to his ‘Mistress’ speak.

 

Jane looked to Romana and said "…You can tell read the DNA of a
Body just by licking and holding your thumb against a person's
skin?" Romana nodded and said "Yes my spittle is the base line and
‘my nits’ report on the difference. Soon you'll be able to do that,
and a whole lot more with you enhanced senses!" Romana then turned
and scrambled up to the side of the silver Globe.

 

…Anabel glanced at the Library Exit and listened to the
hysterical screaming that was slowly receding then looking back to
Romana said “What did Tra mean by the word 'Black-a-moor'… ".

 

Romana was adjusting the outer dial on the Rods that surrounded
the Silver Globe and stopped, she was deep in thought, then
shrugging her shoulders said “…I don’t know?”. Jane spoke up saying
"…A 'Black-a-moor' was the name generally given to a Black Servant,
or Black Slave, or Arab in the 1800's…”

 

John’s muscles flinched on his face as he looked at Jane said “I
suppose its better than ‘nigger’…”. Jane shook her head saying “Not
that much actually ‘John’. It’s still a derogatory term! The only
difference is that Black people in this time period used to call
themselves ‘niggers’… but no one else did?”.

 

John shock his head in despair then looked towards the Silver
Globe and Romana‘s antics. Jane glanced up at what Romana was doing
as well then looked back to her Book and said absent mindedly
“…Looks like they're got one hell of a story to tell". “Can't
wait!" said Romana as she reached round and moved the focusing ring
on Val’taVille.

 

Immediately the Val’taVille unit went out one standard week.

 

The Brown Blobs on the Glass Door moved away and out abruptly
then stopped. Romana looked puzzled at the result saying “There was
nothing there? The event had dissipated this far out!" Jane smiled
and suggested she recalibrate the standard to twenty four hours a
day and not twenty nine. Romana did and the Brown Blobs on the
Glass Doors shot back to where they were. As Romana readjusted the
Rings, the Brown Blobs on the Library Glass Door shot out again,
but the went out a smaller distance this time.

 

Jane from behind her Book thought ‘Romana! Has really got a lot
to learn on her specialist subject?' and her grin became wider. A
second later it was wiped off her face when she looked up at the
Great Silver Globe floating inside its metal Rods and Spikes.

 

          The
London Brick Wall came back into view Wall, but instead of it being
viewed in the Library Doors it was wrapped round the outside of the
Globe.

 

It was the last point of contact with the now dissipating event
and was the same ‘Brick Wall’ they’d seen earlier, but it was
older. Jane just knew it somehow and for the second time today she
ignored her Book, and the one Tra had given her to read.

 

The view in the globe held everyone and they all stared at it
with intense fascination. Then the Val’ta unit backed away from the
‘Red Wall’ and a vast Cavern with deep black pools of Water opened
up beneath them, then without warning it engulfed the viewer.

 

          …It came
as a shock, and every one felt sick at the ‘Plunge’, and the sense
of ‘Vertigo’ the view induced. “I can’t watch dis’ shit!” said
Anabel “Just tell me when we fuckin' get there!… ” she then turned
away and looked at the Library Glass Doors that had the normal
‘Brown Blobs’ floating past the glass panels.

 

John sat on the bench facing away from ‘the Globe’ and watched
his Sister.

 

Romana absent-mindedly and with glazed eyes, looked in Anabel’s
direction and said  “…OK, Could you get changed to collect the
Relic? … I suggest you put on a Fema Robe to collect it.
They’re only made of Cotton and wont cause any fractures in the
time line, should it be mislaid. I don’t expect any problems for
‘the retrieval’, but to be on the safe side!” Her glazed eyes
looked in John’s direction and she continued “…‘John’ can you get
changed as well? …And be her back up, but from within the Library…
We wont be ‘spinning-off-to-anchor’ for the collection!…”

 

John and Anabel nodded then went into the Gym to get dressed,
they were both happy to be away from the Globe. Even John had felt
sick as he looked into that vast Cavern earlier.

 

          …Jane
looked from the pair leaving and back to the Globe. Deep Nausea
gripped her again, but she couldn’t take here eyes of the view it
projected.

 

Inside the vast Cavern the view started to turn and Jane held on
to the Bench as the Val’ta unit slowly, and with deliberation
turned space round on itself. The view inside Cavern was replaced
by vast pools and then what looked like the inside of the roof on
the floor as it began to rush by.

 

The image of the globe then spun round backwards on itself, and
turned again. Jane gripped the table edge harder. The roof view
moved in closer and tuned into what looked like a close up of the
rock face and slowly got closer showing the roof was made from
gravel and it moving past the concave view very fast.

 

The gravel view slowly changed again and shifted up to show and
a vast  Road made of Gravel that stretched of into the
distance with trees and Houses either side. Then Jane noticed it
became even faster, and faster down the road as the point of
reference the Val’ta projected changed.

 

Jane couldn’t take her eyes of the projection as it flew along
the Great West Road out of London. It was travelling at an alarming
rate as the miles raced past and only changed when it appeared to
crash into huge Fog banks now and then. Smashing out them on the
other side.

 

          …Coming
out of one dense fog cloud a small Village came into view and the
Globe’s speed slowed. Then a Church was seen and a Larger House
next to that. The centre of the Globe was focused on the Large
House and spun round it before moving to the next House. It flew
round this one twice lining up the front Door. Then the view
stopped and facing a gate it slowly went through it.

 

Jane was tense with excitement as the view hardly travelling at
all moved up the garden path and eventually came to a gently halt
against the imposing black Front Door.

 

On it was a massive brass knocker of a Boars head with a ring in
its mouth.

 

-Suberton .-

 

It was one week after the Newgate hanging and the Reverend Sharp
still wasn't himself. It had just turned eight o'clock and his
clock had just finished its chimes. He was in his front Parlour and
reflected to himself that it was exactly one week ago that Franz
Mullar was Hung. Shaking himself to focus he continued to read the
local Paper, but couldn’t concentrate on it.

 

          …Putting
it down he was in deep thought. ‘Yesterday’ he reflected 'his
Sunday summon wasn't very good, even he knew it! True it was well
attended, but that he knew was just curiosity from his
Parishioners. They all knew something had happened at the Hanging,
but he would confide in no one and he knew the Local Gossip went
wild with Speculation!’ He set his Jaw grimly and continued that
vein of thought ‘Gossip is the Devils tool! …And he’d have to put a
stop to that!’ Sighing he picked up his Paper and began to try to
read it again.

 

At this moment in time he was depressed, and felt sorry for
himself.

 

Then he started to hear a noise. It was like a door opening and
it began as a loud creak, then got louder, and louder, and it just
kept going, and going. ‘No door could open like that!’ he thought.
Then without warning the opening door slammed shut. It was a dull
thump of echo and it shook the house to its foundations, and the
slamming noise came from his front Door. He threw the Paper down in
anger to see what damage, if any, had been done to his house and
especially his front Door.

 

Looking out of the Parlour he stared into the Hall way. It was
normal just like it always was. Then there was a knock on the front
door, he stepped out into the Hallway and went to open it. When he
was halfway down the hall he realised his Door was now a glass
panelled door, and he didn’t have one of them.

 

As the Reverend Sharp looked at the new door in disbelief it
opened, but the wrong way. The next thing he saw, was a black girl
in a white robe standing in the 'not his' door way and she left it
'ajar' behind her as she casually walked into his Hall Way, into
his House!…

 

The Reverend saw her come in completely uninvited, he was livid
‘…Who's servant was this that come knocking at my door, then lets
herself in' he thought.

 

          …Then he
took another look at the Front Door. It was where his Front Door
should be and it really was opening the wrong way ‘…But that light
behind it was so beautiful' he thought …And then noticed the young
Boy peeping out from behind an imposing Stallion of a Blackman also
dressed in white. Looking from the Black man back to the Boy he
thought ‘What an angelic looking child’.

 

Then the Black-girl walked up the Hallway and now stood before
him and he had to refocus his attention to her and away from the
Boy. He was annoyed by the distraction and forced himself to look
at her. He noted she was dressed in a white gown just like the
Black Stud who still stood in the other Door. The Revered had never
seen anything like it. Then the insolent Black girl without
introducing herself said "…You ave’ an ‘Object’ dat’s not yours,
and I has’ to take it back, now!" The girl then arrogantly held out
her hand to him.

 

Reverend Sharp was appalled by her belligerent attitude and
said. "You are in the house of a servant of God, and you will show
me some respect."

 

"…And YOU!" said the Black Girl rocking her head side to side
"Can kiss my shinny black arse! …The ‘cross’ NOW! …White Meat, or
I'll kick your slimy Butt from here to London - YOU DIG ME -
Honky!"

 

Reverend Sharp was abashed no Black-a-moor was going to talk to
him like that, even though he didn’t understand half of what she
said, but what he did know, was that it was disrespectful. Standing
up straight he looked her in the eye and said. "…God gave me a
calling here on Earth and that was to educate inferior creatures
like you into his bountiful mercy. You will respect me Girl because
I represent the Church and the Word of God here on Earth. The
Church has been given, by God to the White Man, and we Minister it
on his behalf…”

 

          He
stepped back from the girl and turned around. Then completing the
turn he seemed to grow as he looked down at this loath-some
creature in front of him.

 

Fuming with anger the Reverend said “…We are your superior in
every way. You should ask to kneel at my feet Girl and ask for
God’s Mercy!  You Inferior Blacks, don't deserve his divine
wisdom and glory, but in Jesus name ‘I’ offer it to You!.. KNEEL
GIRL : AND I'LL — FORGIVE YOU! YOUR INSOLENCE — IN — HIS —
NAME!!"

 

He looked at the Black girl and noticed that she held her ground
with her head cocked to one side. He saw a searing contempt into
his eyes and was horrified at her lack of respect for a Man of God.
The Rev took a step forward and slapped her. He was very angry now,
for her blasphemy, and insolence towards him, and the word of
God!.. To his amazement she held his hand mid air, but never took
her eyes off him once.

 

          The
Reverend looked up at his hand being held there by hers and slowly
lowered his eyes to the Black girl who seemed to be growing in
stature. The girl then stepped forward and her eyes were now just
inches away from his own.

 

Anabel glared at him and said "God's a Black Man! - YOU fuckin'
piece of White trash! - And YOU! work for a Black Man! - All people
are to given respect White Meat! - And that means you to you
fuckin’ Honky! - You have been given a Second chance to get your
fuckin' act together, don't throw it all away! - I will take that
thing, by force if necessary. GET IT NOW!… "

 

          …
And with that Anabel flung his Arm and Hand away from her with such
a force that the Reverend found he was thrown on to his back in the
Hall. She then stepped forward and stood over him seething with
hatred.

 

He shuddered with fear and terror at this demonic creature
hovering above him. At any second, he surmised - She could kill
him, without a seconds thought! - And that, would by that. No one
would know. Or be able to do anything about it. She'd came in
through his front door and she'd leave the same way. He immediately
realised that she was above any ‘Man’ made ‘Law’ on ‘Earth’ and he
felt very small and vulnerable beneath her. He'd never seen such
venom like that in anyone before, and he was at her mercy. 'One
wrong move and he'd be dead' he thought then '…this Black Girl had
a serious problem!'

 

Lying on the floor with a Black-girl standing above him in
judgment he considered how she'd become like this. He'd never seen
a Blackamoor act this way before. She was looking down on him as if
he was some sort of low life. She didn’t seem to realise that the
White Man was superior.

 

Sharp felt like a naughty child and laying there he realised he
had no recourse. He was a small insignificant human who had no
choice in any judgment made over him and he was her 'Slave!' - He
was just like a her 'Black' slave. That thought brought him to a
halt and he put himself in the position of a 'Black' who had no
choice.

 

          …
And he saw it from her point of view and realised the 'Blacks' were
like that because ‘he/they’ treated them like inferiors. What she
was doing to him now, is what in his own mind, he did to them. He'd
made them into mindless Beast of the field and in his mind kept
them there. The reason? - Was, that you can't educate Beasts only
use them.

 

He took that argument further …She was a powerful human being
and only considered him to be a mindless Beast. She was Black and
her attitude to him was the result of 'his' attitude to the
'Blacks' and Beast’s of the field. She didn't have a serious
problem. He did! …And in that moment it all made sense.

 

The Reverend Sharp looked up to her and held his hand up in
submission, as he scrambled up on his knees and keeping his head
low he stood up straight, but didn’t meet her eyes. "I'm so sorry!"
he said still looking down "I'll get 'the Cross' straight Away!".
Turning his back on her he went into the Parlour and retrieved the
Cross from under the Chair. Coming out put it carefully in her hand
and only then did he cautiously look into her eyes.

 

“My second cha, chance… " he said stammering "… Is, is Hard,
woo, Work! …But I thank you for the lesson!" Anabel grunted turned
and walked towards ‘his/her’ front Door. Looking at her go he
remembered what she'd said 'God's a Black Man' he mused over it and
laughed, then laughed again.

 

Anabel looked back at the Madman, and sneered.

 

He was in a World of his own and never noticed her look back.
'He could never use it' he thought '… But what a spring board this
could be for next weeks sermon!' and pondered on it. "Thank you! -
thank you! - thank you!" he said looking only to see her step go
into ‘his/her’ front door, and close it forcefully behind her. In a
second the light was cut of and the Hallway was plunged back into a
Monday morning again.

 

“God's a Black Man! …And I work for a Black Man!" he said it
allowed this time and laughed even louder! Then he considered what
he'd just said and abruptly stopped laughing. He also though about
what had just happened in the last few minutes and he became very
serious. What had just happened? How close to Death had he really
been? …He answered himself "… Very!" and came out in a cold
sweat.

 

God, he mused was testing his faith, and in his mind he'd
learned a valuable lesson today. He began to feel a little better
about himself and thought 'the World needed changing'. He'd start
by changing it in his sermons on Sundays and from his Ministry he'd
begin the process one person at a time and would preach ‘Racial
Toleration’ starting with the ‘Irish’. He hummed a song as he went
back into the Parlour to write his next sermon.

 

The Gardeners Son saw all this from the kitchen and thought 'the
Dog 'thing' was bad enough, but this? He would just forget it all
"…It never happen …IT NEVER! HAPPENED!" he said quietly, but
earnestly to himself and got back to blacking the Stove.

 

frustration.

 

Anabel walked back into the Library and slammed the Glass Door’s
behind her. Nodding to John she said “…Fuckin’ piece of white
trash!”. John patted his sister on the shoulder and left the
Library to get changed. Anabel alone looked back at the glass
Library Doors, but all that was on the other side was the ‘Brown
Static Blobs’ floating around going no-where fast.

 

…She crossed the room to Romana and gave her the Cross. Who in
turn hung it on one of thirteen Hooks that now adorned the Balcony.
“One down. Twelve more to go." Romana said.

 

“These good ol' White Boys from that Century have a lot to learn
about us Coloured Folk." said Anabel.

 

“They never did!" said Jane pulling her nose out of Tra’s
History Book. "It wasn't until the late 1960's before you get some
form of equality for 'Black' people! - Martin Luther? - Know
him?.."

 

“NO!" said Anabel forcibly "…And I don't need to know Him
Neither! …What did he ever do for Me? - WELL - I'LL - TELL - YOU -
GIRL - NOTHING! - THAT'S WHAT!" Anabel then stormed out of the
Library and into the Gym without a seconds glance.

 

Jane just looked knowingly at Romana then turned back to her
Book.

 

Romana smiled at Jane and went back to adjusting the tendrils
around the Globe. She was perplexed and confused by what had just
happened. ‘These Primitives from the twentieth century moaning
about skin colour!…' she thought '…What had That! - Got to do with
Anything?'

 

time travelling.

 

A while later when they were all dressed and showered, and some
form of normality had resumed in the Gym. Tra walked back into the
Library. Jane was still there reading as was Romana who was waiting
nervously for Tra by the ‘Silver Globe’ called the Val’taVille.
Romana was desperate for him to explain how he could pick a year,
and travel to it, and in turn drop of his Grandfather at the same
time. ‘Just like That?’. She reflected it couldn’t be done! …And
she reflected ‘If they couldn’t they where in big trouble with
Tra’s Grandfather on board!’ She was tense.

 

“OK!” said Tra clapping his hands together looking to the Silver
Globe then over to Romana. “…‘Romana’…” he said “You said yesterday
‘the Val’ta can only target time Events!’ …Well from this point in
time I need you to plot with that 3D Projector in the Conference
Room an overlay of the World you showed us earlier, and I need you
to project all the time events from ‘this’ point on…” but he was
cut off by Romana with a hint of hysteria in her voice and said
“Tra! - That wont show you anything of Value!”. Tra continued
calmly “…Now that the ‘Time Dam’ has been removed!…”

 

Tra looked at Jane, then Romana and said “Trust me it will work!
Now we all need to go to the Conference Room for this part. So if
you and ‘Jane’ with the History Book I gave her earlier, please
follow me?”

 

Jane got Muggles down from the Book Racks ready to move, but the
speaker on the receptionist Desk buzzed loudly. Jane looked round
enquiringly at it, then back to Romana who seemed to deflate right
in front of them.

 

Romana had no idea what Tra was trying to do, and was convinced
that what ever it was. ‘It Was Doomed!’ to failure, because what he
wanted the 3D Projector to do, made no sense. Looking round and
with a deep sense of dread Romana said “Val’ta …From this point
assist ‘any’ team member without prior approval. We’re all in this
mess together now!” and glared at Tra.

          …Standing
in front of an increasingly confused Tra and Jane. Romana said “We
don’t need to use the 3D Projector over the table in the Conference
Room. The Val’taVille unit here can provide a better display.”

 

The speaker on Desk buzzed again and the Silver Globe became a
Map of the Earth with Blue Sea’s and miniature Land Mass’s. Tra and
Jane’s Jaw’s dropped at the unimaginable detail that was presented
on the Globe.

 

          …Muggles
climbed back up the Shelves and watched in fascination as the
coloured lines of various colours slowly crept through the surround
metal grid and the tendrils that the Globe was suspended inside.
They oozed colour onto the Earth’s surface. Various colours flared
and expanded on the Earth as it slowly turned.

After a while of colours mixing, and mashing, then vanishing,
whilst others melded and vanished. Tra said “Hold! …And rewind.”
The Earth started to turn back and the Colours went back into the
surrounding tendril stand. Tra walked up to the Globe and said
“Stop!…” he looked round and said “Ok Jane over to you!” then
looking back to the Earth Globe said “Location the Indonesia
Islands something Major happened. On the Island of Java in the
India Ocean. You can see a huge Red Bloom sprang up and its
tendrils began to spread out across the World.”

 

Jane nodded and said “This is fascinating!” She was still
standing with the Book in her Hand. Looking down she flipped it
open and started scanning it.

 

Tra looked back to her smiling and said “Well? Jane! … What
could cause such an event to occur. It alone spreads round the
World dissipating, but sometimes ‘Flares up’ with a bright
intensity some time into the Future. On those flares, only the
Northern Hemisphere seems to be affected?..

 

Jane looked coldly at what she was seeing then flicked the pages
of the Book in her hand. She then looked at the Island then looked
back to the Book turning pages back and forth as she did. After a
while she said “The reason the Northern Hemisphere was affected as
well was because of crop failure. It represents people starving,
but not dying. The Plume we also saw earlier indicated it was a
near thing, but not catastrophic. The only thing that could cause
that was an Earth Event i.e. the Atmosphere being polluted by Dust.
The Main Event we see was the Indian Ocean was the 1883 eruption of
the Volcano Krakatoa.

 

…Earlier we saw the Event build. So that would be in May 1883
and the massive red Plume you’ve held the Display on is when it
reaches its peak and spreads out. The calendar date we’re looking
would be August 26 at 10:02 AM (local time). When Krakatoa, west of
Java, explodes with a force of 1,300 megatons. 163 villages are
destroyed and over 36,380 people are killed. The entire Island is
blown of the face of the Earth!…”

 

“…But you can’t know That!” that said Romana looking at Jane
with concern.

 

“…Yes I Can!” said Jane dryly “…From this point in time i.e.
1870, to that red Plume of destruction indicated on the Globe is a
Major Event that was never paralleled in that Part of the World.
The repercussions that followed it affected every inhabited
Continent with the Volcanic Dust going high into the upper
atmosphere. For several years the Weather round the Earth changed.
It got colder and as a result Crops failed. What your seeing is the
Krakatoa Volcano Explode and the Date is written down. We Have a
focal point!…” Romana looked at back to the Globe then back to Jane
again, but said nothing her face said it all.

 

She was impressed, but yet to be convinced.

 

Jane smiling returned her eyes to the Globe and said “…And now
I’ll get us to the end of 1800’s, give or take.” Then looking up
she said “Val’ta rewind slowly! …But focus only on North America.”
The colours ran back into the Metal Tendrils from the Earth Display
on the Globe and Jane studied them intently saying now, and again
“Slower, Slower…” till she abruptly said “Val’ta Hold!… and mark
this spot if you would!…”

 

Shown was a White Plume over New York, that centred on Brooklyn
and the White Tendrils where poised to run out in all directions
across America. Another Blue one with the same potential was
centred over Denver at the same Date. There were others, but none
started at the same point.

 

“…What are we looking at?” said Romana who was becoming excited
now, but still not convinced that it could be that easy.

 

Jane smile broadened and said “…The Denver one is fascinating
and I propose that it the Birth of one Douglas Fairbanks, Sr.”
Romana looked confused.

 

         
Continuing Jane said “…He was a famous American actor,
screenwriter, director and producer, best known for his
swashbuckling roles in silent films such as ‘The Thief of Baghdad’,
‘Robin Hood’, and ‘The Mark of Zorro’. He was an astute businessman
and the founding member of United Artists.”

 

Romana stopped her saying “We need proof Jane, this is just
supposition!”

 

Jane continued looking at Romana “…Fairbanks was also ‘a
founding member’ of ‘The Motion Picture Academy’…” glancing down at
her book she flicked several pages as she went, then looking back
up she said “…Val’ta run the sequence forward, but very, very
slowly…”

 

Blue tendrils ran all across America and Jane watched with keen
interest, then said “Hold!..” and looking around at them all said
“…Note the blue Tendrils going in and out of Hollywood in this time
zone, or date?”

 

They all saw a mass of Blue confusion and nodded.

 

Holding up her Book she flicked through several, pages again
mumbling to herself. Then Jane looked back to Romana and said “He’s
your proof…” and looking over to the Globe again she continued
“Val’ta I need a physical center on that location being shown!…”
The Earth rushed up and Hollywood panned out and the Blue lines
converged on a Building. Then the building resolved itself and a
sign above it read ‘the Hollywood Roosevelt Hotel’ . “Yup!” said
Jane “Just as I thought, and it’s Proof…” and smiled at Romana
saying “…Fairbanks hosted the first Oscars Ceremony in 1929 in the
Hollywood Roosevelt Hotel… and its written here in black and
white!”

 

Jane held up the Book to Romana. Who took it and read the
passage, then looked back to the picture of the Hotel on the Globe.
Romana nodded. She was greatly impressed with Jane had just done
and it was the proof she needed. She physically relaxed as she let
this child play in time.

 

Jane continued her monologue now reading from memory saying
“…With his marriage to Mary Pickford in 1920, the couple became
Hollywood royalty with Fairbanks constantly referred to as "The
King of Hollywood. Hence the Blue Blood Tendril’s going outward
from his Birth Date!

 

…He alone brought the new Media of films and entertainment into
peoples lives and was on of the first great Celebrities and was one
of the lynch pins to begin the Movie Business!” Jane was silent as
she studied the links that the tendrils made and said to herself
“…Absolutely Incredible!”

 

Tra looked at Jane and “Yes! ‘Incredible’ but what about the
White plume?”

 

Jane dragged her eyes away from the Globe to Tra and said “Oh!
Yes, sorry Tra I got distracted!” Looking up she said “Val’ta
please rewind to the saved previous point!..” and she looked back
to the Book. Jane stood there for several seconds flicking through
several dozen pages. When she finished reading she looked back up
to the White Plume and said “That’s the opening of ‘The Brooklyn
Bridge’ on May 24 the 1883 at 2:00 PM and it was a major Epoch
event for that Year. It changed the way ‘New York’ fitted in with
the Continent of the United States and was opened by President
Arthur, and a Governor Cleveland?..”

 

Shrugging he shoulders "… Going on!" she intoned “…It took 13
years to build, cost approximately $15 million and was described as
the ‘8th wonder of the World’ when it was completed on May 24,
1883. It was the longest

 

suspension bridge of its time and spanned the East River in New
York to Brooklyn, and Manhattan. It was over 1,595 foot between the
towers. It was huge, and I can’t wait to see it!..”

 

Jane looked to Tra and said “…If we go there I suggest we reset
the arrival time for minus nine Hours and find a Workman’s Hut in
one of the many work Sites and Yards that will still be surrounding
the Brooklyn Tower. The New York side, I feel will have to may
people milling around it. Your Grandfather can cross the newly
opened Bridge later to get to ‘New York’ where you say he
lived?”

 

Tra nodded at Jane, then looked back to Romana saying “The
that’s a good ‘Focal Target’ isn’t it? …Yes? …So we can ‘just go to
1883 now’. Can’t we 'Romana'?… ” She nodded meekly at him and
thought ‘What Tra had proposed, and Jane had just done was
impossible? What had they where now proposing to do was impossible,
but they were all still going to do it anyhow!’ 

 

          …Romana
felt like she was in a dream as she looked up the ceiling saying
“Val’ta mark the Event id no:001d”. The speaker above them buzzed
as did the speaker on the receptionist’s Desk. Jane looked
concerned at them, but Tra just grinned at Romana as he went back
into the Gym.

 

Romana stood in the Library and wondered what had just happened?
And considered just how come, no else in ‘the Magisterium’ had ever
thought of doing what Tra and Jane had just done, but to follow the
new ‘flight plan’ would take time.

 

          …She
quietly reflected on the ‘flight plan’ that the ‘tCouncil’ had
given her for ‘the Relic recovery schedule’ and remembered that
they where most insistent that she followed it to the letter. The
Val’ta unit called it ‘the Mission Statement’. Setting her Jaw
tight Romana thought to herself that ‘the Mission Statements’ been
disrupted, and was totally thrown out of kilter.’

 

She took the argument further and wondered what the consequence
of this diversion would be, but acknowledged one ray of hope. When
this mess was over they could still get back on schedule. In
considering the Schedule her mind drifted to Tra’s Grandfather and
his presents in ‘the Acorn’ was a worry.

 

Brooklyn.

 

Romana considered her next course of action, she had to rid her
self of Franz as soon as possible. "Next stop America!" she said to
her self and stepped onto the rostrum reaching over she put her
hand on the outer ring. 'Now!' she thought 'setting up that time
slot and getting there might be problematic, but if she re-adjusted
the 'T' vector and slid the upper dial all the way round.' She
moved the outer ring half way and was bringing the other up as she
reached over to other side! ‘It was awkward to get!' she Mused!

 

Val'taVille sported **What do you think you are doing
…Romana?**

 

…Flushed with embarrassment Romana said “Thought I’d have a go
at the calculations!” The speaker above Romana clicked once and she
stepped off the Rostrum. Romana looked hurt by the Val'ta reprimand
and said "OK! - You do it Then!…"

 

**Instructions:** sported Val'ta.

 

Romana looking up to the Speaker in the ceiling said “Val’ta set
course for the White Event saved id:001d, minus nine standard
hours. Location the Brooklyn Bridge Tower. Set Down Point the
furthest Building within the working complex.” The speaker buzzed
and Romana continued “Begin!… Calculations. Execute on my command!
Confirm Programme ID. “Val’taVille 001d Brooklyn…”

 

The speaker buzzed again, in Confirmation!

 

Romana looked up painfully and sported **I could have done
it**

Val'ta responded **Yes, but I've just completed it.** and with
that the Rings Spun and stopped round the Globe in a Blur. Romana
stamped her foot, just a little bit …And from behind her black Book
Jane smiled.

 

in the gym.

 

Anabel was still upset, but over what? she couldn't say …
But she was fuming and bustling around in the Gym like an old
hen.

 

Franz was coming out of the showers drying himself and had a
towel round his waist. Looking up at the Women in the room he
ducked back in and came out wearing a Robe. ‘How quaint!' thought
Annie who noticed him go back into the Shower Room.

 

Tra was coming back out of the Library after leaving Romana and
Jane.

 

Annie, Mohammed and Abdul where sitting on a cot in the far
corner *linking* quietly to them selves.

 

Sitting besides Sara's cot on a spare cot Murray was talking to
her. He’d changed and showered ages ago and between mouthfuls of a
huge sandwich he’d made he was telling her all about their first
'assignment', and what they did, and how they succeeded in bringing
Tra's Grandfather back with them, and how they were going to drop
him of in America later.

 

          …During
his story he glanced down to her now and again, but all she was
going was just looking up in to the ceiling, and said nothing. He
doubted whether she even registered his presents next to her. Then
Sara sat up and screamed, everyone looked round in shock. Murray
almost had a Heart attack as he fell off the cot.

 

Romana was there in a heartbeat. Sara looked to her and said
"What sort of shit was that Romana?" Murray just looked up to
Romana bemused his Sandwich for the moment forgotten. Romana looked
from him then down to Sara smiling said "How are you then?"

 

As Sara stared up the entire room pressed in on her! …All these
emotions. …All these feeling's …And she was drowning in the middle
of them all. Holding her head in her hands she screamed, and
shouted for everyone to stop pressing in on her.

 

          …Franz
Mullar wandered over and touched her hand, the out pouring of
concern he felt almost killed her there and then. Pulling her hand
away from him she fell of her cot and stumbling to her feet ran out
of the Gym. Sara instinctively made her way to the Library. She
knew in her heart it was quieter there. Romana was behind her and
asked Jane to take her ‘Kat’ and go to the Gym, and to please close
the Door on the way out!..

 

Jane looked up at Sara, then to Romana and without a word closed
the Book and instructed Muggles to follow her, and left.

 

When the Room was silenced and the only din was a drone coming
from the Gym. Romana quietly looked at Sara and capping her
emotions said with a neutral tone in her voice "Use your 'Cowl' -
Sara!"

 

“What's a fucking 'Cowl?'…" Sara shouted as she held her head in
her hands and shock it from side to side. The out-pouring of
‘concern’ she still felt from the Gym was over powering her, and it
beginning to over-load her Mind. "Make it stop!.." she shouted
again "…Make it fuckin' STOP!"

 

Romana breathed in and said at length “…Sara …You've meet a
'copy' of the Divine Being during your installation!…"

 

“NO!" shouted Sara and for a second Sara felt frustration coming
from Romana, but only for a second and in that second Sara reeled
back from her as if she’d been hit and covered her face. Then
putting her hands back on her head she looked at Romana with hatred
in her eyes.

 

Romana continued evenly "You visited a room of light with walls
of Crystal, during your Installation?". Sara Nodded still holding
her Head. "What did the Bright Light in the room say to you?"

 

“I don't FUCKING know!" Sara shouted shaking her Hands and her
Head from side to side "… I ran out, before it got me!"

 

Romana was shocked, but kept it to herself. She'd never heard of
anything like this before and then knew Sara had only got half her
Installation before she aborted it! - [She Ran Away!] - She was a
failed installation - She now had procedures to follow to aid Sara,
but first she had to sort out Tra's grandfather because she could
help Sara with him here.

 

“Stay here!…" said Romana evenly "…And try to calm yourself.
Switch off for as long as you can. I've got a job to attend first!"
Romana then got up, walked out of the Library and into the Gym. She
knew what she had to do.

 

problems a foot.

 

Romana swallowed hard and said at length to the assembled group
"She need's to complete her installation. It's incomplete, every
time you feel sorrow or concern or anything else it's like she's
being hit with a hammer.

 

          …She's
empathic she feels your pain, your love, and your hate. She can't
turn it off. So be blank. Have no feelings what so ever towards
her! I can’t sort her out with Franz here. His presents and concern
for her is creating havoc in her mind and causing her torment …And
as long as she in torment I can’t get through to help her.” Franz
looked appalled that he was doing damage and stepped back. Sara let
out a howl of pain from the Library.

 

 

Romana sighed she had to keep everyone in there and became a
magnet for all their tensions as she opened up her mind to them
all. Franz looked confused and distressed then shock his head as
his ears popped. Romana looked evenly at Franz and said "… We have
to set you down first, then I can help Sara!" Romana glanced up and
said "Val'ta execute plan Val'taVille Brooklyn 001d: Issue,
priority One! …Execute!"

 

The Gym seemed to veered off to the Left, but it never really
moved at all.

Romana continuing to look up and said "…Rear access to
‘focal-on-in’ and ‘set-down’ point.". Pausing through gritted teeth
she said "Unit driver discretion approved." From above the speaker
‘sniggered’. Romana knew she couldn’t drive, and take on all the
emotion as well.

 

The view from the Rear Gym Doors was much like the Front Library
Glass Doors, but these where bigger and the Brown Blobs moved past
them at a extraordinary speed.

 

“Now!.." said Romana to Smithy as she **sport** read all their
thoughts "Can we find Franz some Cloths?".

 

          …Snapping
out of a dream Tra said “Just where are these cloths coming from
anyhow?".

 

Smithy grinned and pulled open a set double of sliding doors
that were part of the Gym wall. It was used for sports equipment,
but they were currently empty. “This is what I'm using as a
Wardrobe!" he proudly announced.

 

Everyone just looked blank. Romana knew all the time they were
engaged in this sort of thing Sara was relatively safe from over
exposure to their compassion, and concern that she was currently
attempting to absorb.

 

Smithy closed the Doors and said looking up "Val'taVille
construct: late twelfth century complete peasant garb. Tra's size,
copper currency two units.” and as he closed the door he said
“Proceed…” A second later a slight 'ding!' sounded and Smithy
opened the door. In the center of the Cupboard was a rack and hung
over it was the Brown home spun woollen Garb that a field hand or
peasant would wear. Complete with leg hoses and leather wrap round
Shoes tied crudely with leather straps.

 

          “…That’s
where you made Dinner!” said Jane staring at the cloths then
looking around at the grey walls in wonderment. “Yup!” said Smithy
proudly.

 

Looking in the cupboard Tra thought ‘Rags on a Stick'. Then
moving in and reaching down he picked up two brown disks. "That’s a
lot of Money!" said Smithy. Tra replaced them and Smithy closed the
door then looking up said "Val'ta, recycle and flush!". When he
opened the Doors again there was nothing in Cupboard.

 

“No Washing Up!…” said Jane dryly. Smithy just grinned.

 

“How?" began Anabel looking in side the empty Cupboard and
rubbed her hand over the Grey Walls.

 

“Nanobots or ‘nits’ if you prefer." said Smithy "A special
version of them built the Library and Gym. This version of a ‘nit’
Remakes and Re-builds matter to become any form of material. That
blobby brown stuff you see out there is a use-able form of matter!"
He said it pointing to the stuff travelling past the Glass Doors
then turning back continued “…It’s constructed under guidance from
the Val’ta unit and they can make anything, and in there a second
ago they just made those cloths…”

 

"…This is what I call my Knitting Machine!" Jane, Tra, Murray,
John and Anabel all groaned at the joke.

 

Franz, Abdul, Mohammed, Annie and Romana looked confused by the
comment? Tra pointing at them said "Nits lost it in Translation?"
Half the room was in Hysterics, the other half defiantly
wasn't.

 

Smithy smiled to himself then felt 'the Acorn' slowing down and
quickly closed the Sliding Doors then looking up said “Val'ta
construct: … Middle Eighteenth Century Style, Tailors Outfit,
Needles, Pins, Cotton, Chalk plus ample stores [check data logs on
content] Place in a top opening leather Bag. Provide Top Hat
Flat-Style, Buckled Leather Shoes, Cotton long Johns underwear and
one pair of thick woollen socks, black!…”

 

He paused in thought for a moment and continuing said “…And a
standard heavy winter Coat, also black!” Looking to Franz he said
“It might be warm today out there, but it gets dammed cold in New
York, in the Winter…” Smithy was silent again and pondered a
delicate problem then looking up said “…Coinage! Two Hundred
American Silver Dollars, in a leather Money Belt!…” and nodding to
himself said “…Proceed!”. Looking back at Franz again with a glint
in his eyes said “…That should set you on the right road."

 

Franz now consider that he was really dead, and without a doubt
had gone mad as well. Then the 'ding!' sounded again and Smithy
slid open the Doors revelling the Cloths, Shoes, Coat, Bag and
Money was all there. "Franz get Dressed." he said, but Franz looked
abashed and cast his eyes to the Ladies in the Room. “Oh! I forgot
about your sensitivities!…" said Smithy "Well - Use the Cupboard as
a changing Room then." and ushering him closed the sliding Doors
behind him.

 

          Romana
stole a glance at Tra, and John. They immediately turned and went
into the Fema Room. A few minutes later Franz came out of the
Cupboard looking like a Million Dollars. Which is about what he had
wrapped round his middle. Franz gave Smithy back the Fema robe.
Smithy thanked him and put in on the cloths rack inside the
cupboard and said “Waste not, want not!…”

 

John and Tra came back into the Gym and where dressed in
standard Grey Fema Jump suits with black three-quarter Leather
Boots. As they walked in they wobbled slightly. The Room had nudged
something, but never moved **Whoops Sorry!** sported Val'ta. Romana
swore quietly, she was getting quite good at it! 'These primitives
and their word wrenched games where getting to her!' she thought.
Sara let out a wail again from the Library and Romana cursed as she
realised she’d lost focus and quickly opened up her mind again. As
she did, she also said “We‘ve arrived!..”

 

Everyone walked across the floor to the large glass Gym Doors.
The view now showed a black outline silhouetted against the light
of dawn. Then slowly the silhouette became the outline of a massive
suspension Bridge and they were travelling inches across the top of
the water in a fast flowing river. The Bridge was rushing towards
them.

 

          Jane was
enthralled by its magnificence and stared up at it as they passed
underneath the Structure. Without warning the view swerved round
keeping the Left turret in view. It spiralled up and round it twice
before the scene veered off and went to the rear of the
construction site. The view slowly turned round the farthest
compound and abruptly stopped moving sideways. Coming to a halt it
seemed to hover completely still for a second then falling out of
the sky the view slowly glided down in an curve and the point of
its trajectory was a Hut at the back of the massive Yard.

 

As the view on the door moved in through its crazy arc, it
slowed considerably and a wooden Workman's Hut filled the panoramic
view the Gym Doors offered.

 

As the planks of the Huts came into view the image’s speed
slowed right down, then completely stopped. The planks of the Hut
seemed to wobble and shimmer then became stable again. “Not so easy
as it looks - Val'ta - is it?" said Romana who wasn't happy with
the Val’ta and its driving skills, because up to now Romana had
been guiding ‘the landings’ in her self.

 

happy landings.

 

Tra walked to the Door putting a 'Brother Stick' into his pocket
as he did. At the main Door he looked back to Romana who nodded.
Pushing the Doors open Tra stepped out into the dark Hut. Looking
around he saw it was a room set aside for the workmen to Change and
Eat Dinner. The Clock on the wall said it was five AM local
time.

 

John followed him and the pair of them stood Silently in the Hut
listening. They could hear a dog barking in the distance, and a man
shouting at it to ‘Be Quiet!…’, it was followed by a Bottle being
thrown and smashing, then silence ensued.

 

          …After
one minute of listening to the World local to them that was all
they heard. Tra turned to John and said "Are you ready?" John
nodded at him in the Dark, spun on his heels and was gone out of
the Door in a Flash…

 

the virgin's first time .

 

John was like the wind as he had opened the outside Door, and in
a Blur was gone. Running down the rutted track in the field. He
breathed in the fresh dawn air, and it was good. The Guard Dog he
found by the Main Gate was tied by a running chain. It had just
settled down after barking at the strange noise it had heard
earlier. The Old Dog raised its head when it sensed John approach,
but John was to quick for it and the Dog didn't even get out a
muted ‘Woof…’ as John grabbed its upper shoulder in a neck pinch.
Watching the head loop over and its tongue flop out John calculate
it would be 'unconscious' for just under an Hour. ‘More than enough
time.’ he thought.

 

Turning, and with extraordinary speed he was in the Hut and
found a sleeping Watchman slumped over the Table with a Bottle
still in his Hand. He started to stir even in his Drunken state as
he heard John approach. John applied the same pressure pinch on him
as he had the Dog and watched the Watchman’s Head drop back to the
Table. He then took the Watchman’s Keys.

 

To his left the Padlocked and Chained Gate was all that stood
between Franz and the World. Carefully stepping over the broken
bottle John was a blur as he removed the Padlock and Chain, and
swung open the Gates. He was then was back inside the Hut again
placing the Key, Padlock and Chain on the Table next to the
Watchman, and his empty Bottle.

 

          …
Hopefully when the Watchman woke up he'd think he had forgotten to
lock the Gate. Look at the Bottle and perhaps drink less next
time…

 

John was like the wind and scouted the muddy compound with its
deep rutted tracks and Huts being dismantled. He ran around the
massive fenced compound to ensure it was secure. All this took less
that thirty seconds and in that time he found no one else on the
site.

 

Standing back in the same spot he vanished from sixty Seconds
earlier he was slightly out of breath. Nodded coyly to Tra he
reported "… One Watchman Drunk, sleeping over by the 'main gate'
and his old Dog. Both of them were now 'deeply-asleep' and wouldn't
'come-round' for an Hour at least. The 'main gates' are now open
for Mr Mullar… " John's smile became broader as he went back into
the Gym and patted Franz on the back then wishing him luck send him
out to Tra.

 

Tra looked around as Franz came over. "This is Goodbye Then?"
Franz said. Tra nodded. “Will, We meet again?" said Franz again.
“No!…" was all Tra said then shaking his Grandfathers hand he also
wished him luck. Franz nodded and walked out into the center of hut
and looked back into the light coming from the Glass Door and these
strange People inside that room. He lifted his arm and waved
goodbye to them. The Glass Door's closed and the Hut was plunged
into total darkness. Franz was standing with his hand in the air
staring at a blank wall and looked round. He walked out of it into
early Dawn of a cold Day and was totally confused?

 

          …
One minute he was in Newgate waiting to Hang for a crime he
didn't  committed and the next he was in a Yard next to a Hut
dressed in fine Cloths and wearing a nice warm Coat?..

 

He looked into the distance and saw a massive Bridge and what
could only be New York beyond it. He’d be here briefly once before,
but it looked slightly different this time and dismissed the
thought. Excitedly he thought to himself ‘I've finally got here!
I'm in the New World!'. He stood in the muddy yard for a second
savouring the sweet smelling air, then he realised he had a bag in
his hand. He put in down on the ground and opened it. Squinting in
at in the light dawn light, he was shocked to discover that he
seemed to have a full set of tailoring Instruments and Tools.

 

As Franz stood back up he closed the Bag and re-adjusted the
Belt he had round his Waist. By the weight of it he could feel was
full of Money and from its Bulk it seemed to be a lot.

 

‘This must be the work of God’ Franz thought as he looked round
and continued with this train of thought '…Well if God had given me
a second chance, then I'd better take it!' - "New World - New Name"
he now said out loud "…'Miller!'… I'll call myself 'Frank Miller'
and England and all its corruption can go to Hell…" and with those
words out he spat on the ground in contempt. He walked round the
side of the Hut and followed the rough track down hill to the 'main
gates' that were wide open.

 

In the gloom Frank never saw the sleeping Watchman or his Dog in
the Hut next to the Gate. Because he was looking forward at the
dawn of a new day and as he did Frank Miller walked down the Hill,
and into his new life.

 

-the final programme.-

 

Tra looked at Romana as the Doors closed and said "Wont he say
anything?"

“No!…" Romana said evenly "You walk in here and you're in a
cocoon of time. When you leave the memories of 'the cocoon time'
you experience in here Evaporate!". Then she looked round and went
on "…But you my Children are all 'eSpace' Time Agents. You are
Mech‘tee … And you have the 'nit' trinity. The cocoon goes
with you where ever you go. You - Can - Never - Forget!… "

 

Sara started screaming again in the Library as Romana let her
mind slip. Her shoulders dropped as she remember her next task.

 

“Can I help?” said Jane.

 

“NO!…” Romana said forcibly and went on "…Neutral thoughts! Read
some Books that usually becomes a flat emotionless subject. Sorry
Jane!" she said pausing "…But-It-Is-Dry!" Jane looked hurt, but
said nothing.

 

          …
Romana eyed them all. She knew what she had to do and told everyone
that Sara needed to be walked through the Install process again,
and ‘Yes’ there was a risk in that she had to get out of the White
Room before Sara's install took place, but she continued solemnly
"… I feel we owe it to Sara. For me to try!" The Mech’tee Agents
gathered around Romana and wished her luck. Romana looked at them
and thought 'I have them, they're mine!'.

 

Sara took that moment to scream again from the Library.

 

Annie watched Romana turn to leave the Gym, but had an
alternative plan set aside just in case Romana wasn't as clever, or
as quick as she thought she was. Strangely she'd got this notion
whilst linking with Abdul earlier, and he had no idea where it had
come from, other than say its what a Doctor would do to protect
himself. He couldn't explain it further, but they knew it would
work because they tested it on Mohammed.

 

It was a good procedure and they began to implement it! …
Annie gave the signal as Romana left whilst sitting cross legged on
their cots they 'linked'. Their eyes became Opaque. **NOW!**
sported Annie.

 

As Romana walked out of the Gym and into the Library she was
already uneasy about what she had to do next, but couldn't throw of
this feeling that she was being watched. It added to her overall
anxiety on the task that laid ahead.

 

          …
She considered Jane’s foolish request to help and thought ‘What
could a primitive Monkey barely out of the Trees possible do to
help me?’ She smiled at that and walked into the Library. Grimly
she set her Jaw and looked at the job to do in front of her. 'Oh!
Yes' she thought to herself 'I know exactly, just what needed to be
done next, with Sara!'

 

As she walked into the Library Romana demonstrated a confidence
that she secretly didn't feel. She saw Sara sitting in the corner
rocking to and through whilst crying and gibbering to herself.
Bending down Romana took her hand then pulled her up to a standing
position. Sara allowed her self to stand and with a tear stained
face looked into Romana’s eyes and said “Make it Stop!”

 

Romana looking back at the wrecked creature standing in front of
her and said “I will!…” and gently guided Sara to one of the
Bench's and sat her down. She then sat down behind her and looking
at the back of Sara’s head Romana said quietly "We're going to
sleep now ‘Sara’ … You have to finish you're Installation
…You’re a valuable member of this expedition, and I need you with
Me!…"

 

With that Romana held her head to back of Sara's and their
'nits' began to glow bright Blue in such a close proximity. Romana
and Sara fell into a state of controlled unconsciousness within the
confines of a common physical link that Romana had instigated.

 

sleep therapy.

 

++++

 

Sara looked round she was inside a plush Edwardian Room with
Books covering every wall. To the rear of the Room was a small
brick fire place. The coal fire was crackling, but the sound was
one of sadness. She had a heavy red travelling rug over her body.
Glancing to her left she saw Romana was sitting on a plush heavily
padded leather chair with a Pen and Notepad in her hand. Sara
looked round as the clamour outside got louder and louder by the
second. Then the banging started on the window and Sara became all
the more fretful. "Make it stop!" she pleaded.

 

          "I will…
" said Romana quietly "… All you have to do is go to sleep Sara,
and the noise will stop. Just close your eyes and drift off into a
deep Sleep!.."

 

Sara's eyes felt heavy and she began blinking as sleep crept up
on her.

 

"That's right… " Romana continued in a calming peaceful tone in
her voice "… Just go to Sleep!… " Sara's eyes where now closed and
the clamour outside the room was abating. "Just sleep… snuggle up
to beautiful calming sleep… " said Romana quietly. From the couch
Sara's breathing was becoming deeper and more shallower by the
second.

 

          As Sara
drifted into a deep ‘rem’ state, a strange calm began to draw about
the room. Romana looked over to the Window and noticed that the
voices outside the room were hardly audible as Sara slipped further
and further into a deep comatose sleep, that she would never wake
up from.

 

Then the old clock on the mantel piece over the fire chimed a
soul-full sound and Romana glanced over to it instinctively. When
she looked back down at Sara her eyes where wide open and she was
staring up at Romana intently.

 

          "NO!.."
said Sara and forcibly threw off the rug. Then next second she was
sitting up with her legs over the side of the couch. Sara stared
long and hard at Romana and said "No! - You where going to put me
to 'Sleep' like some old Dog! …Past its sell by Date! … How
dare You!"

 

With that the clamour outside began to build again. The voices
became more intense and they threatened to collapse the Room.
"There's no other way!" cried Romana as she looked at the Walls
beginning to buckle under the strain. "We can't re-install you!… "
she continued as fear gripped her. "Yes you can!" said Sara calmly
staring at her "I can see into your mind in here. You outlined 'a
re-install-plan’ to the others, before you came into the
Library!"

 

Romana looked away from the Walls and back to Sara saying "It’s
to risky! I would have to put myself in danger, and the Mission
could be compromised.  That outline I gave them was just words
to pacify Children!.." Romana wailed. "Please lay back on the couch
Sara, and Sleep. It's the only way!… "

 

Sara stood up and staring hard down at Romana said "NO! - I
blame you for my Predicament! …You never told me about the forth
nit install Procedure!". "I forgot! … It’s not in ‘the Mission
Statement’ and in all the commotion of getting the others to take
the Trinity! …‘I forgot’ about it! …I‘ve never been involved with
your type of install before …I’m sorry!…" wailed Romana in terror
as she saw the Wall to her opposite began to slowly fall in. In
panic and looking up at Sara she said "…But for me to get out of
here! …You Must go to Sleep! …Please Sara … If you don't,
we'll both be killed, and without me Gods Mission will fail… "

 

Sara's head was splitting with the noise and she looked down at
Romana then through gritted teeth said "… The Trinity install
carried a failure risk! … And you never told them? …
'Romana' how could you?", but Romana was looking past Sara into the
nothings as the Wall on the other side of the Room collapsed in
completely and stammered "… The, the-miss, the Mission is, is to,
too Important! … It was necessary …an ..and I saw no reason to
worry any of them … But Sara you've failed your install …
You must calm yourself, and prepare to Sleep!… "

 

Sara looked over to the void invading the room and said calmly
"We must complete my install… "

 

"You can't!" cried Romana "This Room has no door and once an
install has failed it can't be done again!”

 

Sara grinned menacingly at her saying "Oh yes it fucking well
can. I tried, and failed sixty seven times! … But I was to
fucking quick for it! … And." she said menacingly "… The
fuckin' Door is behind You!…"

 

Romana tuned and looked at it in disbelief then cried out in
fright as Sara grabbed hold of her as she dragged her out of the
Psychiatric Room. Opening the Wooden Door they went into the
Install Hallway. Romana tried to pull away, but Sara held her with
the strength of a madman. From the Door frame Romana and Sara
looked back at 'the Edwardian Book room' as it was swept away with
the storm of swirling void matter. Sara slammed the door shut and
almost immediately the voices on the other side of began again, and
second by second, they increased in number, and volume. Then the
banging and hammering started as a Million people knocked on the
door at the same time. The door slowly began to splinter.

 

Sara looked at Romana and said "For sixty seven times I was in
that white room with the Oak Doors, and for sixty seven times I ran
out of it and into a vast black sandy desert. It's always night
there and the stars are bright, but it doesn't matter which way you
travel you always end up back here.

 

Sara pointed with her finger to the floor.

 

          …Romana
looked from Sara's face to her finger pointing at the floor and in
that second they both merged into Sara's Install.

 

Romana screamed in terror.

 

in a fix.

 

Sara and Romana, were in a Hall and a light was glowing out of
the crystal walls [they] was wearing a light white mantel and felt
like [they] were floating. All along the Hall could be heard a
sound of crystal being made and coming to life. And growing in
confidences. And the more it grew, the happier it became.

 

The more [they] moved along the Hall the more [they] became
aware of other noises, [they] had no choice in [their] direction,
[they] were made to move onward. The sound was like a million
voices all talking at once, mixed in with the crystal tones. At
this, [they] began to feel alarmed about it all, and beginning to
panic made [their] way faster along the corridor to the Doors at
the end.

 

There was two huge Oak Doors at the end of the Hall and [they]
rushed towards them knowing if [they] got in there the noise would
stop. [They] pushed them open urgently; the doors opened wide with
no sound. [They] rushed headlong into the room and [their]
Breathing was Laboured. The noise didn't stop, but was quieter in
here and seemed under control.

 

In the middle of the room was a light. It was pure light, a
light so bright you could stare at it and not be blinded, but it
was far brighter than the brightest day, or the brightest night. It
was brighter than the Sun. And it spoke to [Them] …

 

[ Sara told Romana to Run ]

 

The light wavered and then spoke to Sara. Romana covered her
ears and ran for the ‘fire’ exit door. She was almost got out of
the room, when she heard Him Speak.

 

          …
Falling in front of the grey door she screamed, she didn't want to
hear what 'He' said, but she heard it anyhow and the final command
got it registered inside her soul and it installed itself '…C-O-W-L
- INSTALLATION  COMPLETE!…’ was the last part of the Words she
heard the light say.

 

Romana had heard it all, and in that second she been installed.
She considered the fact, before the World turned bright White, that
Sara had escaped this room sixty seven times, and smiled bitterly.
‘She was faster than me!’ she thought. Then the fire ball of pain
hit her as she scrambled up to her feet and crashed out of the
‘fire-exit-door’ only to fall onto the cool black sand that
stretched on for miles under the black star light sky.

 

Looking back the door she'd run out of was now gone.

 

          …
Romana laid on the sand and in the coolness of night her World
began to still and she began to go into a deep Sleep. Then inside a
dream she felt Sara reach down and collect her up saying 'Oh no you
don't! … We can't Sleep here!'

 

++++

 

Waking up on ‘the Library Floor’ Romana assumed they must they
must have fallen off the bench during their Install. She glanced
over to see Sara laying next to her, she looked at peace. Romana
smiled bitterly and now knew what Sara was suffering from. Half an
installation, but Romana had no empathic 'nits' or even a limited
Ability to absorb the information.

 

          …
And { Her mind began to crash in on itself } She'd heard to much in
that second in 'the Hall of Light' and the World spoke to her in
one Voice! - One Terrible voice of a Billion People, a Million
Miles Wide, and it was of Hope, Love, Hate, Despair and
Concern!…

 

She heard every Voice on Earth in an instant. All of them, all
at once, and it threatened to shatter her soul, her very being! Her
will crumbled. In her mind Romana screamed in agony, and rolling
about the floor wept bitterly.

 

In that second Sara opened her eyes. Reaching over she grabbed
Romana's hair. Then holding her head next to Romana’s induced a
deep sleep state.

 

++++

 

They were both inside that plush Edwardian Room again with Books
covering every wall, but this time it was Romana laying on the
heavily embroidered couch with the red travelling rug over her and
Sara was sitting on the padded Chair with a Pen and Notepad in her
hand. Romana looked round as the clamour outside got louder and
louder. "Make it stop!" she pleaded "Let me go to Sleep! … Put
me to Sleep! …I beg You!"

 

          …
Sara smiled down at her and said "That isn't your fate Child!" and
stood up and put both hands on Romana's head. When she stepped back
Romana saw in her Hands what looked like where living strands of
coloured smoke that whipped about as Sara held them. Smiling down
at Romana Sara turned around on the spot, as she did so the strands
of smoke vanished till nothing was left, and the voices outside
faded.

 

Spinning back round to her starting position Sara wrung out her
hands in front of Romana and said "God gives, and God takes away.
Those that have the ability, can always remove it from others!
…Remember that next time you want to put someone to ‘Sleep’
Romana!… "

 

Romana sat up ashamed at what she had proposed to do to Sara and
what she had become. "Its not our way!…" she said "…It's my
instructions, and ‘the Magisterium‘. It's the Mission and the
Pressure. I wasn't sure I was qualified to do this Job, but I still
got it - In fact my line Manager insisted I got it… " Romana looked
up at the panelled ceiling and laid back. She started talking and
talked, and talked, letting it all out. And all the while Sara took
notes in her flip over notebook.

 

          …
After ten minutes half the book was filled up then suddenly as
Romana was speaking about the ‘Kat’ and its ‘nits’ a strange look
past over her face. She looked to Sara and sat up saying "What has
my Society become? … And what have I become? …That I could be
so easily manipulated like that?.." Then her shoulders convulsed as
she started to cry openly.

 

Sara nodded quietly to herself and said "I think this session is
over, shall we book you in for a follow up session next week?"
Romana looked over to Sara laying on the ground and smiled at
her.

 

++++

 

Sara was laying next to Romana on the floor and smiled back at
Romana who had tears in her eyes. Less than a second had passed in
real time after Sara had grabbed Romana by the hair and instigated
the sleeper hold on her.

 

all change.

 

**NOW!** said a Voice … Romana looked up and stared at the
ceiling. She'd never fallen over in her life, but that's what she'd
done now. In her haste to take care of Sara in the Library she'd
fallen over and was currently now looking up at Tra and John who
were helping her back to her feet.

 

… That ‘Kat’ Muggles was looking out from under a cot where she
just passed. Romana could have sworn he looked amused and as she
looked down at it, she scowled. ‘That dammed ‘Kat’ thing had
tripped me up!' she thought, then panicked “SARA!… " she shouted to
herself, and in a panic she pushed herself away from John and
rushed into the Library.

 

Romana found Sara standing in the Dark and wearing the Empath
Burqa with the 'Cowl' on, and for good measure her head was covered
with the Hood built into the long Robes. Sara was looking at the
Glass Library Doors and the Blobs were flying past very fast.

 

          …Romana
saw in an instant that ‘the Acorn’ was in flight and they were on
route, but to where? She was confused? Romana looked back to the
Val'ta unit, but shook off the temptation to sort it out and
concentrated on Sara and said to her "I have to help you?… with
your install problem…” her voice trailed off as she realised that
Sara needed no help.

 

“It should be enough! …That, I'm in 'the Cowl'…" said Sara
turning away from the Glass Doors and looking directly and Romana.
Sara’s eyes seemed to be burning bright Red in the Dark.

 

“…Cowl?" said Romana uneasily looking into the eyes of the Demon
as it stared at her. ‘Those eyes seemed to see inside my very Soul’
thought Romana, then continued in that vein 'I wonder if she knew I
was gong to put her to Sleep!'. Romana shuddered at that thought,
put on a brave face and said "… Yes I was going to help you with
that!… "

 

“Not Necessary!" said Sara turning away and staring back at the
Glass Doors.

 

exhaustion.

 

Annie, Abdul and Mohammed where drained. Abdul had [ Projected ]
it had been done before 'the Symbolism' indicated that it had, but
he added I just wish I could get that image of ‘a Doctor’ out of my
head.

 

Annie said "If she had her way it would never be done again".
Looking round she said "I've seen Him again!" Mohammed stared round
the room and nodded then laid down in his cot to exhausted to
move.

 

          They'd
excluded Romana's mind from time after that Abdul had come up with
his ‘Doctor’ concept … From a point in the Gym they'd tracked
Romana, recorded what she did and at the moment when her mind
faired, burned and crumbled - Which they all felt -  They
immediately 'fractured the memories' of what the three of them had
took turns in recording.

 

Their record period was less than a second and the sliced
corrupted memory made no sense to any of them. They then ‘dumped
the recorded’ and ‘corrupted memories’ back into Romana's mind for
that period of her 'life line' so she wouldn’t even notice she'd
lost any time.

 

Smithy had taken in Sara's new cloths. John and Tra collected
Romana from the Library and put her on the Gym floor for when she
came round. The group where sworn to absolute secrecy about what
had happened …And they all knew if Romana ever forced those
memories back, she would go mad, very, very slowly!

 

          …
From the point of view of Abdul, Mohammed and Annie they didn't
need know what had happened to her and they didn't want to either.
Because if, they surmised, that ever found out about 'the
knowledge' of what Romana had done it helping Sara. Would surly
kill them as well.

 

Smithy, Tra and Murray got out the cots and blankets. The Gym
lights dimmed and they were all asleep within seconds. They were
all exhausted.

 

Abdul said absent-mindedly from his cot as sleep hit him "…You
can't look into the face of God with out an invitation. If you have
an invitation then you shouldn't be here. It's simple … It's
Invitation only."

 

Mohammed nodded and fell into a deep sleep.

 

reflections.

 

Later in the Upper Balcony Romana considered that something had
happened to her, and if she ever found out what she knew she'd die.
She resolved from that moment never to attempt it, but she had this
slight problem of an unauthorised ‘time-flight-plan’ change.

 

… And the Val'ta wasn't communicating where it had got the
information from. Every time Romana demanded an answer from the
Val’ta unit all she got was a static burst from the speakers. She
came to realized that it wasn’t being awkward. It genuinely
couldn’t answer her. She also came to the conclusion that her
memory loss and the ‘flight-change’ might be a related problem, and
or condition.

 

She would have to tread careful.

 

Yawning Romana decided to question the Val’ta unit in the
morning with more subtle set of queries, but for now she wanted a
good nights sleep.

 

the conspiracy.

 

Sara was bemused at the teams comings and going and at the same
time she was amused at how they all worked together, but she was
also annoyed though, because she would have to start on Romana all
over again and this time it wouldn't be so easy. Sara resolved to
never tell her team about Romana's 'Final Solution' regarding a
‘Failed Agents Installation‘.

 

          …That
would break their spirits, and at this moment in time they were
keen, and she wanted to keep them that way…

 

'The Acorn' travelled on with Sara at the helm and she stayed in
the Library all night talking to a million minds as they raced past
in time. Later on towards dawn of a new day in time she reflected
on what she had learned.

 

the cost.

 

Romana hadn’t slept well. Even though with her nits she could
simply switch off, but she couldn’t. Last nights events were
playing on her mind. What with  Sara’s Install, and the time
flight change. She’d argued long and had with the Val’ta unit, but
after an hour she’d given up and retired. Later she had woken up in
the middle of the night thinking about her obligation to the
mission.

 

          …Laying
there in the small hours of the morning Romana couldn’t work out
why Sara was still alive and why she hadn’t fulfilled her duty
towards the Mission Statement. She had signed it in good faith and
was compelled to follow it, to the letter. According to ‘the
Mission Statement’ given to her by the ‘tCouncil’. Sara should have
been eliminated as was their custom in these situations! …In the
dark and in the confines of the Upper Balcony Romana cried out in
horror at that thought. It made her cringe with self loathing.

 

          …That
wasn’t their Custom! …Failed Installation Candidates where
pensioned off and given a luxurious life style for their remaining
years? Between tears of anger she asked herself ’Where did that
abhorrent thought of killing Sara come from? Then answered herself
‘the Mission Statement.’

 

Romana really couldn’t understand how Sara was now Installed
when she knew full well that once an Install fails, that was it!
…And the initiate usually dies within five years. It was a mystery
how Sara was walking around let alone developing her
‘4th nit’ abilities, but Romana saw her infant talents
manifest them selves last night after she fell over the ‘Kat’ in
the Gym.

 

          …What
Romana refused to acknowledge in her delusion of ‘the Mission
Statement’ was that it was only the ‘Trinity Install’ that carried
the risk of failure, and that was only 0.079% of the population
failed it. All other nit installations from ‘4’ through to ‘8’
could be removed. As Sara had done to her in the therapy Room, but
she had no memory of the procedure. It was this corruption in her
mind that was causing her social host nits to rebel with her
conditioning, and as a result she was disrupted and disturbed. This
was the reason she couldn’t sleep…

 

Romana sat at her desk for most on the night working out
formulas on sheets of plex in an attempt to break the illegal
‘flight plan’. If she matched the formula being used she could
break it, and regain control. On thing she did know was the event
window was rushing up on them fast and the arrival time was due at
five in the afternoon.

 

Later the faint aroma of coffee drifted through the upper
Library told her that time was slipping away fast. Standing up and
looking through the window she saw the team below in the Gym going
about their morning ritual of breakfast. Sighing she decided to get
some of the coffee, that people of this century revelled in. It
didn’t affect her because her nits disabled the caffeine, but she’d
come to the conclusion it did taste nice. Glancing down at her desk
and the sheets of plex scattered all over it, Romana decided she
needed a break.

 

Wearily she made her way down the stair case and into the Gym.
Romana looked round and considered she hadn’t felt this bad in
years, what was wrong with her? She saw her team bustling around
cleaning up and preparing breakfast and noticed Sara dressed in her
black Burqa with her hood up. She sat on a cot in the middle of the
vast room unmoving and seemed to be in a World of her own.

 

Romana also noticed everyone was avoiding her.

 

The first thing that struck Romana this morning was the coldness
in the air in the Gym. It seemed that the heating wasn’t working
and finding Smithy asked him if it was faulty. He looked round and
said no it was all fine. This confused Romana all the more, but
thanked him never the less and went over to Murray. As she walked
it was like the ice was following her. Standing awkwardly in front
of Murray Romana asked him if there was any coffee going. The Big
Lad in front of her smiled and said “Always for my Commandeering
Chief.” then winked. Annie from the back gave her some toast with
Jam.

 

        …Romana sat on a stool for
a while sipping her coffee and listened to the comings, and goings
of her team around her. Something was wrong! Even though everyone
was polite, there was a tension in the air. She couldn’t shake of
the feeling that she didn’t belong, and was struck by a deep
feeling that they where remote and removed from her. ‘His
Commandeering Chief’ Murray had said. Now she considered his words
and found them strange.

 

Looking round and biting a lump out of her toast Romana felt
that she didn’t control them anymore, gone was the euphoria and
sense that she had them under her control, the sense of oneness she
held over them last night.

 

        …When she was about to put
Sara to sleep, but told them she was going to help Sara with her
Install. It a second she realised the sensation she knew that
control over them had evaporated, only to be replaced by the
coldness of an empty room.

 

Romana scanned the room and slowly settled on Sara who’s red
eyes opened in that second and looked hard at her. Romana knew that
the dead center of the cold atmosphere in the Gym, was Sara.

 

wallop.

 

Romana slowly looked round at the rest of them. Jane seemed
unaware of what was happening as she had her head in another Book,
but a silence descended as everyone stopped what they were doing
and focused on Romana.

 

          As the
tension became audible even Jane looked up. Tra looking round asked
“…Well what’s next then? Where are we going next?..”

 

Romana realised that they wanted to know their destination. In
all the confusion of last night’s installation with Sara she’d
never told them. The team where unsure of what was happening next
and wanted to know.

 

Sighing she said "…That diversion to America put us off course
and we're nearer a ‘Minor Relic’. So the Val'ta has informed me
we’re going after that one first before going after the ‘Big
One!’

 

         
…Apparently we got put on an unauthorised flight plan last night
and the Val'ta unit wont inform where it got the new instructions
from?"

 

Jane from behind the Book, but looking over it smiled to
herself. As did Smithy from the Kitchen.

 

“Minor Relic?" said John.

“Big One?" said Tra.

 

Romana realised that in all the problems with the first
assignment and Tra’s Grandfather, then Sara's Install, she'd never
got round to telling them about ‘the Relics’ strength in the time
line.

 

“Yes…” she said looking at them all “…I was going to tell you
about ‘the Effort!’… ‘the Others' had been put through in leaving
'the Relics' on Earth's 'eSpace' past …It’s something I‘ve been
putting off for the right moment!… But I‘m not sure eating
Breakfast in the Gym is the right place to discuss it!… I’ll
arrange a meeting later in the Conference Room!…”. Romana got up to
leave.

 

Sara coldly from her cot said “…Well don’t ‘put it off’ anymore
‘Romana’… And this is a perfect Moment! …We wont wait for your whim
on this matter. I demand you revel ‘the truth’ to us Now!..”

 

Tra glanced back at Sara. He thought she looked troubled by
something and knew his partner to well. As he looked at her he did
reflect that she did look cool her black drawn up Robe and Hood,
but what she came out with next concerned him.

 

Sara looking round said "…This is information we should have
been given prior to our first assignment, and is information we
have a right to know! You had a duty of care to tell us prior to
this. I now charge you with this edict to revel the data to us
…I‘ve picked this Moment, it’s not up to you … You will tell
us …And as a foot note I’ve been waiting for this information and
personally need it for my own Calculations!…” Romana paused and
looked round in shock at Sara’s attack on her. Sara went on “…Come
on ‘Romana’ WE! …Haven't got all Day! So just tell us …We are big
boys, and girls and can handle the Truth!…”

 

Romana sat back down, she was in the spotlight.

 

Tra was shocked at Sara and **sported** privately to her what
she was doing. Without looking to Tra and holding Romana in her
hard gaze Sara sported back **Working, Tra … Do what you‘ve been
trained for, and keep Quiet!** Looking away Tra came to the
realisation he hardly knew Sara anymore, and his Sergeant and
Partner was now drifting away only to be replaced by this impatient
stranger dressed in Black. Then thought 'I wonder if she still
knows me?'..

 

the cost.

 

Romana sat on the stool in the middle of the Gym stared at Sara
in concern, nodded to them all, then began "… When 'the Others'
left 'the Relics' on Earth the power of 'the Relics' effect on
history was observed to be directly in relationship with the
expended effort in getting it there.

 

          …If I was
to walk out of the Library during our last visit to America. I
would survive on 'eSpace' Earth for one tenth of a second: Exactly!
…My Body would explode inward, and it would be, as if I never
existed, and none of you would have any knowledge of me, or my
existence.

 

The explosion is called a ‘complosion’ and it registers as a
negative effect in 'time'. In other words it's measurable by the
effect it doesn't have! …And interestingly has a negative input
blast magnitude.

 

          …An
example would be a Nuclear Bombs that were used in your Second
World War that were dropped on that Island off the China Coast
line!…”.

 

“Japan!… ” said Smithy dryly. Romana stopped speaking and looked
at him in shock then said “…We never speak its name. ‘The Dark
Lords’ wiped it off the face of the Earth for a transgression
against them, and ever since its been regarded as an ‘Omen of Bad
Luck’ if you say the word…”

 

“Japan!…” said Smithy again smiling “…And I don’t believe in
Omens! …Or Bad Luck …Or any sort of Superstitious Nonsense like
That!…” Romana’s face flushed and said "… Please try and respect my
position on this 'Smithy' It's a word we don't use!". Sara stared
hard at Romana and said "Well you better get used to it Sister!
…Because 'Japan' is back in your Vocabulary! …Now continue with you
Story!…"

 

Romana looked round the room and sighing to herself went on
“…OK! …Then!” she said “…Moving on. ‘The Nuclear Bombs you dropped
during your second World war was recorded as an out-ward rate
explosion of ten megatons of TNT. The explosive power of One Ton of
TNT is the basis for all your charts.

 

The resulting ‘explosion/complosion’ of my explosive
de-compression would be one hundred megatons inward, that's ten
times more! … But I'd record on 'eSpace' as a loss in time and
space. It's a record-able negative effect.

 

This wouldn't be felt by any one on Earth as the complosion
would only occur in 'eSpace' itself. It was discovered that if a
ring of people ‘Complode’ at the same time a person in the centre
of a ring would be safe for two tenths of second. One Tenth more
than if they weren’t protected.

 

Twenty was found to be ‘optimum ring’ giving just under three
tenths of a second. If another ring appeared then the person in the
centre could survive for another three tenths of a second. 'eSpace'
protection starts at the atmosphere of any World. We don't know
why, but it does. 'eSpace' will let you watch from outside the
influence of time. You could park a 'time ship' outside the
atmosphere of a World and observe it, but not for long as the 
'eSpace' effect will rip you apart, if you over stay your
visit.

 

It seems that time, or the Harmonics of time … And the
observer, start to interact with a each other. A fold back wave
will then causes the observer to complode - ‘eSpace' isn't a safe
place for any time traveller to park up in, or be near.

 

'Time ships' can travel space and time, but they cannot however
land on, or inside the atmosphere of a World inside an 'eSpace'
time condition, they complode with the equivalent of a hundred
megatons of minus TNT being imploded.

 

          …
That's ten times the rate as my body would be. Mass has a major
relationship to an 'eSpace' complosion. The more mass, the greater
negative effect is inflicted on time, but more mass doesn't give
you any more time. It still only lasts the same amount of time in
'eSpace' as my body would.

 

'Time ships' can however set their arrival set-point. If it
occurs inside the atmosphere they survive for one tenth of a
second.

 

A ring of ships appearing inside the atmosphere complode, but if
you have a falling ship inside that ring, it survives till the next
wave support it for it next tenth of a second and so forth.

 

The total expenditure for a falling eSpace ship is twenty [times
*] the fall rate of the object so that's per second per second [-
minus] the fall rate on the edge of space to the distance to the
surface [times *] the slowing rate of descent [ D ] and a
calculation for the time [ T ] it actually takes to place the
object [ in this case the relic or R , but it’s usually [ X ] that
marks the spot!”

 

She could see from their faces that what she was talking about
meant nothing, but continued.

 

          “…The
figure to explain the complosion in 'eSpace' can't be calculated as
the rate of fall and the placement are variables that don't remain
constant, and the number gets to Big and to unwieldy.

So we just measure the resulting ‘time complosions’ and
‘extrapolated’ the calculations backwards. Some are smaller than
others.

 

Which makes us believe that 'eSpace' forces a greater resistance
on some Relics being placed in time than others. We've observed
from 'Relic Intersection' to 'Event Activation' is usually about
three standard weeks.

 

The largest complosion we recorded was to the Planet in your
solar system you call called Saturn. Our rough estimate is that it
cost them over ninety five billion lives and ships to place that
one.

 

          …We know
that ‘Relic’ has been placed in the late twentieth century. To date
this is one we haven't yet been able to track it down as it seems
to be buried deep underground in the Earths’ crust. It actually
changes the colour of time itself, but as such it never actually
activates. This ‘Relic’ will be hard to locate, but the ‘tCouncil’
and 'the Magisterium’ are working on it and will leave a message in
a drop point when they've got an answer to the riddle.

 

The Victorian Relic you just dealt with cost 'the Others'
seventeen Billion souls and time ships. As I’ve said there are
thirteen Relics. We estimate that the cost to 'the Others' for
placing all 'the Relics' was about Seventy Five Trillion People and
Ships.”

 

Silence greeted Romana.

 

Sara was mortified at what she just heard and already had the
suspicion that it was going to be the case, but still had to ask
the question. This time and whilst avoiding eye contact with Romana
she spoke with a slow deliberation saying “…Who! … Found -
that - twenty - was - an - optimum - ring?… "

 

Romana looking at Sara couldn't understand why she was acting
this way towards her and said "… 'the Dark Times' where not our
finest, nor proudest age!.."

 

Sara quickly looked up at her with an accusing stare said “You
did it, you and you society are responsible…”, but Romana added
just as fast "… NO we wasn’t and I can not! - Nor! - Will I
apologise for my ancestor's behaviour. We broke out of 'the Dark
Times' … And it cost us a great deal … But one thing God
has taught us, is that in ‘His’ Universe we are only responsible
for our own Actions!…

 

          …
And before you all go pointing your finger of blame at my time
line!"

 

Romana was by now staring hard at Sara who’s eyes where
beginning to glow red, but ignoring this she said "… All of you,
just remember this. It’s your Children’s, Children’s, Children’s
that start ‘the Dark Times’ so if you want to ‘Blame’ someone,
start on your Babies … Yet to be Born!"

 

In the ensuing silence Romana said "I have a report to finish
writing for the 'tCouncil' explaining why we are off course and
going for the smaller Relic.” then looking round she said “If
you'll all excuse me!.." With that she left the Gym and went into
and into the Library, then to the upper Balcony where she sat down
shaking with the shame of it all.

 

She couldn’t write that report and just stared at the mass of
plex sheets and half finished formulas scattered on the desk. Her
shoulders dropped with the enormity of it all.

 

why.

 

The unofficial meeting split up with the silent team members all
going about their chores. Some went to the Library whilst others
stayed in the Gym discussing the latest information they‘d all just
been apprised off, and all considered Sara’s words. They should
have been told about it long ago.

 

Sara in the Gym was on her Cot and was deep in thought on 'the
Others' and 'the Cost' and that question that even Romana's
precious 'tCouncil' couldn't answer - Why! - WHY, had they done
it? … Sara stared into space saying nothing as her eyes became
redder with anger and rage.

 

Jane looking round, and half listening to Tra and Annie talking
about 'the Dark Times' excused herself and got up and took her
plates to the kitchen where Mohammed took them of her winking. No
one noticed what she was up to and had been working on a small
project of her own since the conclusion of Franz Mullar’s
repatriation to America. Her project was almost complete, and in
testing her theories they had already provided Jane with valuable
information.

 

          …
She wandered into the Library in a World of her own and had
finalised her plans. Jane looking back to the Gym and then up to
the Upper Balcony reflected that the 'eSpace' story was
interesting, but it was just that, a quaint slant on the truth.
She’d read an overview all about ‘the Dark Times’. It was what she
was reading when the first Team came back from the Victorian
Mission.

 

Jane recalled that in none of the ‘Black Books’ of ‘the Dark
Lords’ and their ‘Histories’ that she ever read, was such an
experiment ever conducted, or even hinted at. In fact they, ‘the
Dark Lords’ seemed obsessed with preserving life, at all costs. And
to such an extreme that all dangerous activities where forbidden.
Which meant that Romana’s information on the ‘eSpace’ Guinea Pigs
was wrong, but Romana believed them. Her ‘Heart Rate’ was proof of
that. Jane had been listening to it all the way through the
unofficial meeting in the Gym.

 

Romana really did believe what she’d just told them.

 

The conclusion Jane had come to, was that Romana, and her
society had be been lied to. Shrugging Jane had more important
things to do, other than cross check Romana’s written History to
find out when the 'lie' was inserted.

         

          …No! She
needed help with her own little project … And she was about to
call on Smithy’s talents yet again.

 

Jane had read about a ‘3D’ time line ‘Projector’ in one of the
many ‘Black Books’ in the Library and wanted to build one. She had
finally reached the stage in its construction where she needed
someone's help, like Smithy. Jane needed him to assemble her Plans.
She'd tried it herself and had come to the realisation that she
couldn't do it. Anyhow she reasoned she’d also need Smithy’s help
to instruct his 'Knitting Machine!' to make it for her, so at some
point he would have to be involved.

 

 …She still liked 'That - Little - 'Knitting Machine' -
Joke!' and laughed every time she thought about it. ‘I’m getting
better at them!' she reflected.

 

builder.

 

Later when Jane had shown Smithy the plans he was amazed that
such a device could be built, and that such information was just
left lying around, for all to find. Jane told him it wasn't, and
she'd stolen it from the Library.

 

          …Smithy
scratched his head at that, but let it go and focused his attention
on the Blueprints that Jane had provided. Except they weren't
Blueprints they were ‘Redprints’ and had a strange depth to them
almost of a ‘3D’ dimensional Image. When they were stacked up on
top of each other the Image they made took on a defined ‘3D’
object, but it seemed wrong and fuzzy. Jane soon concluded the
build and stacking order was wrong and it was Smithy’s job to
reconstruct them into a four dimensional shadow that his ‘knitting
machine’ could work with.

 

Jane had managed to reproduce and improve on the plans using the
Library's colour photocopier. She had no idea that Photocopier
technology had evolved to that level of sophistication, but as she
never visited the Town’s Library before it wasn’t that strange that
her knowledge was limited. Copying the plans from ‘the Black Book’
was just as easy as there was lots of clear thin plex sheets that
‘the Library Builders’ had left behind when they had constructed
the place.

 

She found the stuff every where, and never considered that
strange.

 

Smithy worked on the plans for the most part of the morning and
finally when he thought he'd never get it, he worked out that to
Build them you need to assemble them in 'Backward' order. You built
it by taking it apart. Five minutes later after he mastered 'the
Key section' he presented ‘the shadow’ to the Val'ta unit.

 

The Val’ta flipped a ‘crack’ on seeing ‘them!’ … And was
impressed that Smithy had managed to get the ‘Build’ order right.
It was something that a Machine couldn't do. Even a ‘Governed
Machine’ like the Val'taVille couldn't do it.

 

          …It was
also amazed that Jane had managed to ‘acquired’ the plans in the
first place, and gladly agreed to become part of the conspiracy to
build one. As ‘it’ also wanted to see one of these 'forbidden'
machines in action.

 

Val’taVille knew that Romana was still smarting over the new
flight plan that it had to implement on the orders of Smithy. It
had done this whilst Romana was indisposed with Sara's
installation. Jane had come to the Val’ta unit and presented her
case that in the course of studying ‘the Mission Statement’ in the
Library and cross checking it with the ‘tCouncils’ instruction to
Romana. Jane had come to the conclusion that ‘the Time Lords’ where
wrong.

 

          …And when
Jane showed the cold hard facts to the Val’ta unit it came to the
same startling conclusion, but stated it couldn’t implement a new
flight sequence on its own without authorisation. So Jane got
Smithy to override Romana’s orders on the next destination and
began the time flight sequence that couldn’t be over-ridden.

 

As a bonus Jane got Smithy to put a ‘verbal-block’ on the Val’ta
unit against anyone asking questions on the new destination. She
told Smithy she needed a little more time with a small project she
was working on, and Smithy had just built it for her…

 

The ‘verbal-block’ Smithy had installed into the Val’taVille
unit had led to an exchange of words earlier in the day with
Romana. Who was now convinced the travel unit wanted to take charge
of the Mission.

 

The Val'ta unit was still amused at that thought.

 

Val'ta whilst directing the builder 'nits' in the Cupboard
pondered on the fact that Romana certainly wasn't aware of this
small project Jane was working on and after her attitude earlier,
it elected not to tell her about it either … But it did
predict that she'd be even more upset later when she found out
about the other *small* Project that Tra and John were working
on.

 

Things 'it' reflected, were getting Interesting!…

 










Chapter 8
tEvent’s


Chapter Eight

 

tEvent’s.

 

The day was drawing on and Abdul found Romana in the ‘Upper
Balcony’ writing frenetically on a sheet of plex, and it wasn’t
alone. Lots of other sheets where spread all over the desk, some
spilled to the floor. Romana was in a world of her own and
muttering as she scribbled. Standing to attention Abdul looked down
at her and said “You are requested to come to the ‘Conference
Room’… ” and continued “…Sara, wants to see you there, and it was
of some Importance!..”

 

          Romana
was annoyed at the disruption and without looking up told Abdul to
tell Sara it was inconvenient at this time and he was to tell Sara
that she was still trying to ‘break’ the override that the
Val’taVille time travelling unit was engaged in and they only had
six hours before they arrived at the unauthorised mission.

 

Abdul looked down at her and without smiling said “Sara needs to
see you about that problem your working on, and she also said that
it would be in your best interest’s to come there Now!..” Abdul
turned and left.

 

Romana looked at the retreating back of Abdul going back down
the spiral stair case and her Jaw dropped ‘She said What?’ she
thought.

 

         
…Frustrated at his attitude, she threw down her pen on the desk and
sat back. She was annoyed at this disturbance and thought ‘How dare
Sara just try and summon me like that? Who does she think she is?’
Doesn‘t she realise that the Mission is in Jeopardy? Then answered
her own question a second later and said to herself “Well obviously
Not!..”

 

          …Standing
up she decided to have it out with Sara. This attitude of hers
couldn’t go on!..

 

the terror’s.

 

Once Romana entered the Conference Room she froze in fear at
what she saw there.

 

          Sara,
Murray and Smithy where in sat round the Table. Jane was stood up
and finalising the settings on the view plane over the table. Tra
and John where standing by the door and nodded to Romana as she
walked in.

 

Mohammed, Abdul and Annie were sitting along one side of the
vast table whist Anabel was at the end looking at the object being
projected onto its highly polished surface and was terrified by
it.

 

The overhead 3D Projector was now running in interactive ‘time’
mode.

 

Glancing round the room in total panic Romana shouted to Jane
who was setting up the core “…That Is A Forbidden Machine!” Then
raising her vocal pitch higher and with a manic tone in her voice
said “…Step Away From It NOW!..”

 

          …In that
instant Romana ran a [ Projection ] and knew that Jane was
responsible for this crime and she alone would have to face justice
for this transgression. Romana screaming again said “…I said! …I
Forbid You To Continue Working On This Machine …The ‘tCouncil’
Would Abandon The Project. If They Knew About It …You Must Turn It
Off …And It Must Be Dismantled Immediately! …It Must Only Be Used
By Licensed Master’s! …Its Presents’ Here Is An Abomination To
God!…”

 

Romana flew round the table and grabbed Jane by her arm. Smithy
was on his feet in a flash and gripping Romana’s waist was trying
to pull her back. Murray slower, but no less quick was trying to
get in between Romana and Jane. John and Tra were making their way
round the table to calm them all down. Abdul, Mohammed and Annie
were in the middle stood up. They also attempted to get in the
middle of Jane and Romana to split them up. Anabel at the end of
the table vanished.

 

Screaming hysterically Romana was now trying to grab the
screwdriver out of Jane’s hand, but Jane would have none of it and
slashed at Romana with her free Hand connecting with Romana’s left
eye.

 

          In
response Romana’s fist slammed into the side of Jane’s face.
Mohammed was in the middle prising Romana’s fingers off the
screwdriver and took two well aimed blows meant for Jane. Who
thought ‘Romana …Wasn’t going to do this. Not Now! Not after all
Her (their) Work! …She had no Right!’. Jane was shocked that Romana
was acting like this and punched back getting in another two good
blows on Romana’s left cheek.

 

Smithy was like a wild cat pulling at Romana’s waist telling her
to get away from Jane and to calm down, but Romana would not be
part of this and lashed out at Smithy knocking him to the ground
then turned her attention towards Jane again. John and Tra in the
mean time had positioned themselves one side of Romana and one side
of Jane. Tra already had Romana’s wrist’s in each hand and John had
restrained Jane the same way.

 

They were ready to pull them apart…

 

desolation.

 

Then Romana was on the barren harsh ground and looked up. Jane
saw the leaden disheartening grey sky high above, and it was mind
numbingly cold. Desolation and despair was all around as Annie
slowly stood up and looked to the far horizon. Mohammed saw it
stretched for miles and there was nothing to be seen, the wind was
forlorn and howled its depressing song. Looking backward and around
Abdul saw the same view. Murray turned again in a full circle, and
the isolation hit him like a stone. Anabel felt the cold bleak wind
on her face and cried out with the harshness of it all. As Tra sank
to his knees, Smithy just stared in desperation as the barren
pampas grass rush up towards him. They had no fight left in them.
John collapsed to the ground and went into a tight foetal ball. As
Romana pulled her legs up into her stomach she said “Sara please
Stop!…”

 

The scene changed and they were all back in the ‘Conference
Room’ again with Sara still sitting at the Table and her eyes
where, by now blazing red. Jane was the first to stand up and in
turn helped Smithy to his feet.

 

          …John and
Tra were standing as where Annie, Mohammed and Abdul. By the time
Romana at the bottom of the pile of bodies got up of the floor,
aided by Anabel.

 

Romana shuddered and nodded her head in Anabel’s direction then
slowly walked over to Sara saying “…‘Sara’ that was an
inappropriate use of you forth ‘nit’ and that would have led to a
server reprimand back in my Society."

 

Sara’s eyes were dimming, but in a flash blazed bright red now
and she said with some venom in her voice “…When are you going to
get it in your head Romana? … We are 'not' in your ‘Society’…
Anymore!… ”

 

Romana was silent and stood for a second in deep thought. She
was concerned about Sara's forcefulness, and more worryingly, to
Romana, Sara seemed to be out of control. Then looking quietly
round she said “… OK, I’m calm, and I’m listening! …But 'that'…”
she pointed to the massive tube suspended two feet above the
surface of the polished surface of the ‘Conference Room Table’.
“…Is still illegal…”

 

Sara looked coldly at her and said “Stop being childish and
SIT!…”

 

Romana looked intently at her then tapping her fingers on the
table walked round it and sat down opposite Sara and said “Ok, but
‘that’ must be turned off whilst we discuss it!” Sara looked at
Jane and nodded. Jane reached up and turned the unit above the
table off.

 

With a click the image over the table vanished from view. Romana
visibly relaxed and looking over to Sara noticed her eyes where
still glowing bright red, but she saw the normal colour was slowly
returning. Blinking under Sara’s cold stare she said
“Thank-you!”

 

Sara stared at Romana for a second and said “… This is going to
hurt, but it needs saying!”. Romana looked hurt even before Sara
started, she knew what was coming and had been dressed down by the
best. Secretly she thought ‘What can this novice forth ‘nitter’
possible show me?’ Then considered what she and the others had just
been subjected to. Even Romana hadn’t realised a ‘4nit’ could do
that to a room full of people.

 

         
…Continuing with an even dead tone in her voice that said ‘listen
for your own good’ Sara went on “…You are ‘inexperienced’ in ‘real
life’. You actions with the Kitten showed us all you are incapable
of independent thought. Your dogmatic attitude and bombastic tactic
in teaching my team ‘the Martial Arts’ revealed to us that you
don’t trust us. Your knowledge with this time period is fragmentary
to say the least and your inability to work with Dates is a
handicap that we don’t need … And you have no idea what’s
really gong on. ‘Romana’ I put it to you that you were given this
Job because you are an agreeable person who takes and follows
orders without hesitation or questioning!…”

 

          “…But
That’s Not Fair! I Was Chosen… ” said Romana shouting and standing
up…

 

Sara cut her off and coldly said “…SIT DOWN!.." Romana felt her
legs give way and she was compelled to sit. She was amazed that
Sara was using her ‘forth nit’ and without any training. Sara was
achieving a ‘level 5’ command of the 4th nit that she’d
only ever heard about. Looking at Sara across the table Romana said
with a hurt tone in her voice “…OK then ‘Sara’, continue with my
debasement!” with that she looked down like a child being told
off.

 

          Shocked
Sara focused hard on Romana and her eyes mellowed for an instant,
then the coldness returned and she said forcefully “…That’s not
what I’m doing ‘Romana’ and you know it …What I’m saying, and
telling you …IS The Truth! …But You Already Know It! …And are
beginning to realised it yourself …You are inexperienced, and you
do ‘Follow Orders Blindly‘. That’s why you where chosen for this
mission, and why you blindly signed ‘the Mission Statement!’…”

 

Romana looked up at that and was shocked that Sara knew anything
about it. “Yes!” said Sara smiling “I know about that act on your
part. It’s why you didn’t sleep last night!” Romana‘s mouth fell
open. Sara continued “…I know a lot about what you’ve been doing,
and planned to do!” she paused and let that statement sink in.
Romana slumped back in her chair. Sara went on again “…But don’t
worry. ‘Romana’ all is not Lost! … Yet!"

 

Romana from the slouching position made to speak out, but Sara
held up her hand for silence and continued "… We are your Children
Romana … You have done your Job well. You created us, nurtured
us, and we have flourished, but we haven't been told all the facts.
We had to learn them for ourselves and as a consequence we have had
to grow up fast … Without your true Guidance or Input!"

 

          Jane
stood up and interrupted saying “… Your children are not just
Cannon Fodder for the ‘tCouncil’. Your children think and act
independently. Your children are not Automatons! We will succeed,
but only if you allow us free rein, to use our Gifts. This Machine
is to important, for petty rules to impinge on! I urge you to think
on this Romana, your Rules and Laws might be Wrong!…” Jane sat down
with a glazed look in her eyes.

 

          …The
Val’ta speaker buzzed static above Romana’s head, and her eyes shot
up briefly…

 

Sara smiled at Jane then turning looked hard at Romana.
Continuing her attack she went on "…You have given us the Tools to
do the Job and from those Tools we have fashioned others. We now
have a Choice ‘Romana’ … And the tools we’re made will help us
make that choice!… ” Sara paused and looked grimly round.

 

          …Then
slowly continued “…Those Tools have shown us that we have been 'set
up' here 'Romana'… " In a flash Sara's face swung round to Romana
again and her eyes were blazing red. Holding Romana in that cold
hard place for a second Sara said "… We're being 'set up' by
You! … With your inexperience … And by your the etiquette
that runs 'your Society' … And ‘the Mission Statement‘, and
your precious ‘tCouncil’ … And God knows who else!… " Romana
felt those words flow directly into her soul and she couldn’t get
them out. She was forced to considered Sara’s words and it
hurt.

 

Sara paused and blinked in a second her eyes where normal again.
She then looked from Romana over to Jane and said "… 'Jane' has
gone over the ‘tCouncils’ - ‘Operation Statement’ that’s part of
‘the Mission Statement’ and she says they are in error, and more
importantly the Val’ta unit agrees with her Assessment!…”

 

Romana looked up for the second time as the pickups in the
ceiling and they buzzed slightly. Glancing back to the table she
saw Sara was still staring at her. Sara’s eyes were her normal
colour again, but she found those eyes disturbing. Saying nothing
she inviting Sara to continue.

 

Sara spoke again saying “…I Trust Jane … And I trust that
machine you call ‘the Val’taVille’ … And I trust its logic
…But I don’t trust you, or your ‘impartial’ ‘objectiveness’ in this
matter, or your ‘slavish’ attitude towards ‘the Mission!’…"

 

          Pausing
for breath Sara went on "… I’m advised that following that path,
and plan proscribed by the ‘tCouncil’ and your ‘Magisterium’ would
get us all killed …And I’m inclined to believe ‘the facts’ that
I’ve been told, by Jane and that Machine!”

 

Romana looked from Sara then Jane, then looked slowly round the
room and knew from the silence that everyone agreed with Sara.
Swallowing hard she said “…I see I have a lot of work to get you to
trust me. I appreciate that you all blame me for you current
predicament. So I accept that it may hinder your prejudice towards
me.

 

          …It’s
only natural and I also accept that I could have handled installing
your ‘restrictors’ better, but I’m dedicated to ‘the Acorn
Project’, and this team! …And I have all of your ‘Welfare’ at
Heart.”

 

She glanced round the Room again and continued “..But I’m here
under the orders of the ‘tCouncil’ to do a Job, and that Job has a
Logic and an order to follow …And we ‘WILL’ follow the path laid
out for us. I appreciate your dedication Jane, but the ‘Old
Masters’ and ‘Time Lords’ have spent years planning this venture.
Do you expect me to just ignore their carefully laid out plans on
the notions of a ‘young Girl’ who’s ‘gone over’ the ‘tCouncils’
Mission Statement’? …I‘m sorry but I don‘t believe you …No offence
meant Jane!”

 

Jane from across the table looked back at Romana and forcing a
smile said “None Taken! … You Blind, Ignorant, Anally
Retentive Old Woman who's incapable of seeing past your own
pathetic etiquette! … And NO! …We wont follow ‘their carefully
laid out plans’ …That course will get us all killed … And if
you had an ounce of sense in that ‘inhibited’ mind of yours, you’d
see it as well… ” Jane had that glazed look in her eyes again.

 

The room was shocked at that outburst and some sniggering
ensured mainly from the Arab boys. Anabel from the end of the table
snorted and said “You go f’ it Bitch!..”

 

          …Romana
was taken back by the level of abuse and was said "How dare! You
talk to Me! …Like that Child. You Should… "

 

The rest was cut off by Sara saying quietly in a low leafy tone
“Eee'nooo'gh-fff!…” Romana felt a cold desolate wind blow through
‘the Conference Room’.

 

Romana looked hard at Sara and with deep admiration thought 'NO,
Compound force in her vocal tones, and only the slightest of
inflections, and the result was ‘the cold shadows cross the sun’.
How can Sara do that? Only a Master with years of training could
achieve it? …She’s only a Baby!'

 

Jane in the meantime looked at Romana with contempt and said
“Romana if you don’t believe me then believe your own eyes! …And
focus, on my calculations!" Jane wasn't happy at being called 'a
young girl' and made Romana aware of that fact with a leering
stare.

 

She then stood back up and turned back on the Projector
continuing her adjustments on it. When the image shimmered into
view she looked down through it to Romana and said "… From ‘The
Italian Event’ the problem would have been eliminated in time, but
‘the Mission’ would have failed because we would have exceeded ‘the
Eight Month’ time scale. The ‘tCouncil’ calculations they gave you
are in Error! … When I showed my own calculations to the
Val’ta unit it ran its own computations. It concurred with mine and
instigated the Correction!… ” Jane without waiting for a response
from Romana continued her re-adjustments on the Projector. The
‘time-Tube’ snapped into sharp view. Everyone was silenced and
stunned by the bright detail that now shimmered over the table.

 

          …Jane
looked at its focal length nodded then switched it back off and sat
down. Muggles from her lap put both paws on the table stood up
straight and spat venomous at the Blue one that his Mistress
disliked. Tra smiled to himself. He was beginning to admire that
Kitten.

 

Romana stared at the ‘Kat’ then as if snapping out of a dream
said “…But ‘it’. The Val’ta unit can’t change the flight plan, just
like that? …It needs a Commander to re-issue the orders and you
aren't a Commander… ” Romana stopped speaking then glanced at
Smithy who smiling waved at her. She then looked back to Jane
saying “So it was you! Who implemented the new flight plan? …And
with help I see.”

 

          …She then
added, to nullify the already tense stand off between Jane and
herself by saying “Well done …‘Jane!’ … That showed
‘initiative!’… "

 

Jane looked hard at Romana and couldn't tell if she was serious,
or being sarcastic. Leaning forward to Romana she said “I changed
the flight plan with good reason. The ‘tCouncils’ Mission
Statement’ plots the trip back from the event of Eight Thousand
Years ago would have taken two days to the Italian Event, but from
there to the ‘North American Splinter’ would have taken six months.
It’s in Error!…”

 

“I still don’t believe that Statement!” said Romana flatly.

 

Jane passed a sheet of plex paper over to Romana. On it was the
calculations she’d produced based on the Brooklyn Bridge Date. Jane
told her its an epoch point of ‘Zero’ that I’ve used, the rest is
simple Math in moving backward and forward from Zero or Z+/- and
the Year in question. For the time limiter I've used ‘T’ over ‘L‘.
The Val'ta itself was used as a Base or ‘B’ and correlated this
against the unknown velocity which I've called ‘V‘: ‘V1’ is the
last point of reference in time so needs to be added on the next
calculation. ‘V’ initially starts at Zero.

 

          … So
the Calculation is V =  Z+/- [Y] * {T/L} * B +  V1. Each
Event Year you test using this Calc renders a ‘V’ that is almost
never constant. But when it comes to the Italian Event : ‘V’ stands
for Vendetta, and becomes an infinite variable. Approach that Event
from a wrong year and the Mission fails.

 

Looking at Jane then down at the calculations neatly written on
the plex in front of her Romana said “If I disprove this! Will you
cancel the ‘illegal-time-flight’ and return control over to me?”.
“Yes!” Jane said and smiled at her.

 

          Romana’s
smile faded from her face for a second with Jane’s confidence. She
reached was picked up the plex sheet and  glanced around the
room her smile increasing as she did.

 

The team where all staring quietly at her.

 

          …
Thinking hard Romana surmised to herself '… All I have to do was
dismiss the mathematics of ‘this little girl’ and in front of them
all shame her and rip these fictitious numbers apart, and once that
was done!' Romana looked back up at Jane and her smile broadened as
she continued thinking '… Jane would be discredited, and finally
come to heal … Peer pressure, would ensure that out come.'

 

Romana's eyes drifted over to Sara who's face was like thunder.
She smiled briefly at her thinking as she did '… I will then have
to address Sara, and her Anger issues. A session of Hi’Kari would
soon sort her out!… ' she concluded.

 

With that her eyes went to the plex in her hand and she thought
absent mildly '… After Sara’s bought to heel. We, as a team, can
break up this machine. It will be a team building project, and only
then, will we be able to put all this nonsense behind us and get
back to ‘the Mission Statement’ as prescribed by 'the Magisterium'…
' Romana considered further '… The weekly report can be fudged,
she'd already blamed the time vortex they encountered for the
course deviation… It might yet be useful in explaining other
anomalies!'

 

Still smiling Romana looked down at the plex in her hand and
began the process of getting the Mission back under her control.
Slowly and with great care she began reading it. Within a second
her ‘nits’ sizzled blue around her head then for some time after
that she was silent and all the while a slow concerned look spread
across her face replacing her complacent smile.

 

          …After
five seconds of intense study she took a pen out of her skirt
pocket and began to scribble yet more calculations on the sheet.
Eventually she stopped writing and stared at the plex in her hand
in horror.

 

Romana’s face was white with shock and she stood up in one fluid
movement then looking round "This wasn’t an Error!…” she said “…I
don’t now know why, the ‘tCouncils’ plan is flawed, and I can’t
believe they couldn’t see the fault line in their calculations, or
why they’ve left us to die like this?…”

 

Standing ridged and alone Romana looked round at the bemused
faces. Her world was in tatters and everything she held dear was
gone, only her faith in God remained. Romana sighed deeply then
looked up to the ceiling and addressed the Val’ta unit speaker
directly. With an official tone in her voice she said “…Formally,
and to all intents and purposes, and with immediate effect. I
charge ‘all’ of the ‘tCouncil’ members with an Act of Treason
towards God, and Humanity!… " She pause then holding up Jane’s plex
in her hand said “…Val’taVille I charge you with committing this
Proof to permanent memory!” The plex in her hand glowed for a
second.

 

          …Romana
paused for a second then looked round pleased with herself, but
before she sat back down. She noticed Sara's face was looking at
her with what looked like loathing on it. Romana knew Sara hadn’t
finished with her just yet…

 

Sitting down again Romana went on “…But whether anyone will ever
hear that 'charge' I don’t know? Because I surmise that the person
reading this report will probably be ‘in’ on the conspiracy as
well. The charge I just made is Academic, but I’m obliged to make
it by Law!…” The Val’ta speaker buzzed.

 

          ….Romana
considered that statement and thought 'Well my detailed report
writing days are over, from now on I'll only generalise!..'

 

Romana regarded them and said “… It would appear that the
‘tCouncils’ plan is not only flawed, but deadly to us all, and I
can see it was a planned assassination by them, on this mission,
and all our lives, but as I say I don‘t know why!”

 

“I do!” said the speaker above the table. Every bodies head shot
up and stared in shock. The Val’ta speaker went on “I will expand
on this later!"

 

Pausing and looking around Romana said "…I know this probably
isn't the place to air this, but at some point we'll have to
address it and I think it might as well be now!..” She took a
breath and went on ”…We have another pressing concern that we must
consider …And its this!" she said louder.

 

          "…Our
actions haven’t altered the time line, but preserved it, and ‘it’
is a major concern, that we. That’s all of us here, must now
consider!“ she paused, then went on “…For ‘WE’ are now part of the
time line ‘Relic’ problem and should be outside of it simply
correcting it!… ”

 

Romana paused for breath again then continued at a slower pace
“…The ‘tCouncils’ plan is unravelling before our very eyes, because
it seems that we have already become part of our own History! …the
'tCouncils' - ‘Mission Statement’ made no mention of these events.
No one from my society ever saw it coming." She regarded them and
the silence said it all. They were all considering what she had
said, and they already knew what she said, had a ring of truth.

 

Sara looked up at her and said with a cold harshness in her
voice “…I haven’t got all the answers on this ‘Romana’. Hell maybe
its all part of the ‘tCouncils’ secret plan!” Sara noted Romana
flinch slightly and continued “…But ‘the Relics’ still exist and
collecting them is still our Job! …And this Machine may give us
edge in … It's built so we might as well use the dammed thing…
”

 

Romana shock her head and looked round. Everyone could see was
still undecided on the argument even after seeing the Proof of
their assassination. Her obligation to ‘the Law’ was too
strong.

 

Murray looking up at Romana said “…I’d like you to think about
something ‘Romana’, where did Jane get the plans from? They were
just left in the Library to be discovered by one of us perhaps?
…Anyway Jane found them, and she, with the aid of Smithy built
it  …They BUILT THIS MACHINE! …It was meant to be built. The
‘tCouncil’ or one of the other departments in your society left the
materials around to be used!…”

 

          …Romana
considered that statement and found it profound as she laid back
deeper into her executive chair…

 

Jane looked at Murray in shock and awe. She never considered
that. 'Just why was all that Building Material left around?' she
thought '… And why was ‘the Dark Lords’ Histories and other books
in that Library anyhow? The ‘tCouncil’ or members of it within the
Council must have wanted them to have this information, and by
default build this Machine.' Jane then thought ‘Wheels within
Wheels!’ Then went on with the argument. ‘Bloody Politicians’
playing their wrenched games. It’s the same now, and the same ‘to
be’ …It never changes, nor will it!… ’

 

Murray looked at Jane, then back to Romana who continued to
slump back down in her chair. Murray said to her “…This thing is a
means to an end. You’ve already said the technology is forbidden
and it should only to be used by Licensed Master’s. I say
piffle! … It wont blow up or change time as such … And if
Jane thinks she can use it, then I say let her have a go …If it can
tell us more about our ‘targets’ then it’s an essential tool in our
venture. After all what have we got to lose?…”

 

Opening her mouth Romana was going to say their lives, but saw
errors in her arguments and that statement, so said nothing and
looking up considered the Machine itself buried inside the over
head Projector. She was shocked that something of this magnitude
could have been built so quickly and right under her nose.

 

          …Romana
shrugged her shoulders and sat forward and in doing so avoided
looking at the machine above her…

 

Brooding to herself Romana considered she had a lot of Bridge
building to do with them, and it wouldn’t be easy. She glared up at
the machine and became resigned to the fact this Machine, like that
dammed ‘Kat’ - Kitten thing! …Was here to stay. Romana waved her
hand for Jane to proceed in the use of this ‘forbidden’,
‘unlicensed’ and 'unlawful' machine and in doing so became an
accomplice in the crime.

 

As she sat back again Jane put what looked like a pile of pegs
on the table and reached up then the Projector flicked back on and
the massive ‘time-Tube’ reappeared over the Table. Romana thought
‘In one respect, Murray was right. No one, but a the most qualified
and learned Masters with years of training in temporal dynamics
could even attempt to control it. Jane, she surmised, was in for a
shock’ … With that the lights dimmed and the figure of Jane
was illuminated and stood alone with the mass writhing two feet
from her.

 

It seemed to Romana that ‘the mass’ was taunting Jane.

 

timely egg sucker.

 

Jane looked around and said to everyone “… This is time - all of
it - from the Big Bang to the little fizzle. Note the massive Dark
Patch on its side? …Well that’s ‘the Dark times’ and I don’t
recommend anyone to touch it…”

 

          No one
did. Jane smiled and continued “…If you think Sara’s desolation was
depressing, try putting your hand in that Briar Patch!” and she
shuddered slightly at the thought of it.

 

Jane ran her hand up from the back of time to the top smoothing
out a section, and jumped in shock and surprise “…That dammed
centre zone again!” and grabbing several pegs from the table pinned
the time strands back and dived into the Mass in the Center of the
Table. With that she began pulling apart fibres and tubes seemingly
at random and all the while muttering to herself as the tubes began
to howl in pain.

 

Everyone just looked on at the mad Girl and Jane became aware of
the silence who looked down saying “…Oh! I’m sorry, there seems to
be a pin or something right in the middle of ‘Time’ and
‘Everything’. Every time I don’t look for it! …It gets me! …
And I can’t find it when I look for it! … It’s most
frustrating!”

 

She showed them her finger, but it had stopped bleeding.

 

          Jane
continued slowly “…I’ll 'NOT' look for it Later!” and was slightly
embarrassed that her little joke had failed. ‘Must work on my
humour techniques’ she thought to herself and continued thinking
‘knitting machine, knitting machine!’ as she opened up the
shimmering tube in front of her.

 

Romana was stunned at what she had just heard and watched in
wonderment at Jane opening the tube and said quietly “…I assume
from that statement about ‘the briar patch’ and ‘the center pin’
that you had this 'thing' running already?”.

 

          Jane
nodded from inside a tubule, but no one saw it. Then looking up and
grinning to herself inside said “…I did a test run at 0.5 percent
with the Val’ta unit as a back up earlier! …But the focus was
out!”. Romana sat back in wonder and thought ‘She tested at 0.5
percent?’. Quietly clearing her throat Romana said  “…And what
speed are you running at now then?… ”

 

Looking out from the tendrils and peeping over the top of the
tube Jane said “Only Twenty percent and yes I know its hazardous,
but only to me! …And the Val’ta is running as a backup cut off
switch”.

 

Romana was amazed now and knew ‘the Old Masters’ she’d spoken to
at ‘the Magisterium’ never ran more than 12.5 percent, and only for
very, very short periods. Only one Mage ever managed to run one of
these Machines at Eighty Percent, but one day as he stepped up to
the mark and his over-confidence had killed him…

         

          …It was
said in hushed tones that time itself took him, but no one ever
really knew. What was known was that one minute he was there and
the next he was gone. Romana refocused her attention back to the
machine's Projection and the noise that the shimmering tube began
to emit.

 

The tubes growling became louder as Jane smoothed back time and
started again. She re-arranged, and redoubled her attack on a
particular section of the tube. Running her hands high up into the
squirming mass. Jane held something and grunted with satisfaction
saying “…That’s got the Bugger!” then stepped back holding a mass
of tubules in her hand. She then started to peg them off one by one
till she selected a bright Red Tube.

 

… Holding it still in her hand she nodded to herself, and pulled
hard. The tube expanded to fill the entire Table and in a second
appeared to crush the watchers against the side of the walls.
Anabel didn’t like this at all. Tra and John stepped away from the
Door in alarm for a second.

 

“This!…” Jane said with her small hands comfortably holding
round a writhing tube with a two foot girth “… ‘IS’ our point in
time, and its from here that I’ll begin…” Jane the ran her finger
up the side of the tube and its contents fell out across the Table.
She then started to dismantle and pull apart the time strands
laying across the surface of the polished Table. The intestines of
the tubule began to growl with protest.

 

…Jane pulled one up into the projector and yanked harder at it.
The growling became louder. Then suddenly it was silent and the
view expanded again as it erupted and became longer, and thicker,
and all at once seemed to fill the room to its full capacity.
Everyone felt pushed back and claustrophobic being hemmed in by it,
but in fact the tube occupied the same space on the Table as it did
when Jane started.

 

‘Cooing’ at it, Jane gently stroked its length. It responded by
quietly growling and eventually the growling became purring
discontentment.

 

 

I don’t believe it.

 

Looking on in disbelief Romana thought. ‘No mere child could do
this? …It was impossible!…’ and shook her head in wonderment as she
witnessed the time line, they were now in being broken down right
in front of her.

 

          …Romana
who couldn’t really grasp the concept of years from an epoch was
now quite happy to stare in ‘wide eyed’ disbelief and listen
intently to this child speak. She observed in the first few minutes
of activation the projector had provided more information than ‘the
Old Masters’ had in four Years of intense study. Romana became more
excited and her thoughts went astray ‘Jane may even be able to
provide information about the lost Relic that the ‘tCouncil’
couldn’t find.

 

The speaker above Romana’s head buzzed slightly and she absently
mindedly glanced up at it. The Val’ta from the CCTV Monitor above
the Table quietly recorded everything, and more importantly every
syllable that the ‘time-Tube’ uttered in protest.

 

the operation.

 

From Sara’s perspective the vast tube being opened up across the
table reminded her of a medical operation, but on large and very
complex earth worm. Jane she saw was now pulling the side out of
the tube and Sara felt sick at the autopsy. Shuddering she heard it
groaned as further smaller tubes spilled out.

 

          …Jane
stood back and was now holding a massive strand in her hand. It was
writhing around and threatening to attack, but she calmly went
about separating multiply stands that was inside the Big one only a
second ago. Then to every ones astonishment and distress the tube
began to cry out in agony as it was opened up, but Jane simply
ignored it.

 

The tube then collapsed in a howl of agony and was replaced by
smaller tubules. They were red, blue, green, black, yellow and
white tendrils and they whipped about freely flying over Jane’s
head. They were all different widths and lengths, and all wanted to
move out of her hands and be somewhere else! …But Jane held them.
Pinning them back into place with more washing line cloths pegs,
she dug further into one and the Tube which now howled in protest
at the invasion.

 

Sara on the side of the table noted with acute disquiet that
some tendrils defied a colour, and others so thick they seemed to
fill the room and flatten the observer round their width. Whilst
others so small that they vanished from existence. Sara thought ‘…
Look long enough and they seem to take you with them into
oblivion.’ …And all the time was that ever present, and threatening
‘growling noise‘. She was unnerved by it, but Jane she observed
seemed to be un-fazed by any of it. Sara surmised that Jane was
actually enjoying herself as she pulled the tubules apart and dug
deeper into the ‘time-Tube’.

 

Currently in Jane’s hand was a thick red strand, she looked at
it, then licking it with her tongue said “Yup! - That is, or was
the ‘Victorian Event with the Cross”. In her hand the red tube had
a black disk round the line, but the disk was dissipating. The
white potential future lines where also fading from view.

 

Pulling it aside again the line reviled a thin green line going
in it. “That was Franc Mullar’s life line” Jane continued “…And
here you can see the line ends in the ‘Victorian time’ and pops out
of another White strand.

 

It means we can now date that event to North
America on 24th May
1883:  If you all remember it was the official
opening of the Brooklyn Bridge and it gives us a point in time we
can work back and forward from. It’s as an epoch Date event even
Romana can visualise!… ”

 

Romana nodded she could finally see how the concept was
useful.

 

         
          “…It’s
‘Muller Time’ - ‘Romana’…” Jane went on “…And I’m going to call it
the ‘Franc Event’ or 'FE' as I will now refer to it as… ”

 

Jane started pulling apart the tube and it howled out loud. Then
moving her hand inside the mass it growled again as she pulled out
the current Active event.

 

          …And as
she pulled it back the time strand ‘Bit’ at her and the Growl
turned into a vicious Roar that made Jane jump back in shock. As
she stepped back the ‘time-Tube’ quivered all around her
threatening to fall apart “…Val’ta stabilise it!” she shouted as
she stepped back in and grabbed the flailing strands.

 

The image around her began to quiver then the strands reformed
as Jane re-acquired the ‘Current Active Event’ that she was chasing
“…No You don’t!” she said as she grabbed the slithering worm and
pulled it back into focus. It growled menacingly again, but Jane
held on it. “…Don’t worry!" she said to everyone "… It’s just
venting it displeasure!”

 

Standing there with time whipping around her Jane regained her
composure saying “…It doesn’t want to reveal itself does it?” With
that the ‘tube’ screamed out in agony. Jane looked at every one who
where very silent at what they were seeing.

 

          …Sara
asked the question everyone wanted to ask “Are you hurting it? It’s
just the noise that its making is awful… ”

 

Jane looked from Sara then back to the tube in her hand and said
“…No I’m not hurting it. What you hear is background noise only!”,
but the Val’taVille unit knew better. Jane stood for a moment then
continued saying “…Right! …Going on from ‘the Franc Event’… ” She
then pined ‘it’ to the side of the exposed tube and opened up
another strand next to it. Looked at it for several seconds she
then returned her attention to the pinned strand against the tube
wall.

 

Sara noticed that the growling noises had stopped.

 

Jane scratched her head with her free hand and returning to the
others time strand whipped till it popped out further down the
tube. Jane mumbled to herself the said “…Oh, I see! This is the
current location, but going backward!” She held up her hand “…And
it has two Events on it in same place? …But not the same time?

 

According to my observations the smaller one occurs in (minus)
70 years FE

and that massive Black hole of an Event we can see is (minus)
Eight Thousand Seven Hundred Years FE …It’s
strange don‘t you think?”

 

Everyone looked along the tube and to the event on it and they
could all see it did indeed have a massive vortex spinning across
it, but as Jane said it never expands into the time line. It just
sits there spinning?

 

          “…But
what!” Jane said “…I really find it strange that the Locations are
‘exactly’ the same?…” Romana interrupted her and said “How do you
know that the smaller event occurs on 70 FE?…” That assumption on
Jane’s part was bothering her.

 

Jane smiled looking down and said “…I know because a (minus)
70 years FE event occurs at the same time and is a
well documented, and was a well recorded event. It was a Severe
Hurricane that ripped through the Calicos Islands. This line
represents the Earth Event Hurricane…”

 

…With that she pegged the current working time lines and with
her free hands ripped out a huge black line then compared it
against the smaller time line event. Then she held them out for
Romana to inspect. Who nodded sheepishly. She had no idea what she
was looking at.

 

Jane went on “OK, so they are the same and occur on the same Day
which was… ” Jane fell silent for a Moment and said “… The 'FE'
Date reference made no sense. I can see it and it responds to a
large number from the 'FE' reference, but that number wont help you
visualise it?” She paused again “… I'll re-adjust the dates to the
AD prefix!” She looked around and everyone nodded. They like Romana
had no idea what Jane was saying, or doing.

 

“So!…” Jane went on “…The Hurricane Year Date [re-adjusted-date]
was August 19th 1813 AD … Nasty Storm
That One!…” she said to herself. Then continuing “…You can see the
smaller ‘Active Event’ line had a ‘Disk’ on it like the Victorian
Event did, but this one has a Huge white Balloon round it and I’ve
no idea what that is? …And interestingly from what Val’ta just
sported to me. It [the Val’ta] refuses to acknowledge it, but we
can all see it. It’s in Black and White!”

 

          …Static
buzzed from a speaker in the ceiling. ‘Very Interesting!’ thought
Jane as she fought with the next corresponding Event and continued
speaking “…So our next logical ‘Relic’ would be the one from Eight
Thousand Seven Hundred and Thirty Years ago 'FE' or Four Thousand
Six Hundred Years ago 'BC' as its technically closer, but it never
Activates. If I was a ‘Planner’ in ‘the Magisterium’ I’d be
inclined to ignore it completely …Anyhow I’ve a feeling we’ll see
its effects in the smaller one.”

 

Looking round she said “…So on the basis of my calculations that
Romana now holds, and confirmed by this ‘tube’ it’s the
1813 AD event that we will be travelling to next!
…And that does activate, and very badly…”

 

…With that the ‘time-Tubes’ convulsed and it seemed to everyone
round the table that the Room began to shake. Jane faltered as she
was trying to hold three things at once and knew it was the plex
calculations that she’d just considered where causing the
instability.

 

Behind Jane the time lines where taking advantage of the
distraction and began quietly wrapping themselves in a knot that
threatened to drag her into the ‘time-maelstrom’ and it appeared
that Jane didn’t see it. The others around the table, did and
became concerned that the 3D Projector could over whelm her and
them.

 

          …
But Jane did see them and simply stepped back out of the tendrils
as they ripped past her. Smiling to her self Jane squeezed the
tendrils in her hand and whipped them hard onto the outside of the
time Tube. The ripple went across the surface of the ‘tube’ and it
Howled in protest, then finally became they became stilled. “You’ve
got to be quicker than That!..” she said to no one in particular
and laughed. Stepping back to the mark in front of the ‘time-Tube’
she looked round to them and smiling continued.

 

“As I’ve said …Our next Mission date is
19th August 1813 AD
…And its Physical Location is the Island chain of Calicos and Turk.
It has Eight Major Islands and numerous uninhabited Cay’s. We’re
going to the Capitol Island in the chain. It's called Grand
Turk.

 

There are two major points of access. One location a place
called ‘Cockburn Town’ and is three days and one mile from the
event, but three days is very close to our ‘eSpace’ - ‘nit’
exposure limit. The other one, which we’re going to use. Is in a
place called ‘the North Creek Ridge’, but it’s twelve hours before
the event and just over two miles away. We have a problem with this
window in that we have to be very close to the Activation event. We
must really work quickly to find out what it is, and neutralise
it.

 

The Event occurs somewhere near ‘the Town Salina’ at nine thirty
in the morning according to the shading on the time line. You will
have witnesses, but mostly from black Slaves, and from I’ve read of
the place the working conditions are foul. The Salves were worked
in the Salt Pans and the surrounding areas for twelve hours a day.
They sleep in communal Barns at night and their food was little
more than rough bread and weak porridge.

 

The ‘Time Dam’ round the event is huge and it goes over ten
years in either direction. It allows only the smallest
‘focus-in-on’ access points. There are others, but these two are
the best, and the closest…”

 

Jane paused and continued breathlessly “…I’ve read the
background to ‘the Mission Statement’ and to put ‘the Relic’ here
cost very little according to that report the 'tCouncil' gave you
‘Romana!’…” Romana looked shocked at that revelation.

 

          “… Yes
‘Romana!’. I’ve read ‘the Back Report’ that you had been
Privy  to, and I’m surprised that even after reading that set
of facts, didn’t ring any warning bells in your mind?…

 

          …I think
that small Bubble we can see on the current time line this one is a
deception. I propose that the massive one we can see on the other
event from Six Thousand Years AD that doesn’t activate, but hides
an event of magnitude we can’t see and its going to trigger here in
this time line somehow? Even though it’s two separate events! I
think placing ‘the small Relic’ here cost them a great deal and we
just can’t see its true placement cost?…”

 

          …Romana
fidgeted uncomfortably. She had missed that Fact! …As did ‘the
Magisterium’. ‘Or had they?’ she thought…

 

bomber command.

 

Jane paused and looking round the room continued “The other
events I’ve found and dated so far are!…”

 

          Romana
looked down, this was now all getting to much for her and she
prayed that the Val’ta had managed to record all this information
illegal or not, this was priceless. Looking back up she saw Jane
moving the tube forward across the Table and in one deft move
opened a mass of interconnecting writhing lines with her free
hand.

 

“Right So!…” Jane went on “…By adding the Franc Event to the
Next event here!” she went forward and grabbing a brown tendril out
of the tube “This was another Event, and it’s location is
London in 1951 AD on the Bakerloo Line. Wow!.."
she said enthusiastically "…We actually ‘focus-in’ on a
‘set-down-point’ inside the station itself …And two full days
before the event, how cool is that?" Then pulling out another
strand said "… Correlation from another Event in the form of a
‘Social Festival Event’ that occurred at the same time…”

 

          Looking
up the line she said “…And it’s that of ‘the Festival of Britain’
on the, re-adjusted-date of the 3rd of May 1951
AD. So ‘the Event’ is on the 3rd and occurs at twelve a
clock midday. It is a major, but a subtle technological ‘Activation
Event’. It cost ‘the Others’ a lot to put that ‘Relic’ there and I
can see they had a struggle in just placing where they did, because
it, like our ‘set-down-point’ is underground.

 

Jane paused and looked concerned as she scanned the tubes in her
hand, then looking up said "… A major problem with the Event is
that it looks like it erupts through time naturally! …Almost like
it was supposed to happen?”

 

         
Cautiously Jane moved both hands outward from her following the
event's projected path. She then jumped back slightly again shaking
the tubes as she did and said "Ouch!". Jane had picked up another
time splinter from the middle of the tube again “There’s a
Connection!” she said swearing under her breath. Jane looking at
the mass in front of her grabbed another strand from that event
line, and pulled hard.

 

The nauseous everyone felt was overwhelming as the entire tube
of colours of time flew past them, but backwards in front of their
eyes. Jane looked up as she noticed everyone had become deathly
quiet and very slowly returned the tube to its previous spot.

 

“…Sorry about that!” she apologised looking at their shallow and
pale faces. "Moving on quickly!” and grunted the said “ …This One!"
as she pulled out another massive tendril “…Is in North America and
has a tight access point is the Chesapeake Bay area on.” Her eyes
glazed over then said “…The re-adjusted-date is August
25th 1814 AD Correlation from an Earth Event is
another Hurricane.”

 

          …She
pulled a third tendril out and looked at it saying “…It happened in
the Area on and around the 26th of that
Month …But on closer inspection you can assess that the ‘Activation
Event Occurs’ in Washington DC on the
24th… ”. She held a grey stand in her
hand and it wriggled feebly looking round she said “See?”

 

They couldn’t, but everyone nodded as If they could. In truth
she lost every one in that room as soon as she put her Hands back
in that ‘time-Tube’ for the second exploration …from this point on,
Jane was in a World of her own.

 

excuse me.

 

Anabel took that opportunity to get up and leave. That Silver
Globe thing earlier was bad enough, but that Monster writhing
across the Conference Room Table was to much for her. Tra joined
her as they slipped out and left them all to it. Tra’s head was
spinning and he like Anabel was glad to be out.

 

Romana watched them leave and reflected what Jane was doing was
well out of the bounds of the 'tCouncil' : ‘the Time Lords’ : ‘the
Old Masters‘ : And even 'the Magisterium'. She wasn’t sure what the
‘nits’ had improved when they made Jane, but this ‘Jane’ they
improved was a Marvel on so many levels. She reflected further she
had a lot of trust issues to correct with them, but especially with
Jane!…

 

          …
Val’ta in the Library just looked on in quite fascination as it
recorded everything Jane was saying and doing. Later it would dump
the entire recording on two small crystals, along with Romana's
‘charge-sheet’ and her ‘proof’ along with her ‘modified’ progress
report. It would dump all these into  a time drop box for ‘the
Magisterium' and ultimately the ‘tCouncil' to peruse at their
leisure, but even ‘it’ assumed that ‘it’ was wasting ‘its’ time on
the ‘charge-sheet‘.

 

Jane was now in the middle of the projector and holding up the
Disk that surrounded the Washington time line. It was Huge Black
thing. As she ran it through her fingers she stared at it silently
for a while, after a time she said quietly to herself. “It’s a
major social Event is this one … And has ramifications!”

 

Coming out of her trance she said “Here’s another!” moving her
hand along and holding up a strand of tendrils she said “We’re
looking at an Event in Pompeii Italy. The year calculated from the
Franc event [readjusted-date] is sometime in September 1911
AD and correlated by the Earth Social Event on
[re-adjust-date] the 11th of September 1911 AD …
It’s the precursor to the Fist World War. It’s the Invasion of
Cyrenaica by the Italians.

 

We know from historical records that a new dig was started by
Vittorio Spinazzola in [re-adjusted Year] 1910 AD
and the early morning landing site is very close to the Dig that
was begun in the northern end of Pompeii. So I assume that whatever
is uncovered becomes the Activation Event, but the physical
correlation doesn’t match! … Nor does! … ”

 

She started digging and twisting the resisting time lines,
eventually she produced a twisted section, and just stared at it
saying "… Oh! - It's the Italian Event - I hadn't realised!" The
amassed group just looked at her with mute silence. She was so
intent at what she was doing nothing else mattered.

 

Jane continued a second later “…Here - look - closely - at -
this!” she said evenly “… the Event Activates on [re-adjust-date]
the 11th of September, but following the strand
back…” She whipped the tendril and it popped up out of focus.
Pulling on it she said “…That point we see now is just under two
thousand years AD. In our past!…”

 

She continued breathlessly. It was hard work pulling time apart
on this much of a wide expanse and realised just how the criminals
inside the ‘tCouncil’ or ‘the Consortium’, or ‘the Magisterium’ had
managed to hood wink ‘the Acorn project’ Planners and Builders.

 

Looking up Jane said “The Relic … Was placed on there in
[re-adjust-Year] 79 AD, but activates in
[re-adjust-Year] 1911 AD in Pompeii … Then
re-activates in another physical location later on in the
century.”

 

          ….Jane
turned round and ignoring the two thousand year tendril, yanked out
another tendril then breathlessly said “… From here it looks like
North America … Again!” with that she whipped the Tendril till
it Jumped out of the tube and laid there on top quivering ”Yup! -
Thought So!” said Jane “…It’s the Event line that would have taken
six months to reach. Just look at those time lines it intersects
with. No wonder the Planners didn't see it because its so well
hidden …But the concept is silly? …We would have already retrieved
the Italian Relic?

 

What good would it do, to crash us into that mess?…”

 

Looking out from the mass of tendrils and directly at Romana
Jane said “…I can't go further with this!” she then looked up to
the ceiling and said “I think now is the time that the Val’taVille
unit could tell us about the information it said it had and I think
‘now’ would be a good time to tell us!…”

 

          Jane
wobbled slightly as time pulled at her and looking in two
directions and said “…I can’t see the third correlation for that
past event. Nor can I see why the event activates in two places?"
Jane paused then said “…Come on 'Val’ta' its your five minuets of
fame!… "

 

bombs away.

 

From the speaker above the voice of Val’ta said “I have no data
on why the Event and Physical activation occurs in two places, and
at two disjointed, and separate time lines?…” Everyone could hear
it was disturbed about something.

 

          “…The
firsts event that ‘Jane’ saw in 79 AD was one of
the first Events to be observed by ‘the Magisterium’. I am privy to
all the information in the time line!…" It buzzed in obvious
embarrassment at revealing this information "…I have top-secret
file’s embedded in my system and am supposed to keep the
information on a ‘need to know’ basis to class nine, and above
operatives only… ”

 

The speaker buzzed again and went on "… This is, in my opinion a
‘need to known situation’..” Val’ta paused for a second then
continued “…The Report stated that after much discussion the
‘tCouncil’ came up with a plan and proposed that placing a ‘tymo
nucleic bomb’ inside a remote time ship then exploding it over the
Relic would in theory destroy it!

 

         
…According to the second part of the report filed two months later.
Their strategy appeared to have worked. The Bomb had detonated over
the Relic one twentieth of a second after it materialized, and
destroyed it.

 

          …
But 'the Old Masters' later reported that it re-materialised back
in the time line again with a more devastating effect than before!
…‘That Event’ we see before us, in Jane’s hand is more
‘catastrophic’ than the first… ”

 

Annie interrupted with a smile on her face said “So let me get
this straight they sent a bomb back in time. A Time Bomb?…” At this
point every one, with the exception of Sara and Romana was
laughing…

 

“Yes!…” said the Val’ta speaker not understanding the concept of
humour and went on “… But ‘the Bomb’ didn’t work…” it continued
with a burst of static “…The explosion appears to have just buried
the Relic. It didn’t destroy it and to the distress of the
'tCouncil' they later discovered the process of triggering the
‘complosion/explosion’ destabilized the Earth’s Tectonic
Plates.

 

It ultimately triggered the Mount Vesuvius Eruption!..”

 

… The laughing stopped abruptly!

 

The Val’ta unit continued “…Over one hundred and forty thousand
people died during that Eruption!” Jane looked appalled and the
time strands wobbled as they tried to pull her in two directions at
once. Romana stony faced at the information she just heard watched
with concern as the ‘3D’ tubes on the table begin to de-stabilise.
Looking back up the speaker in the ceiling the Val’ta continued
talking in its monotone voice “… The 'tCouncil' was devastated by
what happened and seven of the eleven Council Members resigned
immediately!…”

 

Romana put her hand to her mouth and drew in a deep breath.

 

“Resignation? Was that all? … Was no one held accountable?”
said Murray.

 

          …Romana
paused and looked as if she was about to burst into tears then
quietly said in an almost a reverence tone “…I always wondered why
‘the Magnificent Seven’ as they became to be known, quit like they
did!…” Silence now filled the room and Romana said in hushed tones
“…Please note that resignation from the ‘tCouncil’ carries an
automatic Death Penalty!…”

 

Murray felt was shocked at what he’d just heard … For all
of them it was  becoming to much to comprehend, and the over
whelming enormity of the corrupt Politics being played out. The
Mission they had all embarked upon and the twisted story they had
become embroiled in.

 

It was all beginning to slowly sink in and total silence now
filled the Room.

 

          “…And
it’s with this Proof…” Romana went on as she held up Jane’s 
calculations “…That I’ve charged the ‘tCouncil’ with treason.
Someone in that Council or the support ranks below them wants to
bury ‘the Italian Event’ for good…” She paused for breath then went
on with her anger building.

 

          “…Based
on the assumption that we would have succeeded in recovering the
Relic in Italy, and we would have! Then ‘the Relic’ and ‘the Event’
and by default ‘the Proof’ of incompetence, or ‘the cover’ up would
have been tucked away inside ‘the Acorn’ doomed to shatter inside
time itself as it failed, in its mission …All very neat, and all
very Tidy!…” she stood up and wrung out her hands turning to
everyone.

 

Romana looked around and said again “…Yes, all very neat, and
very tidy, and very convenient. Just bury the bad news with Dead
Men! …And an Expendable Soldier!…” she left that statement hanging
in the air then continued with some venom in her voice.

 

“…Yes I’m a soldier, and Yes I follow Orders! …And Yes! I’m
Naïve! …And some of you here might think me stupid, coming from an
Age that I come from, just because I don’t know all your quaint
customs and facts, but I’m not ‘stupid’ …And who ever is
responsibly for this!” she waived the paper about in the air again
and continued “…Will someday be bought to Justice. We have Laws in
my time, and they are very Strict!…”

 

Romana looked towards the ‘3D’ time projector saying ”…One Law
says that this type of machine is only to be used by ‘Trained’ and
‘Professional People’ who have been vetted by ‘the Panel’ …Because
as the Law states in the wrong hands it could cause havoc. Failure
to comply with the Law carries a mandatory ‘Death Penalty’. I would
have accepted my fate for your ignorance ‘Jane’…” Romana nodded in
Jane’s direction then looking round again went on “…But I follow my
Orders, and I’m on a one way trip with you People!…”

 

          …She
looked towards Jane again and said “…‘Jane’ by building and using
that Machine will be considered a criminal act, and you will have
to stand trial at some point in the future. I cannot help you
because as I said I was only following my orders in setting up this
Venture…” Romana was going to say that she would stand besides her
as a character witness, but was cut off by Sara and it felt like
the Earth had just swallowed her.

 

closer.

 

"ENOUGH!.." Said Sara looking directly at Romana, her eyes said
it all. She was fuming and every word Sara spoke ripped into
Romana’s soul, and laid her bare “…Don’t give me that ‘I only
follow orders’ and its my ‘duty’ and ‘it’s the Law’ bullshit.
Because I’ve heard that from ‘Soldiers’, and ‘Criminals’ from all
over the World…” Romana sat down hard, white faced.

 

          Sara went
on “…They all say the same thing ‘I was only following Orders!’
when I shot the Child, When I rapped the Old Woman, When I Burned
to Death the Village Elder. When I had to steel that Money to Buy
my Children Food.

 

…Your noble gesture to accept the blame for Jane’s perceived
Crime is Criminal in Itself. You will not get away with that sort
of guilt trip, and blame lay off here. Child…”

 

Romana looked shocked at the rebuke.

 

Sara with more venom in her voice than anyone could have thought
possible said “…Listen here, and listen well. In the pursuit of
catching and holding Criminals you have to break the Law. You have
to drive fast through built up Streets. You have to discharge your
weapon in Public Places. You have to actually Buy Drugs, or Stolen
Goods to prove a crime.

 

Some Officers actually go under cover, and become
Criminals!…”

 

“I don’t, I follow and enforce the Law. To the Letter!” said
Romana defiantly staring at Sara. “Do You!…” said Sara returning
her stare. She could see stories appearing in Romana’s mind that
contradicted what she was saying. The air around Romana stirred
slightly and the lights dimmed in the Conference Room. A red shift
in the lighting became prominent and a strange distant thumping
like a heart beat was heard in the walls, but it was getting
louder.

 

          “What are
you doing?” said Romana as she looked round in panic. In that
second Sara was in front of her inches from her face saying “…You
haven’t been sleeping well have you ‘Romana’ you’re tired, and open
to me. Now! …The Truth! ‘Romana’ …Tell me the Truth!…” Romana
raised her hands to Sara, but realised that she was projecting an
image. “The Truth!…” said Sara again.

 

Murray shouted “Stop! This Now! ‘Sara’…”. Sara held up her hand
and Murray slumped down and stared forward. Sara held them all and
felt the resistance building. They were fighting her. From the
corner of her eye she saw a Boy stand up and shout. She ignored the
illusion and ‘the Red haze’ inside the Conference Room intensified
as did the immense ‘Heart Beat’. Sara focusing totally on Romana
increased the resonance inside her head, and it was spilling
out.

 

Sara’s eyes where glowing bright red now and said “…I can see
what you’ve done it your past. Don’t deny it!…” Romana screamed as
Sara went further. Romana couldn’t stop herself as Sara walked in
her Mind. The images and memories of what she’d done, surfaced. The
room began shaking as Sara pulled her Crimes into the light.
“…You’ve lied and allowed murder in the name of the Law!..” said
Sara angrily “…I can see an insect called Man’ute. You allowed him
to be stripped for a crime he didn’t commit!..”

 

Romana moaned saying “He accepted the crime of his Queen. She
couldn’t be charged with lying. He accepted it!… And it was for the
greater Good! The planet only recently accepted ‘the faith’ and she
was a ‘Mother’ of five hundred. She was a powerful ally we couldn’t
afford to loose…”

 

Sara shaking with anger said “…He was stripped and flailed
alive, till nothing was left. How do you live with Yourself?”
Romana cried out in frustration at the memory of the poor little
creature being killed in front of her.

 

          A micro
second later Sara manically said “…But wait ‘Romana’ another crime
is emerging!…” Romana groaned. Sara went on “…And this one was
committed by you and your section Commander. You Framed a Man from
a frontier World for a crime he didn’t Commit…”

 

“He deserved it!..” shouted Romana. “He was a Rapist and
Murderer. He killed over fifty ‘old People’ He was sick! …We
couldn’t prove ‘his Crimes’ in a court of Law, but we knew he did
it!… He was a Danger. Our ‘proof’ convicted him, and he was
executed. The Universe is a safer Place!….”

 

“So you Say!..” said Sara quietly. Romana slumped forward as the
Red mist and thumping eased whilst the Conference Room returned to
normal.

 

Romana was white faced and looked forward uncomfortable at the
memories Sara had just dragged out of her. “Now!..” said Sara “You
will tell the Truth!  Only! …Or should I did drag some more
out?.. I can see others!…”

 

“NO!..” said Romana and looked forward. She knew in her heart
that ‘Sara’ could see her guilt, in her past actions as a soldier
of God. So didn’t deny it and decided to face her accuser head on
by saying “Yes I’ve broken the Law. For my own ends, and in pursuit
of my ‘Orders’ and ‘Duty‘ …As have ‘we’ all…” she said forcibly an
looked forward to Sara saying “…And I bet your past isn’t that
‘clean’ either!..”

 

Tra fidgeted uncomfortably.

 

          “…Never
said it was!” said Sara quietly “…But You Did With Your 
Declaration ‘…I don’t, I follow and enforce the Law. To the
Letter!’  well as we’ve seen. That’s a pack of lies isn’t
it!..”

 

 “OK! …All Right! …I‘ve broken ‘the Law’ to protect ‘the
Law’…” said Romana “…But ‘the Law’ on the matter of that thing in
front of us is clear, regardless of what any of you might think!”
Romana glanced at Jane. Then looking at Murray she said “ …Or how
you might interpret it!” She then cast her eyes round to Sara
saying “The Law is the Law! …And that’s that!”

 

 

“Glad you mentioned the Law!…” said Sara coldly “…Now Romana, I
want you to think back to a statement you made when we first met
…You ‘said’

 

You all are now what we now call ‘free time radicals’ and
are outside the Laws of Time and Space. You are ‘Free’ from the
restrictions it places of my Society and the People there. You are
Gods Mechanics in Time and you have cart-blanche to act in his
name. You have been sanctioned by the Magisterium with the official
title of the Mech’tee. No one may stand in your way, in pursuit of
the Mission…

 

… And I must say it’s a great honour that you have all been
selected for such a task … etc … etc … etc

 

Such an Honour! …And outside ‘the Laws of Time’? …Think about
that statement Romana. We are Outside the Laws of Time. Outside the
Laws of your corrupt ‘tCouncil’, and ultimately outside of the Laws
of your Society. So by default no Crime has been committed here.
You are in Error! …Like the Corrupt Council you work for, and who’s
Law, are for their Benefit Only!…

 

…This machine!” Sara pointed at the increasingly de-stable
‘time-Tubes’ quivering above her “…Does no more that what we’ve
seen the Val’ta globe doing, or the static 3D projector you showed
us when we had our first meeting in here!… So I put it to you!
…That the edict for a licence to be used on such a machine is there
for protectionism and nothing else. It’s a corrupt and debased
Law!… Much like your Corrupt and your Debased Society… ”

 

          …Romana
shock her head. Then considered the argument and nodded slightly to
herself…

 

Sara then seized the moment, focused on Romana and in that
second held her in a mind pincer grip saying “…BUT I have another
question! …When I said earlier that the ‘tCouncil’ could have a
secret agenda you flinched? Why!…” Romana resisted her gaze “…That
grip you’re applying isn’t necessary! I‘ve agreed to tell the
Truth!…” she said “…And I didn’t flinch…” Romana cringed slightly
as Sara applied more pressure.

 

          Murray
stood, Sara outstretched her arm pointed her fingers at him, 
and held him. He strained and Sara faltered, but she continued
questioning Romana, but more quietly this time saying “…We can’t
afford to have secrets at this stage of the Game! …So I ask you
again? Why did you flinch?…” Romana denied it again and looking
round saw Murray pushing against Sara’s mind grip. He was slowly
breaking free from it.

 

Sara was sweating with the strain now of holding them all in
check, whilst interrogating Romana. In one last burst and lowering
her bright red smouldering eyes to Romana’s level Sara said
“W-H-Y-!…” the word had a dull echo that rebounded inside the room,
and Murray sat back with a thump. Everyone was shocked in a second,
it had robbed them of their Will. Sara was using her full potential
squeezed hard and Romana cried out in pain saying “…It’s the
‘nits’, …It’s the ‘nits’…” Romana sat rigid with her hands gripping
the side of the table and was in turmoil as Sara focused her
attention fully in her direction.

 

          …With her
eyes blazing red now. Sara coldly said to her “Continue!..” The
time-team around them had stopped resisting Sara, and listened…

 

Romana shuddered looked hard at Sara and said quickly “I have
‘c4’ nits in my stores. They are specifically for ‘Animals’, and as
I found out from some research I did after I discovered the ‘Kat’,
the err ‘the Kitten’.” she swallowed hard and went on “…For the
‘Kitten’. They are especially constructed for Cats!…”

 

          …
Sara released her grip on Romana’s mind and sat back exhausted.
Romana flew backwards against the back of her chair and tears
flowed freely down her cheeks…

 

Looking round at them Romana said between sobs “…How did the
‘tCouncil’ know I would need them?…” And with that revelation the
entire room fell silent. Romana seemed to collapse as her world
finally fell apart round her. She finally put ‘words’ in the place
where her fears had been living.

 

          Romana
had faced a small truth that had been growing, but she had been
ignoring. With that little ‘truth’ came the others. She’d felt
proud the day she'd heard about ‘the Magisteriums’ request of her
in particular for this Mission, but didn't, ask why?

 

          …
There was this simple fact. She wasn't a Commander, nor had she
ever been trained as one! … She should have queried it …
But didn’t …And she considered it strange that ‘the Magisteriums’ -
‘Father of the Chapel’ personally going over ‘the Mission
Statement’ again, and again until it had been drilled into her, but
again she never questioned it even when she signed it, and became
compelled the ‘Contract’ and the ‘Words’ it contained.

 

More disturbingly was ‘the statement’ buried inside in ‘the
Mission Statement’ declaring that ‘the Acorn Project’ could not
carry any passengers. It had spurred the instructions that any
defective Agents must be disposed off.

 

That wasn't her ‘Societies’ way in these situations. She should
have challenged it all, but didn't! …And it was the reason why she
and her ‘nits’ were out of synch. It was a direct result of her
actions when she’d tried to put Sara to Sleep. Unfortunately she
had no memory of it and was then reason why she couldn’t sleep,
because her ‘nits’ did remember…

 

The fact that the Mission had just Eight Months before it self
terminated, why was there a limiter fitted? She never thought to
question that either? … Then there was the ‘Kat’ and its
'nits' … And finally the new commands that she had seen inside
the Hi’Kari Martial Art, that they had all learned just one day
before.

 

          …
All these little truths slipped into place and she slumped forward
with her hands on her head saying quietly to herself "What has my
Society become? … And what have I become?" then her shoulders
convulsed as she started to cry openly.

 

Jane was shocked at Sara’s attack on Romana and dumbfounded by
the magnitude of what she had just heard. The exchange she’d just
witnessed between Sara and Romana disturbed her, but was amazed at
Sara's change in attitude to a defeated Romana who seemed to be at
her mercy.

 

          …
Then it slowly dawned on Jane that it was never Sara's intention to
defeat Romana. Only make her face her demons and the awkward truths
that Romana had hidden from herself in her blind pursuit of the
Mission, and her Orders. Jane considered that in that respect Sara
had succeeded, but what Jane now saw sitting on the table through
the ‘time-Tube’ image was a very vulnerable young woman.

 

In that second Jane became disheartened at what ‘they’ were
doing and thought 'Wheels within Wheels' and 'Truths within
Truths'. She then thought about what ‘she’ was doing, and ‘her’
part in it. Jane then reflected further on her role in all of it,
and it made her feel small, minuscule and insignificant. The vast
enormity of what ‘they’ where all doing overwhelmed and crashed in
on her. In that moment she completely lost her concentration. All
of the ‘3D’ time strands slipped out of her hands and sloshed back
into the tube. Jane was unable to hold them in her mind, or hands
anymore.

 

All the people round the table looked from Romana and Sara to
the time ‘tubes’ as they raced past them returning to normal. The
holding pegs fell off,  one by one and clattered on to the
table top as one tube after another gained its freedom.

 

Murray finally stood up and said looking at Sara "This has to
stop ‘Sara’ I can't stand anymore of it!…" he walked round the
table and holding Romana's shoulders in his massive hands said
"…‘Romana’ … You are not alone. I'm here with you, as are ‘we’
all …This has stopped.". He glared hard at Sara saying "I say
again, this has stopped… "

 

Standing there quite still for a while Jane said nothing then
looking down at Romana who was still sobbing said “…I’m sorry I was
rude earlier. It was wrong!" She picked up her Kitten, walked round
to Romana and Hugged her on her shoulder. Romana looked down at the
Kitten ‘pudding’ her lap with its small paws and a slight smile
appeared on her lips.

 

Sara looked at them both from the other side of the table with
distain then standing up clapped her Hands together, and her face
split to a radiant smile. In that second the hard vicious creature
that was sat there not one second before was replaced by the person
they all knew before her Install.

 

Sara Phillips was back.

 

Nodding to herself Sara walked round the table, she felt
exhausted by the exchange with Sara, but had one more duty she had
to perform. Standing next to ‘the Angry Mountain’ called Murray.
Who was threatening to knock her across the room, she looked up at
him, then patted him on the arm saying "Well Done Murray!… " And
gently ushered him out of the way. She then pulled Jane and Muggles
off of Romana’s other side as well.

 

Standing behind Romana she slapped both Hands together over
Romana’s head and the crack resounded through the Project. Standing
quite still Sara put one hand each on Romana’s shoulders.

 

          … As
she stood there Sara’s smile was slowly faded as her mouth around
her gums withered and her face became sunken. Within a second a
bent, black and wizened old creature stood behind Romana. Everyone
round the table gasped at the transformation and could see that the
creature was in a great deal of pain, but they could also see that
‘the creature’ called Sara was drawing in streams of what looked
like black smoke directly into itself, and out of Romana. Who’s
face was becoming calm.

 

"I give you absolution! in Gods name!… " said ‘the
Creature-Sara’ taking Romana's raw negative emotion out of her. All
that was left inside Romana, was just the memories and that was all
she had to deal with. From that husk Sara left behind a new Romana
would arise from the ashes.

 

Romana's deep sobs slowly subsided.

 

The wizened creature stepped back from Romana and slowly Sara
stood back up and regained her normal form. Even though she was in
extreme pain she was openly smiling and looking round said "It was
necessary! - I had to make her face her the truth and with it bring
about her true potential - She had been ‘Brain Washed‘ and it was
the only way I could break the conditioning was by making her face
it…"

 

          …Sara
secretly considered to herself that she had finally got Romana back
to the position she had her in, just before Annie had saved
Romana's life, in the failed ‘4th-nit’ install …
And that was just before Romana had tried to put her ‘to Sleep’ in
‘the Therapy Room’…

 

Jane was amazed at these turn of events and looking around at
the rest of the People sitting round the table and could see they
were also in a state of shock. She stepped in and Hugged Romana
again as did Murray, and Tra, and John, then Annie, and Mohammed,
and Abdul. Smithy also gripped the outside of ‘the Huddle’.

 

          Anabel
was inside the group almost sitting on Romana’s lap when she
appeared a second later. Everyone was crying. Sara from the outside
of the Group put her hands wide on Murray’s and Smithy’s shoulder
and the people in the huddle felt the great joy of friendship.

 

In that second the Mech’tee was born.

 

Slowly the mass of people stepped back and revelled a wide eyes
Romana sitting serenely on her executive chair. Jane broke the
awkward silence that ensued saying “…I have lost my focus on the
subject. I’m tired and think I’ll get some rest before the Mission
starts in four Hours.” She then went round the table, gathered up
her pegs and slowly walked out of the Conference Room with Muggles
in tow. Stopping at the Doorway she turned and regarded Sara
solemnly, then saw Romana stand up. Jane paused.

 

Romana as if coming out of a dream turned to face Sara and said
"Thank you!.." Sara stepped away, pulled up her Cowl and bowed low
to her.

 

          With a
smile on her face Romana then turned around the room to face the
rest of them saying “…As Jane just said we shall be at Grand Turk
in four Hours. I fully agree with, and endorse the revised schedule
set by ‘the young lady’ Jane and the Val’ta. I also understand what
Sara had to do in making me face the truth, and from that truth. I
apologise to all of you for my deceit, and especially to Jane whom
I have disrespected… " Staring at Jane Romana bowed low as Sara had
a few seconds earlier.

 

Jane in the doorway went bright red, mumbled then turning fled
out into the Library without looking back. Romana smiling at her
retreating back then turned and faced the others saying "… We are
now in unknown territory … May God preserve and Bless us
all…”. She cast her eyes round the room again saying “…I also need
to get some rest and reflect on these turn of events.” Then
following Jane's example left. ‘I’ll finally get some sleep!’ she
thought to herself as she walked out of the door and made her way
to the Upper Balcony.

 

As Romana walked round her desk and sat down she considered
Sara’s words and thought ‘Sara was right, they where outside of
time, and the Laws that govern it, and were without any form of
support.’. That concept frightened her, because she reflected
further '… Out here, there was no Law, out here we are
immaculate … And she now found her self adrift without the
buoyancy aid, that for all her life she had clung to …‘the
Law’ … And in that second she knew why 'the Father of the
Chapel' had asked for her alone to head up this Mission. When, and
if she ever found a way back. She'd have words with that Woman who
was obviously ‘in’ on the conspiracy.

 

A second later sitting at her Desk she finally switched off.

 

contemplate this.

 

Sara slowly walked out of ‘the Conference Room’ then one by one
the rest of the assembled Mech'tee followed her into the Gym with
their own thoughts on the Mission, and the ‘tCouncils’ willingness
to eliminate the entire group, and waste over twenty years of
planning, and in the process neatly cover up what was an obvious
embarrassment to someone.

 

          …The
other projectors above the table and wall lights switched them
selves off, as the last person left. The room was plunged into
darkness and the speaker above ‘the Conference Table’ clicked
once…
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Chapter Nine

 

grand turk.

 

At five o’clock Romana refreshed, called her team into the
Library “This one…” she said looking at the Glass Door “… As
previously stated.” and took the opportunity to glance at Jane “…
Is a small one! …In fact it’s one of the smallest we’ve ever
recorded. Total cost to ‘the Others’ was One Billion and it would
appear that the Relic fits quite nicely into the local ecosystem.
Which as Jane has pointed out is a concern!…”

 

The view from the Glass Library Door was of a rough hewn path
cut into the side of a Hill. It was almost a trench and the Library
Door had ‘focused-in-on’ the side of it. All they could see was a
path running in both directions and a mud wall embankment was in
front. Leaves and debris were flying across the path. The Hurricane
was to the North West, but its raw power was being felt here. Local
time was just after nine thirty in the evening and they had
‘focused-in-on’ the maximum window of twelve hours before ‘the
Event Activation’ began.

 

          …Prior to
calling them together Romana had called her strongest Team of Sara,
Tra and John. They were currently waiting in the Library for the
Doors to open…

 

The team was going out as a salt working detail. Sara and John
were dressed in working grab of Salt Pan Handlers. Sara wore a very
ripped and ragged patterned cotton dress that had seen better days.
John wore a pair of worn out dungarees, neither had shoes, but they
both had two old Blankets which they wrapped round their shoulders.
Tra was dressed in light cotton suit and had a black cloak with a
wide rimmed black hat. He was the parties Overseer or ‘Slave
Master’. Their cover was one of a working detail going to collect
reeds for bedding. Romana looked them up and down, blessed them in
God’s name and gave them their Brother Stick.

 

As Sara’s Team went through the Doors and out into the trench
the Gale bellowed back into the Library. Then a huge bolt of
Lightning struck somewhere very close to the path outside. The
rumble of Thunder that followed erupted across the earthen corridor
outside and crashed into the Library. The air inside the Library
shook violently with its power.

 

 

Outside in the Storm the Thunder made Sara nervous, but
undeterred they all turned left down the Trench. John and Sara held
their meagre clothing closer to them as they walked with the Wind
against their faces. Tra looked silly and had used a string to tie
his Hat down round his chin.

 

          Romana
closed the Door and 'the Acorn' : ‘unset’ then span off to anchor,
but seemed to snag on something and the Library juddered. Looking
up Romana said “Val’ta report?..”

 

“…Unable to specify condition at present time!” came the cryptic
reply. Romana ignored it and they all looked at the Brother Stick
on the librarians Reception Desk - Nothing happened … Nothing
happened for a very long time.

 

Val’ta later reported that the Library’s local Chronometer and
six hours fifty minutes of time in ‘Grand Turk’ had simultaneously
elapsed. The added Plus or minus ten minutes. Romana looked worried
and knew that the Val’ta unit was stuck in the time event and
couldn’t escape without loosing its Window of opportunity.

 

Romana paced for over fifteen minutes then assembled another
‘a-way’ team saying “…As you know it’s been over seven hours and
we’ve heard nothing from the first team. Local time in ‘Grand Turk’
is now four twenty in the morning. According to Jane’s History Book
on this time period, the Slaves rise about five thirty to start the
day panning for Salt, but today’s Weather and the threat of rain
means they’ll be bagging the heaps of Salt dried from the previous
day, and wont be laying out. There will be a lot of panic out
there. So you shouldn’t be challenged by Anyone!…”

 

Annie, Abdul and Mohammed looked apprehensive at this strange
turn of events, something had gone wrong. As before, they were
dressed in the same clothing as the Victorian Event. Namely that of
a Countess and her two Footmen. It seemed Appropriate.

 

Romana said “Time was against them and urged them to hurry from
‘the Northern Creek’ and go straight towards ‘the Town Pond’.
Retrieve the Relic then find out what happened to the first
Team.”

 

Val’ta reported that time inside 'The Acorn' was now totally
synced to the time out side, and it even it sounded concerned.
“Isn’t that Unusual!” said Jane.

 

          Romana
looking into ‘the girls’ eyes she said “Yes! …it means we are
trapped inside the Time Dam because for some reason its moved its
boundaries. Which also means that something has happened and the
time strictures have changed."

 

 

Jane looked quizzical at that and Romana continued "… An action
out there has made the event more plausible. As for our position
inside the wave? Well there's nothing we can do about it,  but
ride it out to the Relic Event. We can’t spin off station now
because we’ll lose the Event Window. It means that basically we’re
stuck in this trench!…”

 

          “…Oh!…”
said Jane quietly "…That means Sara and her team have done
something to increase the chances of the event from Activating."
Romana chewing her lip nodded.

 

The second ‘a-way’ team stepped through the Library Door at four
thirty in the Morning and by now the Wind was really howling down
the path. Romana saw the team turn right this time, into the Wind.
Just before the Library Door’s closed from view. 'The Acorn' span
back to Anchor, but the Second Brother Stick did nothing and sat on
the librarians desk next to the first one.

 

Three Hours before ‘the Activation Event’ Romana was panicking.
She got Anabel, Jane, Murray and Smithy together. “It’s like this”
she said “I have to send out another team and I’m selecting Jane
and Smithy to go out!…”.

 

          Murray
objected saying what ever got the other teams would probably get
them as well and we should ‘all’ go out, but in different
directions. Two teams, but split!.. Romana thought about this for a
second and decided otherwise, but did like the split team idea. She
suggested that Murray go out as a forth separate unit. She had the
beginnings of an idea that needed Anabel’s special talents.

 

Smithy in the meantime bought their cloths and Jane was not
amused at what she was given to wear. It was a pink and white
striped full legged calico pantalette, full circle petticoat, and
camisole complete with black soft leather shoes, white socks and a
black Cloak.

 

Holding up the pantalette’s she said “What no Nappy?”. Smithy
winked and said “Girls actually wore a Nappy like the Boys and Men.
Till, that is ‘they came of Age!’…” and left the statement hanging
in the air. Jane frowned at that then said “Oh!” and went bright
pink with embarrassment and focussed her attention on the Cloak.
‘At least she could cover herself with that!’ she thought and went
to the changing Rooms to get dressed..

 

 

When she came out she saw Murray, like Smithy wore a white Set
of matching Calico Suits complete with white cotton Shirt and black
ties. They were holding their black Cloaks in their hands. Jane
looked down and noted they wore Sturdy walking Boots, then looking
up saw Straw Hats under their arms and it finished off their
attire. ‘They, at least looked smart’ she thought. She felt like a
right idiot in this Dolly Girl getup. Smithy smiled at her knowing
what she was thinking and said “…It’s what they wore Jane! …You’ll
get used to it!”. ‘Humph’ said Jane and turned her back on them.
Facing the Glass Door she saw the Brown Blobs begin to vanish.

 

'The Acorn' : ‘focused-in-on’ the Trench again, the Door opened
and immediately the Wind blew in forcing them all back. Jane in the
Gale and unknown to every one sent Muggles out into the Path and he
darted away into the morning light.

 

          …As Jane
walked out into the Trench she had a far away look in her eyes, but
said nothing. She saw the path via Muggles eyes and apart from the
bush’s swaying and being buffeted in the wind. She noted it was
clear and with the others stepped out into the trench.

 

It was now six thirty in the Morning and the Storm was really
blowing, but at least it was Light and that fact alone made their
expedition into the Trench a more balanced proposition that the
other teams didn’t have. Smithy and Murray stepped through the
Library Doors with her and out into the Trench. The Storm blew so
hard that they were almost knocked of their feet with the force of
it. Murray ran off to the Right whilst Jane and Smithy went to the
Left. This time all team members had Brother Sticks.

 

game, set and match.

 

From inside the Library, the Doors closed and 'the Acorn' spun
off to anchor. Nothing happened. Romana looked down in despair at
all four sticks that were on the desk. They where doing nothing,
and doing a very good job of it as well.

 

          …At
fifteen minutes to the Event Romana said to Val’ta “Spin off
Station. We’re breaking ‘focus’…”

 

The speaker above her crackled and the voice of Val’ta raised
its objections saying it means we can never come back to this spot
before the Event. “Yes! I know…” said Romana “…We’re going to the
primary event window we first detected.”

 

 

Romana turned to Anabel and said “You have three days to
infiltrate this Town and find out what’s going on. I need you to
use your special ability’s in Cockburn Town! - Stay out of the way!
- If you can, warn the teams as they emerge of any peril as you see
it! … And retrieve that Relic! … Also remember you’ll be
at your maximum exposure to ‘eSpace’ so don’t take any risks!…”

 

          …She
added after a few seconds thought “… If you start to feel hot
internally use your Brother Stick and return here, and we’ll try
Jane’s exit trick to cool you down, but I've got to warn you its
never been tried… ”

 

“No fuckin’ pressure then!” said Anabel looking at Romana with
her crocked head attitude. Romana smiled at her then gave her a
shift, a shawl, a leather pouched belt and a pair of thin leather
slippers to wear and nothing else. Anabel took them and turned them
over in her hands. Romana also give her some local currency and
freedom papers.

 

          …Anabel
looked at the documents in her hand with revulsion. “I’m a free
person!…” she said and held the papers in bemused astonishment “I -
I - I … Ain’t no fuckin’ Slave!…” she stammered. “… And nor
will you be with these Papers in your hands.” said Romana.

 

Feeling disturbed Anabel left the Library to get dressed. Romana
looked up and said “Val’ta ‘focus-in-on’ the second
‘set-down-point’…” When Anabel returned a few minutes later Romana
nodded then looked to the Library Doors. Anabel said “I feel naked
in these cloths!…” then fell silent as she looked out at Cockburn
Town Window display. “Another fuckin’ Alley” she said “…But this
one was between two Warehouses?“. Romana nodded saying it was the
only place I could find without causing a disturbing in the
neighbourhood. Anabel looked at the opposite wall and smiled at the
Huge depression in the opposing wall. “This fuckin’ thing!…” she
said “…Ain’t that fuckin’ easy to land is it!”

 

          …Romana
shock her head and said “No it ‘f-u-c-k-i-n-g  w-e-l-l’
isn’t!…” Anabel smiled…

 

Romana gave her two Brother Sticks and said she was to be leave
one in a safe hiding place whilst taking the other with her, with
that she looked into Anabel’s eyes and said “God go with You!…
There’s a lot riding on your Shoulders here Anabel, so be very
careful.”. Anabel looked back into Romana’s eyes and said “As I
said Bitch no fuckin’ pressure!” then winking said “No fuckin’
problem!… Sister I‘ll be back real soon.”

 

          …Anabel
turned and stepped into the Alley looking back she briefly saw
Romana wave, then the Door vanished…

 

 

result.

 

Romana instructed 'the Acorn' to spin off to Anchor. Anabel’s
own personal Brother Stick snapped. Romana felt a great relief at
that simple sight.

 

-sara, tra and john.-

 

They hadn’t gone down the path more than ten yards before the
trap was sprung and they were caught fast and hard.

 

Time dragged and Sara slowly recovered. During the next four
hours of recovery she found she was paralysed. All She heard was
‘Grunts’ and ‘Clicks’ and couldn’t understand it and she felt
incredible pain through out her body, but the stings on her back
and chest where going down, and she was slowly recovering. Sara
considered her predicament.

 

          …It was
dark, but not that dark. She was naked and seemed to be restrained
by a heavy double weight metal Manacles round her waist and Wrist
chains that bound her arms to the wall. Her legs were manacled at
the ankle and flexing it she discovered a riveted chain ran between
them…

 

Through the gloom she could see the cell she was in was over
fifteen feet long and it seemed to have a constant temperature and
that was cold. It also had the smell of Salt, and just a faint
smell of acid and from the muffled sound of the storm out side she
assumed she was underground.

 

          …And as
she was on a Salt Island she was without a doubt being held in a
Salt store. Looking over in the gloom she saw Tra and John on the
other side of the Room and they were also separately chained. Both
were naked and feigning unconsciousness. They had recovered
sometime ago and had a plan. Tra informed Sara they were being
watched from a peep hole behind John and she was to act very, very
weak. Mumbling only on command and not to move. No problem there
she thought.

 

In the darkness Sara then heard John beginning to moan. Then he
was crying and finally shouting aloud. He was pleading for his
life. Tra was lying over his chains, not moving as John stamped
around shouting at the ceiling. For all the world knew Tra was dead
or very close to it. Sara looked round and noticed there was
screaming sound in her mind, then she fell into a deep state of
unconsciousness.

 

 

-annie, abdul and mohammed .-

 

Annie and Abdul felt Mohammed’s pain first and fell backwards in
agony from the phantom pain, but they fell backwards into a bramble
bush’s with one foot long barbs. That wasn’t there a second
before?

 

          …Bush’s
don’t move and the pain they both felt doubled the impact in their
minds. They all collapsed completely paralysed by the triple effect
of their combined pain. Abdul remembered that the Bush’s picked
them up threw them into a Wagon and moved them out of the Trench
and down ‘a well grooved road’. Later he found its was called ‘the
Top Road’. The Wagons he also noticed were pulled by four large
Blackman.

 

Annie had a dream that the Bramble Bush’s that caught them, were
on fire!

 

Mohammed was the first to wake. His chains were the finest
grade, but old and they were riveted together and then also
noticed, with some amusement they hadn’t bothered to restrain his
legs. Glancing round he saw he was in a huge room a Salt store by
the smell of it and he noticed there was also a faint smell of
vinegar in the air. The stings he got in his back had mended, but
very slowly and he was surprised to find he was naked.

 

          … A
clicking noise was coming from some where above him, but when he
looked he couldn’t see a thing. There was however a screaming sound
in his mind, but it seemed a long way away. With that he drifted of
into troubled sleep.

 

Later when Mohammed came to and opened his eyes he looked around
again. It was still pitch black, but he could see again and that
clicking was still there. Looking above him self and to his right
on the ceiling he saw the source.

 

It was a huge White Ant and it was watching him quietly.

 

 

-murray, jane and smithy.-

 

It was Jane who **sported** that … If we want to find out
what happened to the other teams perhaps we should let ourselves be
taken prisoner. Murray had killed three before he realised what he
was hitting. Smithy was circling a tree on the bank with two in
tow, he’d put one down earlier. This team could take them down, but
if that happened they’d never find out what happened to the
others.

 

Their attackers were bramble bushes with huge one Foot long
thorns, and they moved with some speed and agility.

 

‘They’ were waiting on either side of the path when the third
and forth team left the Library Door. Being disguised as Bushes
they couldn’t be seen and were part of the trench. Until they moved
in for the Kill.

 

Muggles from the top on the trench saw them first and even he
knew that Bush’s don’t walk. Jane had identify them from what
Muggles saw and **sported** the alarm. She was staring into a Bush
and kneeling by the side of the trench with a rock in her hand when
Smithy ‘a wild deranged thing’ came past her left shoulder and
punched at the center of the Bush.

 

…The Bush collapsed in on itself and all that was left was an
outline of a Bush made of white dust that slowly dispersed in the
wind.

 

Murray charged blindly into the path and caught four waiting
there. Closing his eyes he heard and smelled them as if they were
visible. Even in this wind the smell of their acid was quite
strong.

 

Jane [projected] and **sported** to the others that they were
dealing with some sort of giant insect disguised as Bush’s. They
had advanced chameleon like abilities, but had evolved to a level,
unheard of in the animal or insect kingdom.

 

In the gloom the shadows they cast showed shimmered and now and
again showed their real shape. She also told Smithy and Murray that
she’d already made her own antibodies from the smell of the acid in
the bush’s Barbs.

 

         
          … It
would be their Independence Day from the threat that had obviously
taken down the other teams. She’d identified the Barb or Talon as
their Primary Weapon … With that, she allowed herself to be
stung.

 

 

-downtime.-

 

Smithy sported to Jane **I hope you knew what you’re doing!**
and got stung in his leg, he went down fast. Murray followed suit
as he was struck in the buttocks. He was not happy about that, but
the speed of their venom shocked him. It was very potent and he
went down badly crushing one of the ‘Bugs’ as he went.

 

          …The
sting Jane felt in her lower spine made it ache for a second then
was gone and she feigned unconsciousness…

 

-feigning it.-

 

The location of the Activation Event was a blinding red glow
against the Hurricane winds in the Kitten’s mind. Jane had seen it
when she left 'The Acorn', but what she heard disturbed her more
though. It was a screaming sound far away and it seemed to be in
her mind.

 

One second after she was stung her ‘Trinity nits’ collapsed with
the Bugs venom as her antibodies failed. From feigned
unconsciousness she screamed and rolled in pain as her body burned,
in her mind it felt like it was on fire from the inside. Then like
the others she fell into total unconsciousness, but before she did
she instructed Muggles ‘… To Go Into The Light!’

 

anabel.

 

Anabel was secretly frightened and terrified of what she was
being asked to do, but she kept going, and putting on her bullshit
face stepped out of the Alley. It was a bright sunny afternoon, but
it was hot the humidity was over powering. Adjusting her internal
cooling she signed with pleasure as her body cooled on its own.
She’d put one of her extra Brother Stick into the drain figuring
that if she didn’t come back here in three days it would be rotten
by then and be incapable of being used by anyone else.

 

Anabel wandered around town for a most the morning and into the
afternoon seeing what was what and where. She’d kept a low profile,
but as the day wore on she became bolder in her approach. During
the late afternoon she felt, she now had a feel for the place, and
was walking down the Main Beach Road enjoying the view.

 

It was, in her considered opinion, a really lovely Island.

 

 

Then Anabel’s World collapsed as she was suddenly called to halt
by two Troopers from the Fort. Anabel could see when they
approached her they had an obviously loathing for the Blacks in and
around town because they pushed people roughly out of the way as
they came up to her, and it was plainly written on their faces that
they didn‘t like her either. She couldn‘t believe what she’d just
done! She’d become a bloody tourist for a second, and now she was
paying the price.

 

“Who owns you Girl” said one of them.

 

The other said before she could reply “… And what’s your
Business here! You should be working in the Pans on a fine day like
this with everyone else!”

 

The first one put in again before Anabel could reply to the
second question “We’ve been watching you! … And all you’re
doing is walking up the road looking at the Sky!”

 

Anabel finally replied “I’m a free Woman” and showed them her
papers “I’m pacing and mapping the town for my Employer!”

 

She stepped back for a second as the first one read her papers
and then said “Let me pass!”. They looked at her in some amusement
then one of the Troopers who read her papers ripped them up in
front of her then looking into her eye’s said “…You’re worth one
hundred pounds to me Girl-eee! … And no one will notice you’ve
gone Missing!”

 

With that he grabbed her shoulder. It was the last thing on
Earth he ever did. Her fist went into his chest with a sickening
squelch. Whilst her other Arm came up and hit the second Man in the
head below his jaw. He survived, but only just. She stopped only to
gather up her Papers then ran off.

 

          …People
that witnessed the event say she vanished from view! One man said
he saw her at the top of the road running so fast she was a blur,
but he did admit to being drunk at the time.

 

Anabel was hiding in a door way to a wharf side Warehouse and
was cursing the fact that she’d let her guard down in wandering
around this stink hole. She needed a plan and time was getting on
and she’d like a place to stay for the night, but with no Inn’s and
none would accept a free Black into their house, even as a paying
guest. Because here on this accursed Island the concept was unheard
of.

 

No, she reflected, she’d have to find a warm door way for the
night and continue her mission tomorrow, but this time she thought
‘With a little more stealth!’ A sound above her right shoulder made
her glance up. She felt the Talon rip into her chest and pain
exploded around her.

 

a late meeting.

 

Murray sat up and groaned. His arms were free, but his legs were
manacled and chained together at the ankle. A huge running chain
went between his legs and off into the stone wall were riveted
bolts and eyes kept it in place.

‘They don’t want me to move he’ thought. He then noticed he had
no cloths on and his Brother Stick was missing. Looking round he
saw Jane was flat out on the floor along with Smithy. They like him
were also manacled to the running chain and they were also
naked.

 

Smithy was already sitting up and leaning over was stroking
Jane’s hair and temples. He looked up to Murray as he sat up and
got comfortable. Smithy in a panicky and crackly voice said “…She
made antibodies before they attacked, but her ‘nits’ failed …And I
felt it … All of our ‘nits’ have failed …It’s the Insects
Venom …It’s neutralized them …We‘re all Doom!”

 

Murray considered this for a second and said “No!” then went on
**I can still sport you - see!** he grinned. Smithy looked a little
brighter.

 

Jane’s hand came up and held Smithy’s hand at her temples and
opened her eyes. Looking up at him in wide eyes terror she slowly
started to stir. With great pain ripping through her body she
slowly sat up and looking round accessed the situation they all
found themselves in. They were inside an old damp cellar of a house
very near the Sea as she could hear the pounding of the waves on
the Shore line and it made more noise than the Gale blowing at the
roof tiles.

 

          …She said
she remembered leaving the Library and nothing more. What happened
she asked? Smithy said in his crackly voice “They had been attacked
by ‘Bugs!’ … In the Trench? … They were disguised as
Bush’s …And you correctly identified them, and advised us
accordingly! …B ut we was taken and I woke up first …And I‘ve wet
myself. Sorry if the grounds wet?”

 

“Bugs?…” said Jane lifting her wet hand off the floor and
rubbing it down her leg. She continued “… I can’t remember none of
it, but I can how-ever, hear screaming in the back of her mind.”.
Murray nodded and said “Yes we can all hear that!…”

 

Jane stared forward she wasn’t happy about having wet hands, or
being naked, or having her legs chained. They weren‘t her prime
concern. Her main problem was she’d lost contact with Muggles and
that bothered her a lot.

 

 

-muggles.-

 

Muggles as instructed travelled towards the Light. It was
pulsating through the low trees. He travelled down the path for a
while and then turned left into the shrub. He was now travelling
across the Hill away from the strange Bushes that turned into Men
that had taken his mistress up the Hill. He should have felt safe
outside under cover, but he didn’t feel safe here. Twice he stopped
in front of open ground and bush’s either side, and for some reason
went round them.

 

At one point he felt danger and crouched under a shrub. The bush
he was under seemed to move as if something had hit the top of it
and the shadows he was hiding in got darker then it went away, but
when he looked up, he saw nothing above him, and all the while the
wind howled across the scrub land whipping the bushes and small
stunted trees to and through.

 

This area was filled with Death, Muggles knew it and moved
onward very cautiously. Further into the scrub he stopped again in
front of a bush, but this time it was different. The bush flew open
and a young ginger male Tom flew at him howling as it went. Muggles
spat in surprise and immediately cowered with submissive eyes down
and away from the aggressor, but this didn’t seem to work and the
Tom sank its claws into him at a run. Muggles and the Tom rolled
into the open where he broke off from the attack growling himself.
He doubled in size stood side ways and spat hard at the Tom to stop
his approach. The young Tom slowed slightly and closed the distance
between them as they circled each other and all the while he became
more aggressive, more agitated, and growling louder by the second.
Any minute now thought Muggles he‘ll lunge again. Then the feeling
of absolute dread came over him and he felt like he was being
watched by something and as he circled the young Tom cat he stole a
quick look around, but nothing was to be seen, either up or down.
Then the young Tom Cat lunged.

 

 

-the escape.-

 

Mohammed held his chest, screamed and collapsed. He shook
violently for a while then stopped, he was now lying on the ground
completely motionless. Annie and Abdul were in a fretful state
crying and moaning. The Bug on the ceiling moved across the ceiling
to where Mohammed was laying, but could hear just the faintest
heart beat and knew the female meant to trick him somehow. He
glared at Annie who was beseeching it to help her friend. The Bug
looked coldly at her. ‘This meat!’ he thought ‘Was wasting my time,
and the time of my nest.’

 

…With blinding speed he fell from the ceiling and lunged towards
the female. With a sense of satisfaction his Talon had meet its
target and had stung this ‘filthy smelling meat’. A second later he
had withdrawn and had stood up watching it die…

 

Annie clutched her chest screamed and fell backward.

 

The Bug moved off and felt elated. He always did when he killed
human meat, but this is one was acting different, instead of
writhing and screaming like they usually do. The foul creature in
front of him sat back up and cursed him. Annie then turned to look
at him in the darkness still clutching her chest, and laughed
saying to its companions “It might not kill us or do us any real
harm’ …But it fuckin’ well hurts like hell…’. The Bug assigned to
watch them then observed one of the other creatures pat the female
on its head, and they all began laughing.

 

…The watcher pulled back in alarm. ‘I must have missed my
target!’ he thought. Then looked down at his Talon and to his
horror saw the tip was melting right in front of his eyes. He
watched mesmerised as the rest of the Talon slowly began to
dissolve, then the pain hit him like a hammer. The pain forced him
back to an upright position and paralysed him. What was happening?
His body was on fire from the inside. He couldn’t speak or send a
ch’wave as the fires began to consumed him…

 

          …A noise
of a dog screaming in pain began to erupted from the Bug’s shell
and smoke began to pour out, slowly at first then it got faster and
the sound became more shrilled, till in the end it toppled over and
fell apart.

 

Mohammed looked up as dust and ash fell all over him and from
what’d just observed Abdul's’ hypothesis seemed to be
validated.

 

…After hearing the description of Annie’s dream regarding the
burning Bush. Abdul proposed that it was the Bugs venom that was
turned against them by their rebooted ‘nits’. Mohammed noted that
this time it killed them much faster, and it seemed much more
aggressive and violent in its attack.

 

“It appears you were correct!” said Mohammed spitting out dust
from his Mouth “…Our ‘nits’ do indeed kill them. I can taste their
crystal residue in this Dust!” and he spat again saying “…But that
horrible noise they made when they die is unsettling though!…”. “We
could just have easily killed it!” said Annie still rubbing her
chest and looking at the pile of dust around Mohammed the she
continued “Why did we make it suffer like that?…”. “We didn’t we
just kill it!…” said Mohammed getting up and brushing himself down
“It Killed itself!…” Annie considered this for a moment then
quietly agreed.

 

Looking around she sported to the others **One down. Three
hundred and Ninety Four to go. Any thoughts on how we get out of
these chains?**.

 

Mohammed looked to Abdul, but he was miles away. Abdul was
looking up at the warehouse roof to the hidden Sky outside. He knew
was daylight he could feel the Sun even through that howling Storm
and it left him feeling cold. He was deep in thought and said “We
left 'The Acorn' last night at four thirty in the morning. It’s now
eight o’clock. That’s over three and a half hours wasted and only
one and a half hours till the Event.”. He felt down hearted.

 

**One problem at a Time! …These Chains? …You’re closer to that
Door and that old chest…** sported Annie to Abdul.

 

“Oh - YES!…” Abdul said snapping out of it and crawled to his
full extent across the floor then reaching over to the bench leg
pulled it down. ‘Empty and Nothing of use!’ he thought. Then found
and old screw-driver in the rear of one of the draws. Abdul held it
in his hand, stood up then tried to put the screw-driver inside a
link and bend it back, but the screw-driver fell out and dropped to
the floor.

 

…In frustration he gripped the chain he was restrained to the
wall with a Huge eye bolt and yanked hard. To his amazement a two
foot of screw popped out of the wooden wall. Then screw and chain
flew across the room narrowly missing Mohammed. “What the …fu’…”
said Mohammed speechless as he looked at the Bolt and Eye resting
against the other side of the Room.

 

Abdul was shocked then walked over to Mohammed’s chain and
yanked that out of the Wall, then finally he pulled out Annie’s.
‘So easy!’ he thought.

 

In a flash Mohammed was at the door waiting for anyone, or thing
to come in. He surmised with all the noise they were making someone
must have heard, but ‘no-one’ did and ‘no-one’ came in…

 

…Frustrated he scanned the room for anything useful. Inside it
had a drain in the floor and the small door he was now standing
next to, it was bolted on the outside. He concluded that they were
in and old Salt warehouse and to all intents and purposes it was a
secure building.

 

Apart from the bench and that old screw-driver Abdul had found,
there was nothing else this place had to offer. Looking down at the
door he surmised that the screw-driver would make short work of it,
but something was bothering him.

 

‘They had been left alone, with only one Guard?’ then turning
said to the others “…The Primary Team … Have Not Impressed
Them!…”

 

…Mohammed continued saying “Mini [projection] here … Only
One Bug on Guard? … And chains even Jane could snap! …
And we’re held above ground in a Wooden Shed? …But the fact we’ve
been stripped and held in chains explains the fact that they know
we can be dangerous, because a cell would have done in retraining
any normally human. So my question is this:- What happened to Sara,
John and Tra?

 

Option One: They have been killed and the Bugs don’t know ‘our’
true potential, but have an inkling, which leads me to…

 

Option Two: The Primary Team are being held, but haven’t
revelled their true abilities to their captors …Which means they
‘could be’ stalling for time, and are in trouble!…”

 

He considered his surrounding for a second a feeling of totally
confidence flowed through him. Mohammed looked down at the Manacle
chains binding his arms and in one short snap bought his arms out
straight, the chain broke.

 

…Mohammed lifted his right arm and stared in fascination at the
dangling chain, He had never in his life felt so strong and looked
round asking the question ‘does anyone else felt different?’

 

Abdul was looking at Mohammed in disbelief then stood up and did
the same with his chains. Annie not wanting to be left out tried as
well, but her chains must have been stronger. Abdul smiled at her
and gripping the chains twisted them into submission. “Wow!…” was
all he said as the twisted metal fell to the floor.

 

“Lets see what else has changed!” said Annie. “One way to find
out!…” Mohammed replied, and they all *linked*

 

… They were instantly amazed at their increased perception as
they swam in the Ether … They felt every-one, and every-thing
in the district around them. And through their eyes saw large
shadows they couldn’t identify walk past slaves. Moving down the
Island they connected with and saw Sara, Tra and John to the South
in the nest of the Overseer …And in that instant they saw the
origin of the screaming. They lost the *link* and where stunned
into silence.

 

it’s a bugs life.

 

Curwen had been hunting all night and the Storm was making
scenting the prey all the harder as he had to rely on sight more
and more. It took the fun out of it. He was wearing the ‘Storm Sky’
as Camouflage and it made him invisible to anything that looked
up.

 

Hunting season had opened for over three weeks now and he’d used
up Eleven of his allotted Twelve Hours before another took his
place. Then the hunting season would be over for another Six
Months. The stocks were low and needed to be replenished. Although
they could import more Cats to be released and have a longer
hunting season it was felt that the flavour of this stock made the
restriction a sensible precaution, and this stock was the best he’d
ever tasted.

 

He’d found two Cat nest’s that night and the Cat eggs it
contained were delicious. He’d managed to catch one of the Queens,
she was so tasty! Unfortunately the other one had got away because
he lost the scent in this dammed Wind. He’d bagged an old Cat in
the process of hunting the Queen. He have that later, it would
mature nicely … But now he wanted more and was hunting or at
least tracking a youngster, but it seemed to be able to elude him
almost as if it knew he was there …It made excellent sport!

 

…As he followed the scent into the clearing it showed his prey
and a bonus. Another young Cat was with it, he'd two for the price
of one. He swung down his talon with supreme confidence and thought
‘I’ll get em’ both with one swipe!’

 

-we can re-build you.-

 

Sara finally regained her Quartet. She estimated that from
capture till now was over Eleven Hours. So it was now Eight Thirty
in the morning and she was starving, but it was still one hour till
the event. They also had no idea where they where? They all heard
the Storm outside and it sounded angry.

 

          …She
glanced over to Tra and John. Their trinity had rebooted hours ago
and they were deadlier that ever. She could feel their raw hatred
for this place and their captors.

 

Sara reflected how she felt and knew she was different. 
They were all different now! … Now they were ‘Earth-Born’ and
she felt the ‘eSpace’ restriction placed upon her ‘nits’ had been
removed. It was as if someone had ‘installed’ it in the ‘nit’
design in the first place …And she couldn’t shift this concept.
Sara resolved to challenge the Val’ta unit with this idea the next
time she came into contact with it!

 

 

Sara looked up as the cellar door opened and six Men came in.
The door was re-bolted from the outside. “We are the
Interrogators!” said one “I am the Magistrate and I will hear your
confession!…”. Sara saw them for what they really where and her
head slumped down as her arms took her full weight. She just hung
there and slowed her Heart beat right down.

 

All the men then moved down the steps and into the centre of the
room. They all turned and assessed the situation before them. Sara
under Tra’s instructions feigned unconsciousness allowing them to
act out their plan. She felt pity the poor fool who only sent in
Six Men. If he survived; he’d suffer for that.

 

Tra was lying on the floor was still covering his chains, his
face was to the wall. ‘He was almost dead!’ the Magistrate thought.
He could hear just the faintest heartbeat. It bothered him slightly
and found it strange that this 'Meat' wasn’t dead already. The
reports they’d had in from earlier watchers say it had been ill for
some time.

 

The Magistrate considered that this white ‘Meat’ really did
smell Bad!… And  decided he would come would come back later,
to deal with … IT! … If only to put …‘It’, out of its
misery! …But for the moment he would ignore the animal.

 

He then inspected the black female ‘Meat’. She was also
unconscious. He found the concept tiring that he would have to
revive them just to get their confessions. He would, for the time
being ignored this one as well and come back later to deal with it.
He wanted a Challenge … And concentrated on the black male
‘Meat’ sack that was writhing around and moaning in the corner.

 

The magistrate was delighted its fitness for the task ahead, it
seemed more awake than any of them. He loomed over ‘John’
inspecting him. He was sitting on the floor with his arms above his
head and the chains were straining with his own weight. His head
was facing down. He was crying and pleading for his life. The
earlier reports he had, said it had been observed screaming and
ranting, pulling at its chains and then crying: Finally collapsing
into a quivering pile. Only to start again some ten minutes
later.

 

…The Magistrate by his reckoning thought this Black ‘meat’ was
all but exhausted from his exertions, and was ready to talk. ‘Now
here is good sport!’ he thought and then considered out loud.
“Superior beings? - I think NOT - The Forth prime has made a
mistake here!…”

 

The two Guards either side of him nodded. “This bad smelling
Black meat was only fit for the Salt pits!” said the Magistrate as
he kicked John’s feet. “…And it wouldn’t last long there I’ll
warrant!”. The Guards either side of him laughed.

 

 

John moaned pitifully again and looked up at the face of the
Magistrate. He began pleading for his life again and started to
scream. ‘This was going to be so much fun … And so easy!’
thought the Magistrate as he kicked John’s feet again.

 

The Guards assigned to watch over the other prisoners looked
away from the female ‘Meat’ sack who wasn’t worth watching and the
other white Male animal was about to die anyway. They wandered over
and joined the Magistrate to watch the animal there pleading for
its miserable life.

 

          …One of
the Guards went to stand besides the Magistrate and with the end of
the Pike poked John in the insole of his exposed foot. He laughed
when blood started to pour out of the wound. Then when John started
crying in pain the Guard laughed even more.

 

The Magistrate knew this was going to be such an enjoyable
assignment and was savouring the moment. He nodded as the other
Guards crowded around to watch the animal writhing around.

 

Sara looked up and just watched. She knew what was going to
happen next, these men/Bugs deserved no compassion and she didn’t
feel any pity for them … And for an Empath that was harsh
indeed!

 

Tra stepped up behind them with silent, but deadly grace. He had
broken his wrist bones and pulled the skin of the back of his hands
to get out of the Manacles. The leg braces had come off in the same
fashion with the aid of John in one of his mad bursts and rants,
but they had both healed long ago. The manacle round his middle was
still there, but a link in the chain holding him to the wall was
missing. Between himself and John they’d managed to bend it
off … And now he was free.

 

He focused on the two Bugs in the rear of the group and in a
double punch to their backs they vanished in a cloud of dust that
exploded past the Guard with the force of a Gale. The next two
turned slowly: ‘So slowly, like in a slow motion film’ thought Tra.
He dealt them blows that decapitated one and collapsed the others
chest, ‘more dust’ thought Tra as he spat it out! Grabbing the Pike
as it fell he flung it at the spy Hole and a Cloud of Dust bellowed
in.

 

The Magistrate still hadn’t even turned round at this point.

 

The Guard with the pike next to the Magistrate slowly turned
round and in an instant was held up by the throat, he wriggled and
struggled for a while and finally died. ‘His Death was to dammed
quick!’ thought Tra.

 

 

The Magistrate had now finally turned and was held by Tra’s
other hand. He was white with fear and shaking. A greenish Fluid
ran down his Legs and dripped about his Ankles! Tra looked down,
then looking back up smiled at the Magistrate.

 

Dust had begun to fall about Tra’s Hand and Body, but the Guards
Pike and the other Weapons didn’t. Tra released the Magistrate and
flicked him lightly on the side of the head. He went down and was
out cold before he hit the floor. ‘He might be useful later!..’ he
thought.

 

He then started to access the situation and inspected their
haul! Inside the Magistrate’s bag was a knife, paper, pens and what
looked like a rotten carcass of a Cat wrapped up in a paper
bag?

 

**Lunch!** suggested Sara: Tra looked at it in disgust.

 

Using the pike Tra praised the chains holding John and then Sara
from the wall. They were free to move around, had weapons, but were
still manacled and had no cloths. More worryingly though they could
still hear that screaming.

 

-the trial of muggles.-

 

Muggles wildly swung himself and went to the left, he didn’t
know why! And the Talon ripped the air above his shoulder as it
passed by and into the maddened Tom who was struck in the chest. He
was dead in a heart beat and the ‘meow’ of surprised hardly
registered in the Gale.

 

Curwen looked down in astonishment. ‘That small Cat was fast,
but I nicked him’ he thought. He scooped up the Tom, consuming him
in one bite he then looked down and smiled. He’d follow the trail
of blood that little Cat was leaving. He'd have him as well, in
next to no time…

 

Muggles Ran. He didn’t just run, but was a blur through the bush
and shrub. He ran for almost half a mile before he realised his
shoulder was bleeding from the things stinger, and it was
burning! … It was burning badly. He also got the impression
that ‘the danger thing’ was following him by his blood trail. He
needed to get out of here and turned away from the light. He veered
to the right and travelled fast, but  he knew he was slowing!
- He was looking for Sea Water, he could smell it some where in
front of him, but all the while that ‘the danger thing’ was gaining
ground on him!

 

 

Bursting from the shrub line he was aware the ‘the danger thing’
was close. He looked at the water it was choppy and he hated it,
but had no choice and jumped in. He submerged himself, sank a
little then bobbed back up and swam back to the shore. He then
crawled under the over hanging bank and squeezing into a hole in
the bank rested in total exhaustion, a second later Muggles was
unconscious.

 

Curwen moved across the Scrub and Trees with amazing speed. That
little morsel was fast, but he was close and in a second he would
have it. When he approached the Northern Creek the scent
disappeared. Incredibly it went into the water: Curwen like all his
kind hated Salt water. He could immerse him self it with no ill
effects … But it was an inborn fear!

 

He approached the edge and fearfully peered over. The little cat
was gone, it had jumped into the Water and was amazed that it would
do such a thing. Curwen sniffed round the edge of the Sea for a
while, but could not scent it and the salt spray kept blowing on
him. ‘This dammed Wind!’ he thought as he silently climbed back to
the top of the Shrub and moved slowly away.

 

‘I’ve lost that one’ he thought to himself ‘I’ve never known a
cat to kill itself before’ and continued in that vein ‘…I find it
strange that it should choose to break the circle in that
fashion!…’ Then shrugging went back to the hunt.

 

-improving odds.-

 

Annie, Abdul and Mohammed walked naked through the streets and
went straight to the Foundry / Blacksmith’s Shop in Cockburn Town.
Mohammed kicked in the solid wooden Doors smashing them off their
frame. The owner they knew had two Slaves who worked for him and
they usually slept under the forge. They had scanned the district
earlier and through the slaves eyes knew where to go.

 

One of them looked round in shock as the doors shattered. He was
making up the fire for the day. He was shocked about the doors, but
even more shocked when two naked Black Men and a naked White Woman
saunter in. He’d never seen a naked White Woman in his life and
just stared in wide eyed astonishment. ‘Enjoy it whilst you can!’
thought Annie as she sat down on a chair by the side of the forge.
Mohammed got to work with a Hammer and Chisel on the links.

 

They shattered in one swing, he released Abdul next.

 

The owner hearing the sound of his doors crashing open and his
tools being used rushed into the shop bellowing for them to stop,
and at the same time was shouting for the Militia.

 

 

He was a Big Man: The size of Murray, a fine upstanding pillar
of Society and he was also a Bug. In a flash Abdul had him by his
throat and held him up against the Wall. He struggled weekly in
Abdul’s iron grip and eventually stopped. Abdul slowly let him
down. One of his Slave’s came up behind Abdul and said “My name is
William …What are you doing with my Master?”

 

Abdul told him that his Master wasn’t what he seemed and that he
was a bad Man. Abdul added that he would kill him, at that the
Slave fearing for his life should anything happen to his Master
pleaded for Abdul to not harm him.

 

…The other slave took that moment to run into the shop and like
his companion stopped dead at the sight that beheld him. He focused
overly long on Annie who was still naked, and still sat on the
chair watching the scene play out!

 

“My name is John Flowers!” said the Black Smith “… And, Who are
You?” He demanded. Abdul pushed him again into the wall again and
told him to be silent! - It aggravated Flowers that ‘Meat’ should
talk to him like that and before he knew what he’d done he’d struck
the insolent ‘Meat’ with his Talon. Abdul fell back holding the
gaping wound in his chest.

 

‘Whoops!’ thought Flowers whilst smiling to himself ‘I’ll sort
it out with ‘the forth prime’ later! - This filthy Meat would be
dead in seconds! … then I’ll get that idiot Ben to sort out
this mess!’

 

          …Flowers
was beginning to sweat as he watched Abdul moaning as he gripped
his Chest rolling around on the floor, and all the while screaming
that it burned!

 

He then noted the Female Meat who was sat on his chair was
laughing and telling him he was a Baby! - She reminded him that
she’d been stung herself you know! … And you get used to it!
‘She was Obviously Mad!’ thought Flowers then he noticed the other
Black Meat bag was also laughing! - He took that second to appraise
them and they smelled like ‘Rancid Meat’.

 

He glanced at his two Slaves who were looking in terror at him
when he struck the Black animal who was writhing around of the
floor his camouflage had dropped. ‘Dam!’ he thought ‘I’ll have to
train up a couple of replacements!’ - ‘No problem! - I’ll just buy
another two tomorrow from Father Giles! And these can go to the
Wall for Tonight’s Feast!…’

 

…In his anger to strike at the ‘Stinking Meat’ he’d forgotten
the simply rule. That to use your Talon whilst camouflaged, you had
to do it calmly and at the moment he was any thing, but
calm! … And it seemed he was getting Hotter and more agitated
by the second.

 

 

Then to his amazement he saw ‘the foul smelling Meat’ sack he’d
struck, get back up whilst rubbing his chest. It was laughing with
the Rest!

 

‘What was going on here?’ he thought and began pulling at his
throat slowly realised that his Air bags were on Fire … Or so
it seemed ..And he also found he couldn’t speak.

 

Gasping for Air, he pushed past the Slaves and ran outside into
the yard and into the cool Wind that was bellowing down the road
from the Storm. He noted with some distain that his useless Slaves
had followed him out.

 

…Standing there for a second he looked at the Sky and the storm,
then he collapsed to his knees. A strange noise was coming from his
Shell and he felt like it was burning! - He then fell face down on
to the ground and couldn’t move - It felt like he was being burned
alive and that pain hurt horribly, and all the while he heard that
foul noise. It kept getting louder, and louder, and louder! …
And then was Gone!

 

The Dust blew away in the Wind, the Slaves looked at each other
and went back inside the Shop. They stood in front of Mohammed and
said they feared for their lives at what had just happened here!
Mohammed smiled at them and taking them to one said told them about
the ‘Bugs’ what they did and what them seemed to represent.

 

          …
And realised it wasn’t a lot. He also added that their former owner
a Mr John Flowers was one of them.

 

The Slaves said they were in charge of the smelting Pots that Mr
Flowers used in his foundry. It was a Hot and Dangerous Job, they
were the foundry Pot Men, but what Ben wanted to know was, if they
should light the fire for the days work Schedule.

 

Abdul said “No! - But!” he added “…We need some Cloths and Food!
- If you could find us some? - After that! - I’d say you could have
the rest of the Day Off…”

 

In stunned silence Ben went out of the Door. Followed some time
later by William who seemed traumatised by the whole affair.
William came back later with some trousers for Abdul and Mohammed.
Annie was given a long white Shirt that she used as a Dress. They
all smelled of stale sweat.

 

Annie attacked the food with relish that Ben had provided. They
were all hungry. When Abdul asked if there was any more food he Ben
said No! - Abdul then asked if there was a Shop that they could get
some more food from? - Ben told him there were - No shops on the
Island.

 

 

What about Taverns? Said Mohammed - Again No! - came the
reply!

 

Annie looked to William and asked what his name was and if there
was any form of Market they could get more food?

 

“My name is William!” he said “… And to get more Food!” he said
“They’d have to go to one of the Warehouses on the Water
Front.”

 

Ben took that moment to look up and told his associated to stop
calling himself ‘William’ you know your name is ‘Bill!’ - Bill
flushed red.

“Ideas of grandeur!” said Ben. Abdul smiled.

 

[PROJECTION] said Abdul.

This was strictly a Slave Labour Enterprise and Society.

  The entire Operation was geared up for profit only.

    People visited one and others Houses for
Entertainment.

      The working Class were Slaves and
No sub structure existed for them.

        Only Warehouses
existed for stock Storage, Order and Dispatch.

          There may
be a House used by Locals for entertainment, but these Salves
wouldn’t know of it?…

 

Later Abdul, Mohammed and Annie walked on down the Main Road as
the Wind howled around them. They’d taken what they could from the
Blacksmiths Shop as the Two Slaves looked on forlornly. There were
several Slaves gathering around the Blacksmiths shop by now and a
number had seen the naked people walk in earlier.

 

The Blacksmith’s slaves looked at the retreating backs of
Mohammed, Annie and Abdul then looked at them selves. They decided
they now had nothing to loose and figured their lives would be
forfeit when all this mess was sorted out, so followed the mad
people into the Storm.

 

As did half of the neighbourhood Slaves who’s Masters were at a
meeting in the Salina Nest …They had all been watching the goings
on at the Blacksmiths for the last fifteen minutes and where all
wondering what was going to happen next. They all knew trouble when
they saw it … And trouble had just come-a-calling, but for
their Masters! … And the local Slaves wanted to see this
spectacle play itself out.

 

On route they’d picked up more clothing and food from local
Warehouse’s nearer the Nest. Annie made full use of this new style
of kick-in-the-door-shopping and enjoyed it immensely. ‘Much more
convenient than Cash!’ she thought mischievously. She became
concerned as more slaves and local people joined them in the Storm
as they travelled towards the south of the Island. News travelled
fast and the Crowd was by now very large.

 

 

Six Militia Guards Men barred their way with Weapons drawn just
outside the Nest Salina and demanded they halt! … And return
the Stolen Goods.

 

Annie stepped forward in a burst of speed gripping one of the
Rifles pulled it from a Guardsmen hand and bent it in half! - She
side stepped to the next Guard and took his Weapon. The first
Militia Guardsman was pulling an ‘Air Trigger’ on his ‘Air Gun’,
before he realized the Gun was missing from his Hands. He then felt
Abdul’s fist in his mouth and he it went dark. The Crowd took care
of the rest of them.

 

It was a very, very large crowd when they finally broke into
Sara’s cell.

 

in half an hour the world ends.

 

At Nine o’clock Annie had located Sara’s Salt cellar. The Bug
outside didn’t know what hit him. Annie did as she stood in front
of him pleading for her life. It was a stone thrown by Abdul so
hard that it passed straight through him, killing him in an
instant.

 

Abdul stayed with the Slave’s who had followed them whilst Annie
and Mohammed went inside. John looked up and was pleased to see
them. He was struggling with John’s manacles. He’d almost got them
off, but it was hard work just using that pike staff and a small
mother of pearl ornate pen knife.

 

          …Mohammed
removed the chains with the tools they taken from the Blacksmith
shop, but it took four strikes with the hammer and chisel to cut
through them. The chains in use here, where of a better quality, he
noted.

 

The Magistrate still on the floor wasn’t being useful and
refused to answer any questions. Annie positioned herself and the
others so she was standing over him, with her back to the cell
door. She gave him an opportunity to survive. All he had to do was
walk to the back of the cell and wait. She said ‘He’ had ‘her’ word
that ‘he’ wouldn’t be harmed. The Magistrate eyed the cell door
behind her then without a seconds hesitation had his Talon was in
her stomach, and was running towards the steps, the cell door, and
escape. He would bring back a force to deal with this rabble, and
destroy them.

 

          …On the
first one he paused. On the second he screamed, on the third he
fell to his knees. He collapsed onto the forth and the sound of a
dog howling in pain finally erupted from the Bugs mouth and shell,
and four seconds later, whilst he laid on the top step with his
hands on the cell door he finally died.

 

Sara was shocked at what she’d just witnessed.

 

The Magistrate was reduced to a pile of dust and he like the
others had died badly. Her hatred for Bugs wasn’t diminished by
seeing the Magistrate die. She’d seen into the Nest and knew what
awaited them. Annie seethed with hatred and had no compassion for
things. Walking up the steps She let her emotions spill over and
kicked at the dust with her foot, then spat on it.

 

Sara looked enquiringly at her, but Annie said “Wait you’ll
see!” and turning walked back into the cell holding her stomach.
The burning pain had began to subside.

 

the offensive begins.

 

Fifteen minutes after being released. A dressed Tra and John
kicked in the huge black wooden Guaiacum Doors to the main common
room of ‘the Nest Salina’…

 

…The splintered Doors fell inward and away from the frame.
Entering slowly they both hold the doors back for Sara who walked
in wearing a stunning blue ‘Ball Gown’ and leather walking boots.
She was followed by Annie, Abdul and Mohammed. They would never
have found the room inside the huge complex Warehouse structure
without Mohammed and Annie’s seeking ability. It’s location it was
well hidden. Even the Guard post outside was hidden, but not that
well, and Abdul had found it by smell.

 

John looking on at the scene was starting to feel the full fury
of his ‘nit’ based Battle Rage. Tra was feeling anguish whilst his
Hands twitched. Their rage was almost uncontrollable, they had the
group to defend and the Bugs in the room were a threat. **Hold.**
sported Annie **Let Sara play her Hand. Your code, and life depends
on this Being Played out to its conclusion …SO HOLD!** Tra and John
stepped back and waited.

 

          …A ‘big
Man’ in the centre of the a high vaulted room turned to look at
them and one hundred and nineteen other faces did the same…

 

Inside it stank of putrid flesh. As Sara walked towards the Big
Man she looked round and was horrified to see the Bodies of Black
Men, Women, Children, and Animals hung on the walls. Not all were
dead, some just looked on with glassy eyed horror at the Mould that
was growing over them. Some had limbs missing and the stumps were
bleeding into the Wall. Sara felt her own rage building.

 

Looking back to the Big Man she looked to the left of him and
saw a huge steel cage was hanging in the centre of the room. In it
was a naked Black Girl. She was chained and spread eagled in it.
The ground surrounding it was  covered in blood and the girl
was rattling her cage screaming with Rage and Hate, and begging for
mercy, and whimpering all at the same time.

 

          As Sara
walked she couldn’t put her finger on it, but could have sworn
there were two people in that cage, but plainly there was only one.
Viewing the scene Sara began to feel her own rage beginning to
become a cold and harsh thing. She became a cold heartless creature
of the night. She would kill everything here and wouldn’t care.

 

John in that second saw what Annie already knew and took a step
forward. His sister was in pain. He would go to her, to defend her,
he had to. Annie seeing him move mentally restrained him and
sported **Let Sara do this. For our Honour we have to …We must wait
a little Longer** Annie, Mohammed and Abdul then put a ‘Body Hold
Command’ on John and a second later they slapped ‘a restraint’ on
Tra as he also attempted to move forward.

 

          …Annie
had a hard job holding both of them back, but with the combined
mental support of Abdul and Mohammed they did it, but only
just…

 

          …Abdul
later called the mental command they put over them ‘a dog leash’
and it was appropriately named…

 

Sara walked past the faces that now shimmered between Bugs and
Men. She thought to herself ‘I can finally see the creatures for
what they are!’ and in her cold hatred for what she saw it amused
her ‘…Because!’ She thought  ‘…They’ll never deceive us
again!’. With confidently she strode up to ‘the ‘big Man’ at the
centre of the room, then stared at him with intense interest as she
saw his face shimmering between that of a Man then a Bug with
compound eyes and waving antennas. She was fascinated by it as
someone who might study a Maggot under a microscope.

 

Quietly she stood there looking at him for a second. Then she
noticed it was holding a Bugs head in one hand and a large Blade in
the other.

 

          [Sara
Projected] To stop that awful noise the Bugs make when they try to
kill one of us. The ‘big Man’ chopped of his companions head
immediately after he stung the prisoner. All around the cage were
piles of dust, lots of dust … And a lot of rotten, slowly
dusting Bug heads, and that gave Sara a sick idea. She slowly
looked around to the floor and then up to the ‘big Man’ again and
said “The Data and Information you sort cost a hefty price to
Extract … Filth!…” He said nothing, so she went on.

 

“…That information will do you no good in the end… Crusty!

  … Here are the terms ‘leave this Island now and you
all live!’

    … We will give you two days to
depart.

      … Neither I nor my Army will
molest you.

        … And you can
take with you what you can carry.

          …
This is a ‘One Time Offer!’


            …
My Team is Obliged to Offer these Terms.

       
      … They are part of the Attack
Code : Which ‘They’ Live By!”

 

          Sara
indicated to the Group behind her, and bent her head close to his
and said quietly. “…If it was up to ‘Me’ I’d just fuckin’ kill the
lot of you …I Don’t have any fuckin’ Honour …But this LOT behind me
have been installed with a Martial Art and one of its demands are
that any Enemy must be given the Opportunity to Surrender! …Before
we exterminate you!”

 

‘MrD’ looked into Sara’s eyes and Smiled.

 

          “…And
YES! I’m Serious! …They Insisted that I talk to you first - In fact
they were very Insistent!…” She paused, then continued “…Well? - Do
you want to Surrender? - The Terms They Have Offered Are Most
Generous! …But I do need and Answer NOW!…” Sara paused then bending
closer she said quietly “…Please have a go at me, it will be a
trigger, come on you piece of walking ‘Bug Shit’. Answer me!
…NOW!…”

 

The ‘big Man’ pulled his head back slightly and tilted his head
as he looked at her ‘She was Serious’ he thought. He then took
stock and considered what he saw. Looking directly at Sara he saw a
black ‘Meat bag’ of a Woman in a Blue Gown who wasn’t worth
considering, but had a foul mouth. He then allowed his gazed to
travel over her and across her shoulder. He stared in some
amusement at her ‘Army’ of five.

 

The four ‘meat bag’ Men he assessed might give him a slight
problem … And as for that white ‘Meat Sack’ of a Girl? He
would enjoy taking her apart, very slowly, and salivated at the
thought.

 

He began to smile to himself at that delightful thought and
salivated more.

 

          …In his
Reports from the holding cells stated that the Prisoners were weak
Animals with no abilities. The fact they’d all escaped caused him
some concern, but he concluded they the Salves he saw outside had
released them. Those same slaves outside would be ‘food’ … And
soon!

 

His smile began to broaden a little more.

 

          …He would
take ‘the Ring Leaders’ to task later and then he would have no
problem with any of them ever again. One in Four publicly flogged
and then Hung. He reflected that it would teach them a lesson.

 

His smile became a huge grin and he started to laugh very
loudly.

 

          …Then he
stopped laughing abruptly and slowly looked down to Sara with
absolute loathing his eyes and very slowly, and very deliberately
as if addressing a small child said “… My name … is
‘MrD’ … And ‘I’ … am the Master of ‘Grand Turk’ …
‘I’ am forth prime to the Overload … ‘the Traitor’…” He
inclined his head in Anabel direction "…Has given us some
interesting information and … I TELL FOOD WHAT TO DO!… and
you!” touching Sara’s shoulder with his finger said “…You, Are
FOOD!…”

 

          He paused
looked directly over Sara’s shoulder to her group and continued
“Here are my terms ‘Animal’…” He managed to say that Word with
venom that shocked Sara, but it only made Sara hate him more. ‘MrD’
continued “…You are all bad Meat, and to us you smell Rancid. You
all need to be Disposed off. We can’t even eat your flesh because
you stink so Bad …But their may be a Solution!..”

 

‘MrD’ looked from her ‘Army’, then to her, and turning his back
walked over to the Cage and looking up to Anabel dangling in it. He
scratched his Chin as if in deep thought. Nodding to himself he
slowly turned to Sara and said “…I might be merciful to you all if
you ask for my forgiveness, and surrender to me Now! - I promise I
will execute you all quickly and Burn your Bodies. Where my
‘subjects’ out there are concerned. I will also spare three out of
every four Men, Women and Children on this Island. Think fast, this
is ‘my’ final offer!…”

 

          …MrD
walked back to Sara and standing two feet from her waited for her
response, to his reasonable terms…

 

Sara looked side ways at that face, then said “Interesting, but
totally Unacceptable!…” then continuing in the Bug language she
‘clicked twice and croaked!…’ held up her hand left for a pause
‘…then clicked twice more!…’

 

The Hall fell totally silent “Send your Messenger to that filthy
Beast you slavishly obey!…” she said with disgust in her voice.

 

‘MrD’ was shaken and stirred. How had it? …this filthy meat Sack
done that? But the Rules where clear on this Matter. He looked over
and nodded to a small ‘Man/Bug’ in the corner who left by the side
door. The ch’wave would be sent. Then the instant the Door closed.
Sara looked into the eyes of MrD and said “Then its War!” MrD
nodded and jumped back three feet. Kicking outward as he did.

 

In that second the ‘Rage’ began and Annie released John and
Tra’s mind lock. They lurched forward in a Blur. Annie, Mohammed
and Abdul fell backwards, recovered themselves and joined the
fray.

 

‘MrD’ looked on in surprise where he kicked upwards. The Meat
Sack in the Blue Dress was gone. Then he slowly looked round and
saw what was happening in front of his eyes. MrD’s Bug Army moved
in and filled the space where the four Humans were standing a
second before, but a blender effect began to envelope the room
round the Bugs as they were cut down. It seemed that the very ‘Air’
itself was killing them. MrD screamed for them to regroup as he saw
the others move in.

 

Abdul, Mohammed and Annie became blurs as they cut and parried
with long knifes and metal bars they’d obtained from the Guards on
their way in.

 

          …Mr D was
horrified at what he saw. The animals speed wasn’t just Fast - It
went off the scale - They were like the Wind killing his soldiers
…His brethren …His Bug Brother Army…

 

Tra and John unleashed their deadly Martial Arts fighting
skills. Their Fists, Arms, Legs and Heads where weapons and when
they came into Contact - They killed - Their ‘nit’ based rage was
finally released and it felt good.

 

Dust swirled around the Room till you couldn’t see for the
Stuff.

 

Sara stepped back from ‘MrD’ and watched his leg come up in slow
motion. Then watched as his Arm swung down to where her Head was
only a second earlier. Stepping back with a smile on her face she
caught his Arm mid air and twisted it off in one fluid movement.
‘MrD’ felt the pain in his shoulder and just looked in horror at
his Insectoid Arm in her Hands.

 

Sara swung the appendage round testing its weight and considered
it to heavy. So brining it down on the floor she knocked the talon
off the end. Nodding at the lighter weight she stepped back again
as ‘MrD’ lunged at her again.

 

Looking sideways at him she smiled, as he fell past her. Then
her face hardened as she swung what was left of his Arm round her
head slowly testing its weight “That’s better!…” she said. She
didn’t have the Martial Arts training like the rest did, but she
could take out this ‘Bag of Wind’ with one Hand tied behind her
Back.

 

Taking up a sword fighter stance she placed one hand behind her
back and swung the huge Insects Arm around parrying and leaping
hitting MrD on his arms and generally annoying him as he charged
and leap past her. Then she said “Fuck this!…” as she kicked MrD’s
feet from under him and he ended up kneeling on the floor. She
placed ‘his Arm’ on the back of his neck in a mock execution. MrD
growling cast his other arm round knocking it out of the way and
attempted to get back up.

 

Sara turned his arm mid air and overbalanced him.

 

‘MrD’ began to rage with anger and pain as he finally got back
on his feet. ‘It was a just a black Slave.’ he thought ‘His reports
said nothing like this? It was just a ‘meat Sack’ … And it
would suffer for that insult.’ he fumed to himself as he lunged at
her, but she was gone again.

 

He then became aware of his ‘Arm’ hitting him again, and
again! … Across his Body … His Legs … His Head. He
had no defence, she was all round him. He saw his men rush to aid
him, but were killed without a seconds thought. He fell to his
Knees, and still the blows from his ‘Arm’ kept raining in on him.
‘She was simply playing with me all along!’ he thought as he
finally passed out on the Blooded sand.

 

the reckoning.

 

When ‘MrD’ finally came round the room was empty not one of his
Bug’s was left. Sara looked down at him and for a moment felt pity,
then it passed.

 

The Mech’tee and the Town Slaves were helping what was left of
the living Larder down from the Walls. Hatred filled their eyes and
they were looking to kill ‘MrD’ slowly, very slowly as the full
extent of what they used Slaves for.

 

John and Tra had the volunteered for gruesome job of triage on
the Wall the Bugs put their Rotting, and Dying food on. They said
it was their duty …Tra had just finished the Job of helping a dying
old Woman on her way, with a neck pinch. As her eyes glazed over
she said “Thankyou!” Shaking with rage Tra looked at John as he
helped a young girl of eleven down. She had one leg missing. The
Boy and his Mother on the floor where pulling strands of the Mould
off their skin. It hadn’t done that much damage. Unlike the Old
Woman Tra had just helped. Both of her Legs and Arms where gone
consumed by that Mould, as was the lower half of her Body.

 

Sara’s own rage was building. Looking from the young girl being
helped out, then down to ‘MrD’ she spat at him. He howled as her
saliva ‘nits’ burned him, but they couldn’t do that much damage. A
scream from behind her made her turn as the young boy who was
helped off the wall earlier died. The Mould had penetrated his Body
cavity and in pulling it out, he had disembowelled himself. His
Mother was the one screaming hysterically.

 

Sara now turned and kicked ‘MrD’ with tears in her eyes and said
“…Your’re beyond evil.” She looked down with abhorrence and kicked
at his leg chain again saying “…I hope they kill you very
slowly!…”

 

“Your only food…” wailed ‘MrD’ “…You don’t feel pain, like we
do!…” Sara kicked him again, but this time in the stomach and he
doubled over.

 

Beside ‘MrD’ was several Men who where found to be working in
and around the Nest. They weren’t Slaves, but willing helpers? Sara
found this repulsive, and they disgusted her.

 

Mohammed had finally got Anabel out of the Cage with Mr Flowers
cold chisels. As the massive cage fell away she was wrapped in a
Blanket. Anabel was in pain and dazed, but coming round she
recognized ‘MrD’ laying on the floor: Boiling up with her own rage
and loathing for him she pulled away from the washer Women assigned
to help her, and rushed at ‘MrD’ then kneeling down began pounding
him repeatedly on his chest, but in her weakened state, she didn’t
do any damage.

 

          The
washer Women she’d torn away from pulled her back up. Standing
there shaking she looked down at the pathetic creature chained to
the floor and said “…I’m gonna make it my life’s ambition to kill
every dammed fuckin’ Bug I ever see, and that includes ‘the
Overload‘. I’m really gonna enjoy killing that Bitch! …I’m gonna’
take her apart piece by piece! Her ovipositor will never produce
ever again - Before I’ve finished, I’ll wipe your species off the
face of the Earth…”

 

‘MrD’ crawled back in genuine fright. He’d never seen venom like
this in a ‘black Meat’ before. He’d never mentioned ‘the Queen’ -
his beloved ‘Overload’ - What manor of creatures are they? - Apart
from smelling like bad meat, they must be ‘the Child Molesters’
from Legend. ‘the Traitor’ had almost told him as much, but never
actually confirmed it.

 

Sara said in a measured tone to ‘MrD’ - “I’ve left you for last.
In a few minutes you will be Dead, your Death will be slow and
painful. Your are a lesson for the Slaves, and ‘Anabel’ here…”

 

‘MrD’ moved his one hand to his mouth and was shocked at mention
of her name and said “Anabel?…”

 

“Yes! It has a Name!… You Wretched Insect!…” said Sara unsure of
what transpired with ‘MrD’ and that was genuine shock that flashed
across his face.

 

Looking up at Sara MrD said again “…You said its name is
…‘Anabel?’…”

 

“YES!…” said Sara annoyed “…I’ve left you for last …You’re here
to help her put this incident behind her and, help her find closure
in seeing you like this! weak and helpless…

 

          …But I
think their closure they want will be more permanent… ” Sara
motioned with her head to the Slaves that were gathering around
them. Continuing she said “…You’ve also here as an example for them
to learn that they do not need to fear the likes of you, or your
ilk in this World. I’ll take my leave of you and leave you in the
Hands of your ‘Subjects!’…Your Majesty!…” then she bowed low and
with a sneer across her face laughed. Standing back up she wiped
the smile of her face and without another word Sara turned and
taking Anabel by her shoulders began to lead her out of the
Nest.

 

They where followed out by the washer Women and the rest of the
Wall’s survivors. The Mother was still screaming for her lost Son
who was laying on the ground. Tra and John picked his Body up along
with the rest of the Dead. They would organise a pyre for them all,
any grave would be excavated when all this was over.

 

deal, or no deal?

 

‘MrD’ lying on the ground was protesting that he was the
rightful owner of the Salves and this Building. He had a licence to
pan for Salt and he would see to it that an arrangement would be
made if she released him. After all it was only a minor
Misunderstanding, and he could cut her, and her group in on his
operation, with her as an Overseer they could increase production
and double the Profits … Everyone could make a fortune out of
this advantageous meeting he was pleading now and shouted after her
…The Slaves listen to you, you could even give them better food
with your part of the Profits if you wished?

 

Sara was disgusted at his proposals, his contempt of life and
his foul attitude towards people. She wanted to kill 'it' herself,
but continued on out of the Door. The two men tied up on the floor
with a squirming 'MrD' shouted to Sara and pleaded for their lives.
She stopped by the door and considered her options, without turning
Sara ordered their legs to be unbound, then through gritted teeth
told them to follow her outside and stay very quiet.

 

          Sara was
revolted by them and knew that they had working voluntarily for the
Bugs. She would deal with them and their crimes later, but for the
time being she needed information, and they had it, and she knew
just ‘the Trio’ who could get it out of them without to much
trouble. Sara smiled as she walked out, and the Men behind followed
her like obedient dogs.

 

‘MrD’ began to slowly realise he was in big trouble. These
‘animals’ had been concealing their abilities and now, because of
his complacency. He was going to suffer for it … He was also
beginning to think he’d made a mistake in refusing Sara’s ‘One Time
Offer!…’

 

times up.

 

In the outer Corridor Sara had learned they where over Six Miles
from the Event on the Southern tip of the Island in a place called
the Nest Salina: Activation would be in fifteen minutes. She
smiled, in quarter of an Hour ‘she/they!’ might not even exist. The
Storm outside howled its displeasure and rocked the Warehouse. It
was the fiercest Storm she’d ever seen, and it felt like it would
never end.

 

…Sara got Anabel to sit down on the ground and put a blanket on
her. Tra and John along with some of the Towns folk set about the
grisly task of putting the dead to rest.

 

Grabbing the two bound men behind her Sara forced them to sit
and told them to STAY! …And if they knew what was good for them
they shouldn’t move from her protection. Her eyes where beginning
to burn red with anger as she glanced over to nineteen Slaves who
were gathering in a small Group by the main Doors. She could see
they wanted revenge and began to move in on them. The two men
followed her gaze to the Nest Entrance, and cried out.

 

Turning Sara glared at the Slaves, her red eyes were now blazing
red with controlled fury. In a second it was like they were all hit
with a hammer at the same time. They all fell backwards and cowered
in fear at her mental onslaught. Then lifting her gaze she spoke to
them in a more genital tone saying “Not Yet … And I mean it
…Later? Well we’ll see, but for the moment no one is to come near
them … You are to guard them.” The assembled Slaves fearfully
and quietly went back to the entrance. They wanted to be away from
the demon Woman and waited; At the same time they prevented anyone
else from coming in.

 

Looking down to Anabel Sara said “I know it’s painful, but we
need to know what you told them and we need it before synaptic
degradation sets in”

 

“I know!” said Anabel rocking to and through.

 

Sara nodded to Annie who with Abdul and Mohammed surrounded
them. Then linking, began their mind Storm…

 

“… I need to ask you some more Questions Missy?…” said ‘MrD’
coming up behind her from the main nest Doorway past the men laying
on the ground. Anabel looked back and screamed with horror as she
tried to scramble to her feet!…

 

 










Chapter 10
the traitors tale


Chapter Ten

 

the traitors tale.

 

Jessica was running through the Jungle and was dressed as
Jane … Tarzan was hot on her heels. She glanced back, tripped
on a tree root and stumbled. In a flash Tarzan had her roughly by
her hair and was bowled over with his  momentum. Tarzan rolled
over and standing above looked down and said “I need that
information!”

 

Grabbing her with a powerful hands he lifted her up off the
grass. Then cuffed her with his free hand the force of it slammed
her hard down on the ground again. Throwing his arms back he howled
at the sky then looking down swore at her. She had crumbled under
his onslaught and unmoving she waited for his next blow. When it
came she was kicked in the stomach, and it hurt she rolled over
with pain and came to a rest looking up at the clear sky.

 

…As she laid there looking up she noted it was a beautiful
Summer’s Day and looking round at Tarzan she said “I’ll never tell
you anything!…”

 

Tarzan walked over and standing over her said “… You will
Missy! … You WILL!”. In a flash Jessica noticed that Tarzan
looked a lot like that Bug ‘MrD’ and shuddered.

 

Jessica saw Tarzan produced a Huge knife from behind his back
and reaching down grabbed a handful of her hair. With it he dragged
her up from the ground. With the other arm he swung the blade
against her out stretched neck. After three powerful swings her
head came away from her Body. She was shocked at the pain the first
stoke inflicted, after that she felt nothing as her head was lifted
up and away…

 

Tarzan said “Speak to me Missy, or it’ll go bad from you!…”

Jessica looked up at his hand still holding her hair swinging
her head to and through as he walked she said “You can fuck off,
and go to Hell…”

 

Tarzan laughed then went back along the path Jessica had run
down not five minutes ago, were he meet his friends coming out of
the Bush. They were Monkeys, lots of them. His Monkeys then gave
him several thin, long hollow tapered pipes which he put under the
other arm as he walked. Jessica facing backwards the Monkeys saw
them pick up her Body, they then followed Tarzan back into the
Jungle.

 

…After a while they came to a clearing and her head was put next
to a fire that had ‘a Huge Black Pot’ boiling away on top of
it…

 

She said “What’s next then Monkey Man?”.

 

Tarzan looked down as his Monkeys put Jessica’s Body down next
to her head. “Next my pretty little Prissy, ‘is’ I’m gonna’ make
you talk…” said Tarzan.

 

“Humph!..” said Jessica “You’ve already cut off my fuckin’ Ead'.
What else can you do to me you Poxy Arsed Pratt?”.

 

“This!…” said Tarzan and he pushed the hollow tube into
Jessica’s arm. Jessica’s head screamed in pain. “What the fuck! -
How the Fuck? - Does that work, Arse Wipe!…” she cried.

 

“That’s only the Beginning!” said Tarzan and he then got a ladle
of boiling water from ‘the Black Pot’ and carefully poured it into
the pipe that was sticking out of Jessica’s arm. The pain was
awful … She screamed, and screamed, and screamed. As more
Boiling water was siphoned into the Arm of her lifeless and
headless Body.

 

“I need your Name and Town of Origin to start with Missy.” said
Tarzan.

 

Jessica screamed again and was going to tell him to fuck off,
but a voice from somewhere below and to the back said “My name is
Jessica Simpson and I’m a Miss. MISTER ‘D’…”

 

Jessica screamed and told it to STOP! Speaking, but it went on.
“I’m Jessica!” said the voice “Ask your questions!..”

 

“OK!… What is the name of your Town Jessica?” said Tarzan.

 

The voice said “I live in Springfield…”

 

“… And where is that?” said Tarzan.

 

“It’s in the United States of America!…” said the voice.

 

Tarzan was clearly confused and ladled some more Boiling water
into the Hollow Tube. Jessica screamed again, and then her head
fainted. She heard Tarzan curse and she smiled as she fell into
oblivion.

 

When she came round her head was in a bucket of cool water and
she blinked awake. Threw the water she was Tarzan put his Hand into
the Bucket and dripping she saw him sitting down on a stool by the
fire. He then put her head on his Lap and looking up at him he said
“…We will continue!”

 

“No!…” said Jessica. “Yes!” said Tarzan and he put her head down
and went to her Body where he pushed ‘the long hollow tube’ into
one of Jessica’s legs. The pain this time was becoming predictable
she noted, but it still hurt and a long, low howl emitted from the
heads mouth. She realised in a second it was her Mouth that was
howling.

 

“Where do you live?” said Tarzan.

 

Again the little voice from below said the United States of
America. At which point more Boiling water was poured down the tube
and into her Leg. Jessica cried in pain and rage, but could do
nothing about it, her Body was limp and unmoving, but her head felt
its pain. She had to escape.

 

The Monkey Man had a brain wave and said “What year is it
Jessica?..”

 

That traitorous voice said “it’s the year 2010.”

 

Tarzan was silent then continued and said “… Are you the Child
Molesters?”

 

“Never heard of them. So my answer is NO!…” said Jessica. More
Boiling Water was poured in, less pain, but it still hurt. “NO! …We
are Not!” said the voice from below.

 

Twice as much Boiling water was put down the tube this time and
Jessica screamed … then fainted, again. Tarzan swore.

 

part two.

 

When she woke up she was on a Bed in a Hut and her head had been
sowed back onto her Body! …But it felt wrong! She tried to get up
and discovered she was tired down onto the Bed.

 

Tarzan who looked more, and more like that Bug ‘MrD’ walked
in.

 

“Now!” he said sitting on the side of the Bed “We have to ask
you again about the Child Molesters?”. “Who the fuck are they? You
piece of Shit!…” said Jessica

 

“They are people from our History who decimated an entire
generation of our Children! …Just For Pleasure! …We, all know the
horror stories … And we all wait for the day we can have exact
our Justice on Them!..”

 

“Well I ain’t ‘a child killer’ or anything else like that. You
fucking Arse!” she said. Tarzan looked down and smiled “That
remains to be seen.” said ‘MrD’.

 

Jessica thought to herself ‘He wasn’t Tarzan …It's that dammed
fuckin' Bug Lord from that Island? …What was it called? …Dam …She
couldn’t recall its name.

 

‘MrD’ moved of the side of the Bed and motioned for his Monkeys
to collect her and take her outside. Once outside the Hut she saw
what she suspected. They’d stitched her head on back to front ‘The
Bastards’ she thought.

 

Motioning to his Monkeys ‘MrD’ said she was to be left on the
ground by the fire. Jessica saw that it had an even bigger Pot of
water boiling on it … 'It’s true! Size is everything to a
Man’' she thought smiling to her self.

 

The Monkeys this time pushed four tubes into her Body. The pain
they all made when they were pushed went beyond pain, but she
endured it. 'Anabel' supposed she was getting used to it…

 

          …The
voice Below said, with some force and urgency '… NO, YOU ARE
JESSICA – DO NOT FORGET IT': As Jessica was about to retort to
this, more Boiling Water was poured into the tubes. Then the World
and everything she knew exploded with Physical Agony and Pain
beyond Description.

 

The voice below said ‘MrD’ should listen, when she said she was
from America because she was from an America … But in his
future. Jessica screamed for it to stop talking, but it
continued.

 

“We’re on a trip to save time from ‘the Others’ and we’ve got
stuck on ‘Turk’. We are called the Muck’e’Ducks, and work for
God.

 

‘…That was it.’ thought Jessica absent-mindly ‘She was on the
Island of Grand Turk.’ The voice went on … We’ve sent out our
reconnoitre groups, our spy’s, but they didn’t return. So we went
back in time to save them. We have to save their useless back sides
yet again. It went on. They have no Back Bone, no Spines. None of
them have - It’s always up to us - to sort them out - And sort out,
the mess they continually make!

 

Jessica screamed for it to stop telling ‘MrD’ this information,
but it just continued. Our commander Rachel has a Machine that can
travel in Time and we’re on a Mission. Jessica could stand no more
with a superhuman effort she stood up, holding her head in her
hands she twisted it round and got it back on straight.

 

          …Then
grabbed the Pipes she ripped them out one by one. The Monkeys fell
back in Terror at this. The she threw them at Tarzan. He ducked
three of them, but the forth got the Basted right in the eye and he
howled in pain and anger as he rolled around on the ground trying
to pull it out. Jessica smiled.

 

Mist rolled around her and she looked down at ‘MrD’ rolling
around in the dirt. The Mist cleared and she saw his Monkeys were
shocked at what they’d just seen. Jessica was spurred into action
and kicked the Boiling Pot over. It spilled over MrD and two of his
Monkeys. Turning in a blind panic she ran into the Jungle. The
Monkeys gave chase, but this time she out paced them with ease.

 

Her 'nits' were back.

 

part three.

 

Jessica ran, and ran, and at the point of total exhaustion she
found a cave  crawling inside she fell into a deep sleep.

 

          …
Time passed. She felt refreshed when she finally awoke, but what
had woken her up? She then noticed that the ground was shaking,
after a second it started to tremble, with even beats like a drum.
‘What now!’ she thought. She wriggled back out of the cave and
looked up at the tree line. Jessica standing in forest clearing
stared in Horror at what she saw. A Massive Bug was walking upright
through the top of the tree line smashing everything with a Huge
Tomahawk as it went. It finally smashed it way into the clear spot
were she currently found herself.

 

It was huge towering above her and dressed as an American Red
Indian complete with head band and feather, a loin cloth, moccasins
and two white stripes of war paint across its face.

 

          …It was a
reddish coloured Bug that hadn’t bothered to camouflage itself.
Jessica thought it comical, then the Huge Tomahawk came smashing
down in her direction and it was six times the size of a normal
one. Jessica stepped back as the massive head opened up a hole in
the ground on the spot she’d just been standing.

 

Turning tail Jessica ran, but the nightmare followed, and it was
faster than she was. As she dashed into flat river bed area with a
huge Cliff to her left. The Creature threw its tomahawk at her, it
missed, but hit the outcrop in front of her and the entire side of
the Mountain seemed to fall in front of her, brining her up to a
complete stand still.

 

          …
And in an instant the massive Indian Bug was on her slamming her
into the ground. With one hand on her chest, the other reached over
and it retrieved its Hammer. It then brought it down on both of her
legs breaking them both in an instant.

 

The pain was like green white fire inside her legs and shot out
in all directions. As she lay there crying in agony she thought
‘Why?…’

 

From the side of the outcrop came a noise of Rocks beginning to
fall away from the Cliff Face. Jessica looked in the direction of
the Mountain and saw the Rock face began to move itself Stone by
Stone, Rock by Rock and Boulder by Boulder. In a few seconds the
entire Cliff was being remoulded and she watched in fascination as
she saw thousands of Bugs carrying Stones, Rocks and Boulders away
from the Mountain side. In a few minutes a Huge cavern was opened
up in front of her. The ‘Jessica/Anabel’ was in awe at the
spectacle.

 

Then total silence filled the air, except for a few pebbles that
continued to fall on their own. After a few seconds ‘a Huge Litter’
came out of the cavern and it was carried by Eight massively
muscled Black Men who were naked except for loin cloths, their
skins were heavily Oiled and they glistened in the Sun.

 

          One of
the most Amazing facts was the Black Men were over Twelve Foot
Tall, but they weren’t as big as the Indian Bug. ‘Anabel’ could
see…

 

          …The
voice below got upset again saying you are ‘Jessica’. Sorry she
said and went on. ‘Jessica’ could see … they were really Gigantic
Bugs wearing an impressive camouflage…

 

On ‘the Litter’ was a the Biggest Fattest White Woman that
‘Jessica’ had ever seen. Her long Black Greasy and Matted hair
covered her Enormous Breasts. ‘Jessica’ saw that this creature sat
on a Massive throne that seemed to be made of old red bones inter
weaved together.

 

          ‘The
Litter’ was slowly set down in front of ‘Jessica’. The Fat Woman
smiled at her and was about to speak to the Indian then stopped and
let out a Grunt. Jessica looking up from the ground could see a
silver coloured Grub being Born from between the Fat Woman's
thighs. It was immediately taken away by a smaller Bug in
attendance. Then from the rear of ‘the Litter’ another small Bug
took its place by the Fat Woman's side. Jessica was amazed at what
she had just witnessed and looked back to the Fat Woman's face. Who
by now had regained her composure and was looking to the Large
Indian, and nodded for him to continue.

 

The Indian Bug looked down at Jessica and got of her chest,
turning to the Fat Woman he stood Proud and bowed his head
slightly. He then got down to his Knees and prostrated himself
fully with his Arms stretched out across the grass. After a second
he got back up to his Knees and said still in a kneeling position
“Your Majesty … May I present. For your amusement … And
delectation …”

 

          Jessica
stirred and shouted “…What The Fuck?… ” and looked up shocked at
what she’d just heard. The massive Big had just spoken with a fine
tenors voice, it was preposterous. On seeing Jessica speak and move
the Indian Bug looked down to her and scowled, then looking back
the Fat Woman continued some what annoyed “… Your Majesty! …as I,
was saying! … May I present. For your amusement, and such a
diversion it will be … this ‘Meat Sack!’…”

 

He looked back to Jessica again, then looking up again
continued.

 

          “… It is
stronger, far stronger that most we have to deal with … She
will speak, freely and with great gusto about her ventures and
exploits, leading up to and including the incident known to us as
the ‘Child Molester’ Atrocity!…”

 

Looking from ‘the Overlord’ then to body on the ground the
Indian continued speaking whilst glaring at ‘Jessica’. “… I feel
‘It’ is now ready to commune all these things to you and more,
should you command it!…” with that he looked up and standing bowed
his head again.

 

Jessica looked at this giant Bug in its ridicules Indian out
fit. It could speak with such a fine voice, and with such
‘Eloquence’ that it was a shock in itself.

 

The Fat Woman groaned again as another Grub was whisked away,
she then looked down and addressing Jessica said. “Child …
Tell me of your Origins? … And how you came to be here? …
And what are your indentions toward us? …We, are! As you know …A
peaceful people. Who only wish to go about our lives, without
hindrance! … Revel to us, that which we want to know, and
you’ll go free!… ”

 

‘Jessica/Anabel’ threw gritted teeth said “Your Majesty Can Fuck
…Off.”

 

With that the Indian reached down and put one giant hand on
Jessica’s legs. Jessica screamed in agony as her Broken legs
complained with dull red flames of fire. Then the traitorous little
voice below her said. “We are on a mission to save time your
Majesty!…”

 

“… Fucking shut up! …You fuckin' little twat!…” screamed
Jessica, but the voice below continued “We have been selected, and
are travelling with a ‘time Dame’ called Rachel. My team members
are Sandra, Frederic, Murphy and Jill who has a Cat with her called
‘Muggle-Wump’. It's her pet and she loves it dearly….”

 

          The voice
went on “…We travel in a ‘time Machine’ called ‘the Valerie’. With
it we move through the ‘time Lines’ to recover technology placed
their by ‘the Others’. They are Bad people. If ‘the technological
Relics’ were allowed to remain, all of Time would collapse, and all
of your people would die as well.

 

All we ask is to be able to continue, and for you, and your
Great Kingdom not hinder us in our assignment. We are not your
enemy’s and only wish to complete our mission. It’s in your best
interest to allow us to complete it… ”

 

          …Where
have you been in ‘time’, was the question put into Jessica mind by
the Overlord. Who stared at her, and in a second crowded into her
Mind. Jessica screamed at the invasion, but the Overlord revelled
in the mental rape of Jessica…

 

And the voice calmly continued saying “… We’ve been to London in
your future and landed in a dirty Dark Alley with one Lamp post for
lighting… [mental pain] …‘NO‘ your Majesty We don’t know what year
it was? … We however did go to a small town called Lumberton
and recovered a Weapon from a Local Policeman!..”

 

The Fat Woman on the litter groaned again as another grub popped
out…

 

          …Jessica
screamed for the pain to stop as her Majesty gave birth. She was
still mentally connected to the foul vicious creature,  it
felt in a second like she’d given Birth. But in her mind the Labour
process had lasted for six hours….

 

The voice had stopped even it was shocked by the Birthing
process and together they tried to get up! … But Jessica’s
legs were a scrambled mess of skin and Bone. The pain burned white
Hot through them and they fainted. ‘Oh! What a shame!…’ they heard
‘the Overlord’ say as blackness surrounded them.

 

later.

 

Looking out from under the canvas Jessica slowly came round. Her
legs felt better and surmised that her 'nits' had rebuilt them. She
was faster and stronger. They - ‘CAN’ - rebuild her.

 

Jessica heard the Fat Woman and the Indian talking. The Fat
Woman was saying that she didn’t have a great deal of time and had
to return to ‘the Court’ … And that he was to finish the
interrogation. Jessica then heard the familiar groan as the ‘Fat
Woman’ produced another Grub, but this time the fat bitch wasn’t
invading her and she gave birth within the confines of her own
mind. Jessica breathed out a sigh of relief.

 

          She then
had the impression that the Woman and Litter had left and went back
into the Mountain as she heard the Rocks and Boulders being put
back in place. ‘Her Majesty’ the Fat Cow! …Had to return for
something that required her personal attention. The
‘Jessica/Anabel’ felt it must be urgent if …‘She’ couldn’t attend
such a fine diversion! …As she obviously was!’ 

 

Pausing Jessica from under a canvas in a field thought ‘….This
fine talking [shit] was catching’ … She also got the
impression that the Fat Woman ‘the Queen’ of course ‘the Overlord’
she realised. Anyhow ‘it’ didn’t get many diversions, like Jessica
now offered her’. ‘Dam!…’ she thought ‘I’m doing it again!…’

 

Refocusing on her own mind, she flexed her legs. ‘They were
good’ she realised. Jessica threw the canvas off. Stood up and ran
down the gentle Valley as she ran she glanced back, but the Big
Indian hadn’t even got to its feet.

 

          …Running
at a Blinding speed she ran across the Valley floor and dodged into
a crack she saw in the Valley side. Looking Left and Right at the
black and Burned Ravine she assumed that something seemed to have
split the Land in two as if a Massive explosion had ripped through
the Earth's Surface and this huge crack was the result.

 

Within twelve minutes of escaping the Camp she’d lost her
pursuers and knew they were still the Valley trying to find her,
but Jessica didn't stop she kept running flat out. Coming out of
the Ravine after thirty minutes of hard running she saw a flat
Grassland stretching out ahead of her.

 

          …As she
ran a Mist shimmered around her and at an astonishing burst of
speed she bellowed out of it into a Vast Green Valley…

 

Jessica ran none stop for half a day and as she ran she noticed
the terrain slowly changing. She finally stopped running at the
edge of a vast Sandy Desert, and stood still. Jessica was concerned
by the size of it, and felt uneasy. She knew something was hiding
in the Dunes silently watching her.

 

          …But for
her to escape this nightmare Jessica knew she’d have to cross that
expanse. Slowly and tentatively she took a step onto the Sand. Then
another … and another …then another, until she felt more
comfortable and began to walk over the Sand Dunes in long striding
steps with a sense of building confidence. She could after all
escape this.

 

Without warning the ground swarmed up all over her legs and she
stared down in horror, as it slowly crept higher. A second later
she was covered in living dirt. It ate into her skin, dragged her
down and held on the ground. It felt like a ‘million’ small tiny
Ants had eaten into her in less that a second. She was paralysed
with fear and pain, and couldn’t move.

 

Jessica laid in the blazing Sun for most of the Day and waited
for the arrival of the Indian or the Fat Woman, but neither
arrived. On dawn of the following day a solitary figure was seen
walking over the sand Dunes and up to the place where Jessica laid.
When it finally came into view Jessica saw it was a small naked Fat
Black Midget. She waddled up to Jessica and sat down cross legged
in front of her. All it wore was a large brown ruff made of what
looked like slithers of wood stitched together. “Now!… ” said the
Midget after a few minutes “I want information! … And you are
going to provide it!”

 

Jessica didn’t bother to curse or say anything she just laid
their looking at the Sky. The small voice below ‘Jessica/Anabel’
said “…Ask away and you’ll have any thing you desire Madam!”

 

‘Madam?…’ Jessica thought, ‘…More like ’Your Majesty?’ and
raising herself slightly looked carefully at the Dwarf, then said
“Your Majesty! …Like ‘the Overlord’ …Can Fuck OFF!”

 

“Well done!…” said the voice below Jessica, but continued
addressing the Dwarf and said “…Ignore The Body! Marm’ and ask you
Questions!..”

 

The Dwarf felt ill at easy at this double play from ‘the mad
Meat’ who kept talking to itself, but continued. “Where is your
‘time Machine’ on Grand Turk … And what other plans do you
have? … And where are you next Mission targets going to
be?”

 

That traitorous little voice below her said “…Not everything is
known, but our ‘time Machine’ is going to land in the Trench by the
Town Pond in about one hour from Now! … We know that our next
Assignment is going to be in London England in 1953 and after that
we’re going to go back to America in 1919.

 

… And after that who knows? Because we haven’t looked that far
in our 3D time projector ‘YET!’… ”

 

“STOP!..” said the Dwarf holding her head … Jessica fell
silent, and thankfully the voice below was silent as well “…I
cannot understand all this Babble!” Said the Dwarf staring
round.

 

“Look!…” said the voice “… It’s simple, we travel in ‘time’ and
I was sent back to clear the way for my underlings to grab ‘the
Relic’ and clear off without anyone knowing! … But it’s like
this … I got caught!? … And here I am … Whoops!”

 

Jessica said for the voice to “Shut the FUCK UP!” but the voice
continued.

 

“We’re going to land in our ‘time-Machine’ the local time was
just after Nine Thirty in the Evening, my team members will emerge
twelve hours before the Relic Blows this part of the Universe
apart!…”

 

The Dwarf Huffed.

 

“Anyhow!..” said the voice “…It’s imperative that you allow us
to get 'the Dangerous Item' and depart. We will be gone and you’ll
never see us again … Our next stop is in London in 1953, and
no I don’t know the Month” more pain “…I don’t, please believe me
…Please! …Leave us, to do our Job … And we will be gone from
this time zone, there is no profit in detaining any of us!”

 

More Pain surged through her as the horde of microbes burrowed
deeper.  Jessica screamed and repeated the story word for
word … She repeated the story she told Tarzan, and then
repeated the story she told ‘the Overlord’ Again word for word then
after she finished for the second time, the Microbes went deeper.
Again she repeated the story, and again they went deeper. They
would kill her slowly to confirm her story.

         

          …
And ‘the Shadow of the Voice Below’ knew it. In that second he
broke 'the Link' and as Jessica screamed for a second time she was
on her own without 'the Shadow' absorbing half of it. The
overpowering torrent of pain Jessica felt, forced her to sink
deeper in the cool sand that began to wash over her. The pain that
finally overwhelmed her and forced her into a deep Coma. Which is
what 'the Shadow' wanted…

 

more now.

 

‘MrD’ said “Wake - ‘IT’ - up - I - Demand - IT!..” The Animal
Administrator looked apologetic and said “She-Succumbed-Again My
Lord…”

 

“This is the third time you dolt…” ‘MrD’ said thunderously to
the little Man cowering under the ribs of the steel cage. “I want
results!” he continued and walked off. Then turning to the little
Man he said “…I’ll be back in two hours. Make sure 'its' awake by
Then! … Or else you’ll take its Place! …For my amusement.”

 

‘MrD’ walked out of the Room barking orders to his Troops to
arrange a trap in the trench by the Pond. He knew it well. It was
by one of his favourite hunting grounds.

 

The little Man busied himself and injected the caged Animal with
more Drugs that seemed to have a diminishing result ‘…But he dare
not tell ‘MrD’ that!..’ he thought. ‘MrD’ he supposed would have to
extract his information the hard way, by Physical pain. Many had
already Volunteered for this Job and many had succumbed in their
devotion. The little Man couldn’t understand this compulsion. He
like the rest served ‘the Overlord’ and would give his life to her,
but to invite death like that?

 

…It was like drinking a Gallon of Acid then pouring Oil over
yourself and setting it on Fire. He shuddered at the thought as he
gave his patient the final injection from his new steel and glass
needle kit. She started to stir and he felt relieved that she
hadn’t died. He reflect that they usually did at this stage, but as
he’d observed earlier, this one was strong.

 

He considered her for a moment and liked what he saw. Her Body
was lithe and her Breasts were sublime and there was something
deeply sexual about her. He’d worked as a Vet for ‘MrD’ for over
three years now and knew the good ones. If he asked nicely he might
be given it when ‘D’ finished with her.

 

          …Then
caught himself and laughed quietly. ‘MrD’ wasn’t a master you asked
favours from. Looking at the animal in the cage he reflected that
he didn’t think she’d survive another session anyhow. The Physical
Assault that  ‘MrD’ had planned was very violent, but looking
at her again, she just might.

 

He slowly pondered the question? 'Why' he had thought that.
‘This one was stronger than normal and had remarkable healing
powers she was already getting better … But reflected he dare
not tell ‘MrD’ that either.

 

it’s physically later.

 

When Jessica awoke ‘MrD’ was standing under her cage and nodded
to one of his ‘Monkeys’ Jessica could see it clearly now. The
‘Monkey’ opened his Talon and Plunged it into her stomach. Jessica
screamed with the dull pain it produced. It didn’t hurt as much as
Tarzan’s Boiling water did, but it still hurt like Hell.

 

She’d play along with him because she knew she didn’t have long
to wait now. They were coming. Another Talon ripped into her back
and she screamed again.

 

‘That one!’ she thought ‘Hurt like … Fuck!’

 

‘MrD’ below her was saying “What is your name? and where do you
come from?” Jessica moaned then she felt ‘the Shadow’ take over and
she left him to it.

 

****** END:

 

The Mind Storm subsided and Anabel was left crying on the ground
with her legs pulled up. She was in a total foetal position. Abdul
was processing the data. More than Anabel had realised was in
there. Much, much more, and he was shocked by how much information
they had now about the Bugs. He assumed that even ‘MrD’ wasn’t
aware of it.

 

The two men that where bound on the Ground next to the Entrance
moaned in pain. They had been part of ‘the Mind Storm’ and the
‘Vets’ input proved to be invaluable, but Annie wasn’t gentle with
them, their minds were stripped and fragmented. Even if they ever
survived the next few hours they would be mentally marked for the
rest of their lives.

 

Anabel looked up “They fucking well got every thing!…” she said
through tears of pure hatred. “I want to kill them … I want to
kill them - ALL!”

 

Mohammed stood up and released the bound Men on the floor saying
“You’re free! Leave now and quickly before I kill you.” He glared
hard at ‘MrD’s’ Vet with total loathing in his eyes. His deeply
embedded Muslim Beliefs and the Martial Arts conditioning he had
installed was being tested to the full with that one, but reflected
‘If John, Anabel's Brother was here, that ‘Vet‘ would be Dead
already’. The Vets Actions towards his Sister would have broken his
Honour Code and Mohammed knew it. Mohammed also knew that in
killing this foul little Man world have killed John as well.

 

The two men were shaking out their hands and looked up at
Mohammed then at the small group that had formed at the end of the
nest’s Entrance. They had been held by Sara earlier, but now they
wanted their revenge.

 

…The vet and his assistant both unsteadily got up supporting
each other and in a flash ran back into the Nest. The small band of
Slaves after a slight pause looked to Sara, and she nodded. The
group ran past Mohammed in their pursuit, and all he did was just
smile at them. They took this for his permission and screamed their
anger as they all tore him into nest.

 

Sara watched Mohammed and the Bound men in fascination. She was
Proud of him and marvelled at his Humanity. Dragging her eyes away
she looked down to Anabel and smiled then knelt on the ground next
to her.

 

          Holding
Anabel’s hand Sara looked into her eyes saying “Jessica Simpson?
Springfield? Valeria? What was that all about?” During ‘the Mind
Storm’ Sara’s enhanced empathic abilities had picked up fragments
of it.

 

Anabel just looked up dazed and confused at her comment.

 

         
“…Anyhow!” Sara went on “… Being an Empath has a lot going for it,
especially in times like this.” She now held both of Anabel’s hands
in hers and said “I can give you Absolution. I can hear your
Confession! …Just Confess to me your sins in God’s name, and calm,
peace and forgiveness in his name will be yours! …‘Anabel’… ”

 

Sara held Anabel’s hands tighter and looked deeply into her
Eyes. Anabel just cried looking up and holding Sara’s hands, but
didn’t know what she was talking about. Then she heard it. A faint
heart beat that slowly got louder ad louder and as the Heart beat
increased she felt the hatred, the fear and all her violent
thoughts coming to the surface, and she raged with it.

 

Anabel saw ‘MrD’s’ face: She hated him: She wanted to kill him:
She wanted to kill them ALL: Then in a second it stopped, and she
felt the violence begin to leave her. It was like a tankard being
emptied. She was loosing her anger and hate, and it was pouring
into Sara.

 

Opening her eyes Anabel saw an old wizened Woman looking kindly
down at her. It was Sara. “NO!…” Anabel shouted then pulling her
hands away from the crone and shaking her head said “NO!…” again.
Anabel looked up at Sara and said “NO!…” for the third time. Then
gripping her knees with her Arms she began to rock, to and
through.

 

          …Looking
around and up to Sara, Anabel said through tears stained eyes “NO!
…You cant do this for me! ….I want dis’ …They will suffer for Wot'
dey' Fuckin' done to me! - Not YOU - I want dis’ - They will
FUCKIN’ SUFFER FOR WHAT THEY‘VE DONE …I’m GONNA FUCKING ‘K-I-L-L’
THEM ALL of em‘ … All of em’ … all of …” Anabel then became
unintelligible as she started to Mutter to herself. Now and again
she would clench her fist then relax again, and all the while she
talked incoherently. Spittle began to form at the corners of her
mouth as she babbled.

 

Sara looked sympathetically at her and re-wrapped the blanket
that had fallen off. She then looked round and motioned for Annie
to come over and asked her to keep and eye on her whilst she went
back inside the Nest.

 

Annie cuddling her friend realised that Anabel was now totally
demented and there was nothing she could do for her, as she had
refused Sara’s help. It was, after all her choice. Annie knew that
Sara needed to talk to John, but she held out little hope that even
he could get through to her, now.

 

Watching Sara walk back into ‘the Nest’ and held Anabel in her
arms. Her friend of old had been treated awfully at the hands of
that foul evil creature. The Bug ‘MrD’. All she could do now was
engage in small talk about silly things they had Both done together
over the Years. As she talked she stroked Anabel’s hair and rocked
her to and through.

 

          As Annie
spoke to her she looked at the scene before her and observed that
people where still coming out of ‘the Nest’ whilst others where
joining the fray from their sleeping Barns. More like pig sty’s she
pondered. She stared blankly at their miserable conditions and
thought.

 

‘These Slaves would be free till another ‘MrD’ came along. It’s
all so unfair’
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Chapter Eleven

 

beyond turk.

 

Muggles opened his eyes and cried out in pain, his Shoulder was
burning fiercely where that unseen 'thing' had wounded him. Looking
round he found he was alone in a small damp wet cave and couldn’t
see that wonderful light anymore. In this depressing hole he now
found himself he was unable to think as clearly as he’d done
before, and wondered what he was doing in here anyway? The World,
now made no sense. Closing his eyes against the fire that was
growing in his shoulder Muggles allowed the blackness to swallowed
him up again.

 

          A short
while later whist running from the shadow Muggles shock himself
awake. He felt better and his shoulder didn't hurt, but he was
hungry. Looking up to the roof of the cave he could see the light
again and he felt sure that ‘the danger thing’ that had chased him
in here had gone. Turning he wriggled himself back out of the hole
and peered out under the bank at the choppy Waters just below.
Muggles looked at it in disgust then after a second's hesitation
jumped in and swam out from under the bank to the to the shore
line. Crawling out of the Water he shook himself dry! ‘Never done
that before!’ he thought as he considered cleaning himself, but the
Light was changing colour and he had to go to it as his Mistress
instructed. Ignoring his instinct to preen his fur Muggles slipped
quietly into the shrub.

 

As he moved forward with a cautious stealth he found he was more
alert and aware than ever before. He heard and saw every creak of a
Tree and Shrub, every gust of Wind, and every movement the Ground
made round him. He was at one with the World, but he had to eat and
the faint smell of food he was smelling was to strong and he had to
investigate it. Later Muggles was surprised to find food scrapes
left on the ground, but consumed them with gusto. After he ate he
sat quietly and begun cleaning himself, he couldn't help it. Then
mid wash he kept very still as he felt one of ‘the Danger things’
moving across the Shrub tops from his position. In terror he melted
back into the undergrowth and waited. The Bush he was under groaned
under an added weight, a shadow fell across it, then it was gone.
Muggles waited for one minute then moved off towards the light. He
forced himself thought the denser bush at least here he was
relatively safe.

 

After ten minutes travelling to his dismay he approached a large
clearing, but what he saw stopped him dead in his tracks. Keeping
very still he looked out in disbelief. He knew what ‘the Danger
things’ were and slowly casting his eyes round smelled the air at
the same time.

 

In that instant knew that ‘this’ was 'their' killing ground, and
that 'they' hunted cats like him!..

 

Cats were the prey here and he understood that fact clearly.
With that thought he let out a low growl of disgust. As he watched
two of the ‘the Danger things’ not thirty foot away perched on top
of the shrub. He saw them waving their heads around and knew they
hunted by smell. Lifting his head again he smelled the air then
without any delay he moved out from the shrub line and crossed the
small open space with some confidence. He knew that in this Wind
they couldn’t smell him and in this gloom they'd never see him. He
also knew he could now avoid them with ease. Skirting round the
creatures Muggles could see they looked like the Sky, but according
to his eyes they shifted between a smoky shape and then back to a
Stormy Sky again. When they were in their smoke form their true
shape was shown.

 

They were huge white Man sized Spiders.

 

the reboot.

 

Smithy, Murray and Jane regained their trinity of 'nits' in a
sudden flash of power one after another. Looking to each other they
all reported feeling better than ever.

 

Murray rubbing his chin looked at the Chain and Manacles. Then
standing up he gripped his Ankle Manacles in both hands and twisted
them back and forth till they snapped. He did the same with his
wrist Manacles till the Rivets giving up fell away. Reaching down
he pulled out the huge Slave running Chain.

         

Stepped forward to Jane he pried open her leg restraints then
moving over to Smithy removed his the same way. It was if they were
made of putty. All the while he continued pulling the running Chain
till he finally had it taught against his hand. Then giving it a
Mighty Yank it came out of the Wall with a 'Plop!' … “It’ll
come in handy” he said as he wrapped the twelve stone chain up as
if it was a hose pipe.

 

Smithy just looked on in amazement and Jane was wide eyed with
absolute astonishment. Jane then snapped out of it as she stared
into space. She had regained full contact with Muggles. Her link
with the Kitten was stronger than ever, she actually felt what he
felt, and ‘he’ felt what she felt.

 

Currently ‘she/he’ was crouching under some Shrub that Muggles
felt he was too small to be hidden under. In his mind he was as
'large' as Jane. He felt 'Massive' under that Small Bush and was
concerned. Jane smiled and forced him on.

 

In the cellar looking round at Murray and Smithy with Opaque
eyes Jane said to them both that what ever happened they mustn’t
disturb her, as Muggles was where 'the Event' was about to
happen.

 

… And he was in the middle of a full blown Battle.

 

Smithy nodded, but she couldn't see him. He told her that he and
Murray would reconnoitre the Area and went up the Stairs. Murray
followed with the twenty foot slave Chain wrapped round his
shoulder like you would with a climbing rope.

 

panic over.

 

Muggles eventually got to the edge of the Scrub it was so dense
thick that even he had problems getting through it, but ahead he
could see the light and it was bright. As he emerged from the edge
he looked over to the White Water Zone and looking closer he could
see the pulsing light was strongest at the edge of the Water.
Muggles looked down and noted the ground had a humming noise coming
from it.

 

Looking round he needed his Mistress, what was he doing here
anyway?

 

As he looked forward he saw lots of Blackman in chains and they
were working to the right of his position up by the edge of the
pond and were gathering the white stuff into Bags as fast as they
could before the deluge started. Muggles looked to the Sky, it
wouldn’t be long he knew.

 

Then ‘the chained men’ carrying the great brown bags over their
shoulders walked past his position and in the midst of the chaos
one of the ‘not chained Men’ was shouting and hitting them with a
rope he carried. Muggles stared in fear. The man hitting the others
was a ‘Smoking Spiders’, but it was walking on double sets of hind
legs. Muggles was frozen in a blind panic and would run any
minute.

 

Next, one of the ‘Chained Men’ stopped, dropped his Bag on the
ground and turned swearing to face his attacker. He caught the rope
mid air that was being used on a weapon on him and dragging it from
‘the Smoking Spiders’ hand and tried to use it on his attacker.
‘The Smoking Spider’ easily dodged it and stepped forward hitting
the ‘Chained Man’ with the back of his hand. ‘The Chained Man’ man
fell down, but another ‘Chained Man’ stepped forward. He was also
throw down, but in the meantime the first got back up with a rock
in his hand and hit ‘the Smoking Spider’ on the head.

 

It fell over and didn’t move.

 

There was a shout from the right and more ‘Smoking Spiders’ ran
round the Waters edge. ‘The chained Men’ threw rocks at them. One
of the ‘Smoking Spiders’ disappeared in a cloud of ‘dust’ after a
very big black Man threw a large rock so hard, and with such force
that ‘its’ head split open.

 

‘The chained Men’ looked astonished even Muggles felt the shock
of it. ‘The Smoking Spiders’ redoubled their efforts. The chained
Gangs from the lower left side also joined in the Battle, ‘the
Smoking Spiders’ were now being attacked from two sides.

 

          Muggles
just looked on with a profound and irrational fear growing in his
chest till he couldn't take in any more, and got ready to run. Then
his Mistress took over and with her he remained observing the
Battle, under a very small Bush.

 

retrieval.

 

‘The Acorn’ began to centre on Anabel’s Brother Stick. The
Val'ta reported it was in the Trench again and that it was two
minutes before the Event.

 

Romana looked at the Library Doors, shock her head then grabbed
all the Brother Sticks and ran into the Gym. Instructing Val’ta to
use the Gym Doors as the main entry point for the current mission.
She’d decided to receive the teams there … Because, she
reasoned after all this time they’d need some assistance, obviously
something had gone dreadfully wrong.

 

“Open!… ” she shouted as she entered the Gym.

 

The outer Gym Doors Swung open and the full force of the storm
bellowed in. It was followed by two Black Girls in thin shifts.
They ran blindly in followed closely by four Armed Solders who were
none to gentle with the butts of their Guns, and were using them as
cudgels.

 

One of the Soldiers took a swing at the back of one of the Black
Girls and it connected with her shoulder with a sickening 'crunch'.
She fell forward in the Middle of the Gym screaming as she went
down.

 

         
…Clutching at her damaged Arm she looked up. Her friend stopped
running turned round and went to her assistance. Picking her up off
the floor and holding her up against her body she begged for
forgiveness, whilst waiting for their punishment to begin.

 

The Storm outside continued to blow rain and debris inside 'the
Acorn', Romana froze in amazement watching the Troopers surrounding
the girls then snapping out of it shouted “… Hold!” The Air seemed
to still and calm returned to the Gym.

 

Romana approached one of the Solders who was standing over one
of the girls and told them to release his weapon as it wouldn’t
work here. The Militia Trooper swung the butt of his gun round in
Romana’s direction, but she wasn’t there in the next second his gun
was out of his hand and skittering across the Gym floor. "That's
the only warning I'm giving You!" she looked round and saying “…If
fact that’s the only warning I’m giving any of you! Stand-down
NOW!” The Trooper on the other side of her spun round growling
abuse, levelled his rifle at Romana and fired.

 

          …The
'click' seemed to thunder around the Room. Looking down and
panicking he quickly he re-set ‘the Cock Pin’ pulled the trigger
again, and again nothing happened.

 

Romana stepped forward with lightning speed and was in front of
him in a split second. She punched him with the flat of her hand
into his chest which collapsed, but the force of her punch
projected him backwards and out of the open Gym doors into the
opposite trench wall. He was dead on impact.

 

The Soldier who had lost his gun had a knife in his hand and
turned to slash Romana across her stomach, but she was gone in an
instant and reappeared behind him. A second later he also suffered
the fate of the first one, ending up in a mass of skin and bone on
the other inside of the trench. The third Soldier swung his Gun
round in a wild arc, it had his bayonet attached.

 

Romana stepped aside it with ease and slammed her fist into him,
but as he went backwards and out of the Gym doors he exploded in a
cloud of dust. Romana was momentarily shocked by what she had just
witnessed. The forth Soldier looked around and was appalled at what
had just happened to his small detachment. He stared at Romana and
holding his rifle above his head slowly retraced his steps and
backed out off the Gym doors. Stumbling and falling over at the
threshold of the Gym he stared back to the door in the trench Wall,
then getting to his feet he ran for his life into the Storm.

 

          …Looking
up Romana said “Resume!” to no one. The Gym door’s became a Wall
painting again. She then turned around to observe the Black Slave
Girls who where now her uninvited Guest’s. One of them had a Talon
in her chest before she could blink an eye!

 

the event.

 

The ‘Slave Masters/Smoking Spiders’ were backed up to the Waters
edge just to one side of 'the Light' and the Manacled Slaves
occupied the other side. The wind was howling and it had finally
started to rain. Thunder rolled off into the distance and the
slaves were in no mood for talk, but never the less a dialogue
between them had broken out.

 

From their vantage point the ‘Jane/Muggles’ couldn’t see
anything, but the back of a very large Blackman who stood in their
way.

 

          …The
Blackman in front of them was part of an ugly crowd of slaves and
they were watching his leader arguing with one of the Slave
Masters. ‘Muggles/Jane’ looked up and the in the big Blackman’s
hand was a massive stone that he was gripping and re-gripping. Jane
knew from his attitude that he wanted to use it and immediately saw
the danger in this one.

 

‘Jane/Muggles’ moved back slowly and skirted round for a better
look and to keep out of the Mob’s way. Following the Shrub line
'they' got closer, but the Wind and Rain, and what with Muggle's
height it made it hard for ‘them’ to see anything. Frustrated
‘Jane’ made ‘Muggles’ step out into the open and ‘they’ looked
round quickly. Jane from the vantage point of inside Muggles eyes
observed that the Battle had been vicious. Two black slaves and
four white slave Masters where dead … But more importantly a
lot of 'dust' was seen swirling around.

 

Then at nine thirty ‘the Event Activated’…

 

The Storm vanished over the Town Pond and a vast cone of clear
air sat over it. Inside the cone the Sky had a brilliance to it and
it seeped out. The entire area that surrounding the Town Pond was
bathed with a warming light. In the center of the Pond now was the
most wonderful Island and City that the ‘Jane/Muggles’ had ever
seen. It seemed so far away and small, but at the same time so
close and huge you could almost touch it.

 


	          An
inland Sea surrounded the Island that lead up to a yellow sandy
beach. Round the edge of the Beach was what looked like cliffs of
white chalk going up 200 feet or more and it seemed they went on
for miles around the inland
sea                                                                                   



 

Now in the middle of the two opposing groups was a massive Stone
Arch that seemed to be the focal point of the illusion. Inside and
to the right hand side of the Arch was an old weather beaten stone
statue of a chained slave and in its opened upturned palm was a
Jewel on a chain, and it shone brightly in the calm daylight.

 

One of the Slave Masters 'a large Bug’ pushed past his peers and
went to grab the Jewel. As he touched it, he exploded in a cloud of
Dust. Muggles cowered with the explosion, but his Mistress drove
him on to get even closer. All eyes were now on the action by the
statue. So no one took any noticed a small cat creeping up through
every ones legs getting closer to the Arch.

 

Another slave from the upper group pushed forward and looking
back sneered at the lower slaves then his hand went out to grab the
Jewel. As his fingers closed round it, like the Bug previously. The
man was burned to a cinder!…

 

jack and the jewel.

 

The Statue was an exact copy of the first black Slave who
started the revolt. His name was Mr. Jack Hargreaves, but was known
as Captain Jack because he was a sailor 1st Class. He had been sold
by his ship mates as a slave when the ship had docked in Grand
Turk. He never forgave them for that.

 

          …
And over the years it had made him bitter. He spent all his time
planning a slave Revolt. He was a trouble maker and the Slave
Masters knew it, but he worked twice as hard as everyone else and
was tolerated by his Owner. The day he failed to meet his quotas
was the day he would meet his Maker, but in the two years he'd been
on Turk he hadn't failed. Jack was a fighter.

 

So its here we now find our-selves, and in the confusion of a
calm Storm that prevailed around him, Captain Jack looked round
scratched his head and stepped forward to look at the impressively
old and weather beaten statue of himself. He was amazed at what he
saw close up. It was him right down the scar on his face that he’d
got only last month and even the cloths he was now wearing.

 

Glancing back at his companions he smiled then without any fear
Jack looked forward, reached out and took the Jewel from the
statue’s hand. Initially he held it by the chain looking at it and
turning it round slowly inspected it. Then he placed it in the palm
of his hand and looked closer at it. Jack noticed it felt warm and
comfortable there. Taking his gaze off the Jewel he looked back to
the chained Salves again and he felt the crowd of manacled Slaves
looking at him.

 

          … He
was shocked by the sensation, he actually felt them! … And in
that moment he felt their anguish, their pain! … And he was
them … And they were him … And HE KNEW, HE CONTROLLED
THEM … Totally! … The Slaves looked on at Jack and were
devoted to him. They weren’t in charge of them-selves anymore. They
all lived and breathed for their Beloved Jack, they would die for
him, they loved him, they were his living Zombies!…

 

Through Jack's hatred. The Zombie Horde looked towards the Slave
Masters who backed away. Looking around they milled together and
said things like ‘get back to your Barns’ and ‘bow down for
inspection’ and ‘the Militia has been turned out’. They formed a
smaller group as the demented slaves crowded in on them. knew
something was amiss here.

 

Jack looked through ‘fifty pairs of Eyes’ gripped the Jewel in
his hand and thought ‘Move my Children …Attack, Destroy, NOW!’ and
then, almost as one the Salves threw themselves at the slave
masters without fear. They were the mindless mass, the killing
machine on a quest for Jack. They attacked them with such a
terrible force that nothing could stand against them and one by one
dust clouds began to explode every where.

 

All bar one. Who didn’t explode into dust. He was the only human
in the upper group. As he lay there dying, and bleeding on the
ground he was astonished in his death to realize that he’d been
friends with these things.

Jack had instructed the Slaves, and felt their rage, and he had
killed the hated slave Masters, with them. He was ‘All’ of them, at
once … Jack shaking with delight opened his hand and looked in
wonder at the Jewel.

 

          …And in
that second Jane saw her opportunity and urged Muggles forward.
With lightning speed the young cat leapt towards Jack’s open palm.
Snatching the Jewel in his mouth as he went he landed gracefully of
the other side of the Path. A split second later Muggles was racing
through the dense shrub. Jack looked dumfounded at his empty hand.
He was amazed and then angry at what, had just Happened.

 

The manacled Slaves still under Jacks’ control gave chase, but
they were not capable of catching the feral cat that appeared out
of nowhere. Muggles was half way up the path by the common and deep
inside the Shrub when he stopped running. Panting and looking round
nervously he put the Jewel in his Mouth and his Paws on the Chain
and pulled his head back sharp. It snapped the Chain. Then
swallowing the Jewel he was off up the Hill running again. He was
going to where his Mistress was waiting. He didn’t know the way,
but he went in the direction that felt right.

 

          …The
Jewel in his young stomach was heavy and as he ran he sensed other
Cats around him and some were following him, but the one he was
concerned about, wasn’t. He could feel her and she was happy to
wait for his return.

 

… And Muggles knew it.

 

cockburn town.

 

Looking West the Sky was of that of a Tropical Storm vicious and
dark. To the North was it was turning rapidly, they were almost in
the eye of a Hurricane, but underneath the storm the sky was filled
with the bright light of a massive cone that seemed to be centred
over the Island proper, and all around the cone seemed to be a
beautiful day. The Storm didn't appreciated disturbance the vast
cone made. Tremendous bolts of lightning erupted round the cone
from the dark clouds above. They were  followed by the load
bangs of thunder, but the cone didn't care it was made of stronger
stuff.

 

Sara looked at the spectacle in awe and said to herself “… So
this is the Event!”. From Jane's mind she got the impression of the
Central Island and ‘the City’ that was now on the enlarged ‘Town
Pond’ when the Event occurred. They all did, but it was all mixed
up with ‘cat’ thoughts concerning water and aversion.

 

Sara looked back and the sounds she heard inside the Nest was
one of a screaming ‘MrD’ who was getting his just rewards from his
former Slaves. Sara smiled and thought 'From the sound of it they
weren’t being quick about it!… ' Then someone ran outside waving a
large Insect’s Arm around his head, and whooped. He was followed by
two others. Sara looked at the scene before and for some reason it
looked wrong.

 

Sara sprung round on her heels as she heard a blood curdling
scream come from the Street behind her. Standing tense for a second
she assumed that an unseen slave Master, or Overlord had just meet
his Maker. She then turned and looked for the Black-slaves with the
arm, but they’d gone.

 

Refocusing her attention and looking North West she noticed that
this flat Island barren Island had a small Hill Crest on and it
seemed like a Mountain.

Looking round she called all the Mech’tee Agents together.
Mohammed was in front of her. “There was nothing for it, if the
Mountain wont come to us Mohammed then we have to got to the
Mountain" then looking sideways and smiling at a confused Mohammed
she said "Abdul, Tra, John - Grab what you can, we still have a job
to do, and try and find me some food if you can? - I’m starving!…
”

 

Another scream was heard from ‘the Nest’ and Sara smiled, but
still something was wrong and she couldn't shift the feeling.
Shrugging Sara then looked to Annie and said “… Our soon to be late
‘MrD’ wont be needing any of his hard earned stores and we can look
on it as expenses, for services rendered…" Sara glanced at Anabel
gibbering and instantly regretted the joke. Yet another scream was
heard coming out of the vast Warehouse and Sara grinned, then
looking back at Annie said "… He wont have need for money either
where he's going, and we may need some cash for the trip so!… ”
Another louder scream cut Sara off and she ‘tut-tut-ted’ at the
interruption then continued “… So, I suggest you find his
‘treasury’ whilst your at it…” and winked.

 

Annie winked back with both eyes. She never could wink and with
that took off at a run followed by Abdul and Mohammed…

 

          …Tra and
John looked at each other, did an Annie wink then giggled like a
couple of school girls. Without another sound they ran off towards
the vast Warehouse to their left. Several Slaves took that moment
to come out of ‘the Nest’ covered in fresh dust and asked what they
could do now?

 

Of ‘MrD’ no more noise was heard. Sara looked at the Warehouse
door and shrugged “Your Choices?…” she said trying to be heard over
the wind “Steal a Boat and Sail away, find the free Slave Island of
Haiti …Or an Island of your own and live in peace! …The peace
you’ve found here from the Slave Masters, is only short lived I
think… ”

 

She went glassy eyed, looked to the Sky and then to the mob that
had now formed round the Nest Salina “… Your complicity in this
Slave Rebellion has been recorded.” She indicated to the free Men
who were at the back of a very large crowd. “You will be Hunted,
flogged and probably Hung. So staying here isn’t a really an
Option!… ” her voiced trailed away as her eyes glazed over again,
but this time they had a reddish tinge. Sara was now in deep
thought considering their options. The slaves just watched and
waited they had nothing better to do.

 

windward.

 

Murray and Smithy stood naked in the howling wind outside the
old Farm. Murray had the running chain wrapped round his shoulder
and chest bandanna style. It was the only form of weapon he could
find. Smithy had found a large stout Stick about three quarters of
his height. He span it in his hand. It twirled and hummed for him,
he liked this weapon. Behind them the Door to the Cellar was now
just smashed firewood, hanging off, what were once strong iron
hinges.

 

As the event happened they both stared off into space and
received the images from Jane. After a second they disconnected
from the link and both of them became very animated at what Muggles
had seen. They jabbered to each other excitedly. Smithy then
strained and relayed to Sara their [Personal Projection] on what
Muggles had transmitted. Sara didn’t believe them.

 

Jane stayed inside and had Muggles in her minds eye. She sat
naked cross legged in the middle of the floor, she felt cold and
felt exposed, but had a Job to do. He [Muggles] was close and she
wanted no distractions. ‘She/he’ was Muggles and came through the
Trees and Scrub ‘he/she/we’ where very cautious in this terrain,
but ‘he/she/we’ seemed confident except for the running killers on
his tail. His horde couldn’t take them all on.

 

In mild Alarm Jane sported to Smithy and Murray **The Relic is
in Muggles stomach. He is half way up the Hill, can you assist his
progress. He says he’s being followed and is slowly being
surrounded by Bugs in a Killing Zone! … Also don't harm or
approach any other Cat in your assistance and rescue of him …
They will Kill You!**

 

Murray and Smithy were off like two propelled rockets charging
down the Hill. When Murray came to the field of Scrub land he
didn’t stop, but crashed through and created a path. Smithy just
followed. Murray’s Hands and Arms where a blur in front of him
ripping and smashing branches as he ran. They engaged the Bugs
about two miles into the Field.

 

‘At last!’ thought Smithy ‘Real Bugs.’

 

Three were surprised that they could be seen, as Smithy hit one
with his quarter staff. It went down and it didn’t get up. The
remaining two set about Smithy. The staff flew with amazing speed.
He decapitated one and cut the legs completely off the other before
turning the end of the staff on the writhing creature and ramming
it through its chest.

 

          …The Bug
Smithy didn’t see was hiding inside a bush behind him and as he
swung his staff round for a second time to finish of the Bug on the
floor. The one behind took Smithy in his back with its Talon.

 

Smithy collapsed forward and rolled onto the ground with the
pain as the poison burned into him. As he flipped back to his feet
he stared at the Bug and though gritted teeth said "… That! My ugly
friend! Was a bad mistake on your part ". The Bug rushed past him,
but Smithy easily side stepped and casually spun round to face his
attacker with his staff across his chest ready for the follow up
attack, but it didn't happen. Smithy knew it wouldn't.

 

          …
Facing fresh air Smithy looked down to see the Bug laying on the
ground. It was moaning and writhing around in pain with what looked
like smoke coming out of its shell. He also became aware of a noise
as well, but  it seemed far off to the distance. Smithy just
looked at in disbelief. Annie had informed them all this would
happen, but it was still a shock to see it occur right before your
eyes.

 

Spinning back round and bringing his staff down hard then
bringing it up under his arm he knocked two more charging Bugs
right out of the air. Killing one outright and severely wounding
the other. He then went back to inspect the writhing one on the
ground. By now the smoke coming out of its shell and it was venting
out of all its joints and the noise it was making increased
exponentially. Even in this wind Murray swinging his chain could
here it, and cautiously looked over to Smithy who was propped
against his staff looking at the ground.

 

simple minds.

 

The main force of about twenty Bugs were doing their best to
surround ‘the Big Meat Bag’ who was charging blindly through their
Hunting Ground, but more worryingly to them 'it' seemed to be able
to see them.

 

          …Their
plan was simple. Surround 'it' whilst Camouflaged and as 'its' back
was turned to one of them. The favoured Bug was to rise up to
Sting. Then the others would decimate 'it' piece by piece while it
was paralysed, but first they had to surround 'it' and in this
respect they were having problems with their ingenious 'plan'.

 

The Shrub made it difficult for them to move with any speed
because on top of the Shrub they where a target for that killing
chain the Meat swung with such devastation.

 

          …
And that twenty foot chain 'it' was swinging round was killing more
of them than they realized. The Troop wasn't doing a good job of
bringing ‘the meat’ down. Nothing they tried seemed to stop him. As
none of them could get near him to strike at him.

 

Then suddenly they all stopped and froze by a dreadful noise.
The Bug that stung Smithy died in about eight seconds and the Death
sound it uttered as the gasses escaped from its shell had the
effect of instilling total fear in the heart of the rest of the
Hunting Party of Bugs. In a second they scattered in all
directions, and were terrified beyond reason, some of them never
recovered from it.

 

moving on up.

 

Sara came out of her 'Projection' and looked to the Dark Sky's
above. She had a distinct premonition that the slaves solution
would be found on that Island that Muggles had seen when the Relic
activated. What Muggles could see, Jane could see and Sara got a
strong impression of it.

 

          …
But even at that great distance Smithy had **sported** her some
strange 'information' about the Island on ‘the Pond’ that he’d seen
via the eyes of 'the Jane/Muggles' and was initially dismissive of
his projection.

 

Sara had to weigh up that fact that they where all assumptions
at this stage and without actually being there no-one could say for
certain just what the Island represented. She was fully aware that
every thing they'd seen had been extrapolated from the cats version
of 'the Cats Eye View', but even so that 'information' was Bizarre
and even more interesting was the fact that Murray had excitedly
confirmed it word for word when she contacted him personally later.
Communicating over that distance was a strain even for a
supercharged Empath, but she was sure she had her facts
straight.

 

The trouble was, it left Sara with a headache in more ways than
one. If she took action now, she knew she couldn't walk away from
this problem later and she knew she couldn’t leave the problem as
it was. Considering her options very carefully she realised that
the World went very quiet all around her. Even the wind had died
down.

 

Strangely to Sara it felt like 'time' itself was watching and
waited with baited breath for her to make her decision. She looked
around nervously and got the distinct impression that a lot rested
on this Moment … And un-be known on her, it did.

 

She made her mind up and re-focusing on the slaves in front of
her saying “Another option has arisen … Them that want to be
free of this Island, the Salt Pans and the Slave Masters get
yourselves together and follow Me! … I don’t have all the
answers, but I think there might be a solution to all our problems
at ‘the Town Pond’. There is something there, and it may, but it
may not!"

 

"What will happen to us?" said a wrenched slave from the front
of the crowd dressed in the most modest rags he owned. Sara noted
he had open sores on his legs. The other fellow next to him wailed
as well saying they'll all be punished for this.

 

Holding up her arms and speaking with a low tone in her voice
that everyone heard her Sara said "… Punishment is the least of
your troubles!" and looking to the wretch in front of her continued
"… You wont live much longer under these conditions so what have
'you' got to loose?" Then looking round said "Any of you? - Just
what have you got to loose? … But remember this!… " she paused
and continued with her voice penetrating the wind that had sprung
up again out of nowhere.

 

          "… This
is your decision alone … Them that want to come Do! …Them that
don't … Go back to your Barns and await the arrival of you New
Masters! …At the end of the Day … It's your choice! … And
the only one in your life, here on this Island, you'll ever be
asked to Make!… ”

 

By this time all the Mech'tee had reformed round her and where
wearing large rucksacks. They were all prepared for a long trip.
Sara knew the march through Town was going to be dangerous with the
Militia and paid Regular Soldiers out in some force, and she also
knew that the News of the Slave Revolt had spread.

 

          …
With that Sara walked away from them, heaved a Rucksack over her
Shoulders and sauntered slowly of down the Road eating some Bread
and Cheese that Mohammed had found. Tra and John took point in
front of her. The two blacksmiths slaves called Ben and Bill had
found a hand cart and put the crumbled and sleeping form of Anabel
on it along with some other items of clothing they'd also found in
the nest, and claimed for their own. Behind them came Annie, Abdul
and Mohammed. Then 'All' of the Slaves followed after them. Some
with possessions, but most had nothing, but the rags on their
backs.

 

Give a Man nothing, then he has nothing to lose. Sara looked
back and smiled at the mass of Black Men and Women who where
following. They all now had something to lose.

 

a sting in the tail.

 

The black Girl who stung Romana was dead on the floor in 'the
Acorn'. Sometime after stinging Romana 'it/she' complained of
feeling unwell to her Brethren. Later ‘she/it’ went into a fever an
eventually died screaming about being on fire, but ‘it/her’
colleague observer that ‘she/it’ hadn’t been.

 

The ‘Bug/Girl’ was concerned though, because her Brother hadn’t
disintegrated and gone towards the Great Circle when it had died,
but had simply begun to slowly lose her camouflage. What was on the
floor now was flashing between a black slave Girl and a white five
foot white Misshapen Ant.

 


	The ‘Bug/Girl’ was looking around the Gym, it was all alone and
concerned. It tallied up what it knew in an attempt to find a way
out of here and back to 'the Overlord'. As it stared around more
questions sprang into its head that answers …Why did it have
paintings of Doors on the Walls? …They didn’t do anything? …Or go
any Where? …The Door they’d all come in only thirty minutes was ago
was gone! …It was now replaced by a
painting?        …This place was
strange, but through its rising panic was the overriding thought '…
This place would be useful to ‘the Overlord!’…'



 

Then all of a sudden there was a flash like blanket lightning
and for a second time itself seemed to stop … To the Bug it
felt as if the World had fallen apart, everything was shattered and
then rebuilt in a second. Then it head a faint noise of glass being
twisted high up in the roof space of the large Room. Without
warning the sound was gone, and unknown to the ‘Bug/Girl’ the
Val’ta unit was in control again. The ‘Girl/Bug’ did notice that
the room seemed to take on a defined shape again. Looking up to
where the sound  had come from and the 'Bug/Girl' shuddered.
It spun round on the spot ready. There seemed to be another person
or presents in the Great Hall. The 'Bug/Girl' flexed its talon
ready to kill, but there was no one in here with her.

 

Standing quite still now the ‘Bug/Girl’ eyes glanced over to the
grey doors that didn't lead anywhere. It was only an empty cupboard
which it had checked out earlier, but now there seemed to be a
scratching sound coming from it.

 

Walking over to the ‘Bug/Girl’ slid the door back slightly and
peered in, and to its delight saw a 'Morsel' dart back behind a set
of Draws that the ‘Bug/Girl’ was sure wasn't there before, but now
a small Tabby Cat was in the corner peering out at her and she
salivated at the sight of it. The ‘Bug/Girl’ struggled to re-read
the report that ‘the Traitor’ had provided, but eventually recalled
it. The report mentioned a small cat Egg among the crew of this
Building, and here it was trying to get out.

 

‘She/it’ looked over to those rows of seats on the other side of
the Great Hall. They would make it hard to catch such a delightful
meal and 'she/it' was beginning to feel hungry. Sliding the door
open the ‘Bug/Girl’ stepped quickly in then slid the door closed
behind. It reflected that it didn’t want this tasty little tit-bit
to get past ‘her’ and into the strange seating.

 

This creature had a name. It was called ‘Muggle-Wump’…

 

Calling its name quietly the 'Bug/Girl' squired in delight as
'she/it' saw the stupid creature came out to her from under the
Draws. In a flash she had it skewered on the end of her Talon and
it was half way towards the open jaws before 'she/it' realized it
wasn’t Real.

 

Looking closer at it 'she/it' saw it was made of some sort of
‘clock-work’ and just stared dumfounded at it in amazement for some
time. The 'Bug/Girl' grew tired of this diversion and threw off
'her' concealment. Looking at the wall in front of 'her' she
figured 'she' could cut her way through the wall and see where it
lead. After a second 'she' realised that 'she' couldn't change
shape. Then from the corner of 'her' Eye 'she' noticed that the
Chest of Draws had vanished. Then looking back to 'her' Talon 'she'
saw the Cat was dissolving and to 'her' Horror noticed 'her' Talon
had began to vanish as well.

 

Panicking ‘she’ tried to leave the Cupboard, but couldn't.
Looking down 'she' saw 'she' had no Legs which is why 'she'
couldn't move and 'she' seemed to be held by a force 'she' couldn't
break free from. Panic welled up in 'her' and 'she' screamed out.
'She/it' was held quite still and all the while 'her' body was
vanishing around 'her' and to the last 'she' felt nothing till
finally 'her' mind went out. Along with the cupboard light.

 

trash bin day.

 

There was a slight 'ding' in the Gym and the Val’ta in a
condescending tone that sounded a lot like Smithy's on a bad day,
said “Val’ta recycle … And flush!” … Then what passed for
a snigger was emitted from the Speakers above the Receptionist
Desk.

 

Romana was still and pale on the floor, but she wasn’t dead as
the Val’ta unit with its sensors could detect a faint heat beat.
All it could do was stay on Station till she recovered.

 

The Brother Sticks were in Romana’s hand when she was stung and
were now scattered all over the floor. A snap went through the Gym
as another Brother Stick had broke, it was Anabel’s. Her spare had
long since rotted away to nothing.

 

The Acorn ‘focused-in-on it’ on it. There was a view of the
Trench again on Grand Turk! …But the Sky outside was that of a fine
Summers Day … Again some people tried to open the Doors they
looked like Sara, John and Tra, but they weren’t. Even the Val’ta
unit could see that.

 

Val’ta spun off station. Another Stick broke. Smithy’s this
time. The view from the Gym doors changed and it was back in the
Warehouse Alley just outside Cockburn Town. The Val’ta noted
Scaffold Constructed across the Damaged Warehouses. Four Monstrous
Men about eight foot tall with Massive Hammers all smashed at the
Doors at the same time. They did no damage, but one of them did
hurt himself as the Hammer bounced back into his face.

 

Again Val’ta spun off Station and again another Stick broke. It
was Sara’s and this time the picture outside the Gym doors was one
of a Massive Hall. Giant Ants swarmed all over the place, but their
proportions seemed wrong. In the center was a Huge red wooden
throne and on the throne sat the biggest fattest naked Woman the
Val’ta had ever seen. Then without warning several hundred of the
white Bugs flung themselves at the Gym Doors, they didn’t get
in.

 

Val’ta spun of Station again and another Stick broke! It was
Murray’s this time. The scene that showed itself now was awe
inspiring. The Gym Doors where facing the biggest barrel of a Gun
it had ever seen. The Acorn had just ‘focused-in’ on it as it
fired. The Val’ta unit was aware of the explosion, but it didn’t
occur in the Gym. It occurred in the Building that housed the Gun
and without egress the time portal was just that a closed portal on
a Wall.

 

They [who ever they where] had blown them selves to kingdom
come, but something serious had happened in the Library, the
reverberations of the explosion had unsettled the Globe situated
there.

 

‘Oh!’ thought the Val’ta for a second - ‘That’s Me! … Dam
it!’

 

the move.

 

A small swarvy man of fifty years with his black Cloak billowing
around him in the wind stood still in the middle of the street.
This was the Military Commander of Turk. He'd earned his commission
and had been employed by the salt merchants on the Cakos Islands
for over twenty years, but the hot and unpleasant air of this rock
stuck in the middle of the ever present wind had aged him
prematurely and he looked more like a seventy year old, but he
liked the Job, and it suited his talents well. Over the years he'd
obtained a reputation for being a hard task master. All of his men
knew he had a cruel vindictive side to him especially where the
Black salves where concerned. It was known he detested them.

 

He stood very still in the howling wind with one hand holding
onto the bone handle of his curved sword that hung to his side,
whilst the other was cupped to his ear. His hat was under his arm
and his head was slightly tilted away from the main road where just
two days earlier Anabel had been taken prisoner.

 

'The Commander' was listening to the noise coming up the road in
front of him and his brown wind burned face cracked with a wide
unpleasant smile. As the corners of his face curled up his thick
grey hair flicked across his bright steel grey eyes and with some
annoyance he smoothed it down.

 

Then turning he put his Tri-pointer back on and walked back
eyeing the rabble he'd been sent out with. He looked at them with
distain and disgust. They where in a dishevelled line behind him
and he was about to bawl them out to straighten up when he was
taken off guard by the three Black slaves running down the street
behind him. He spun round in one fluid movement with his sword
drawn. The slaves were shouting and one of them was waving
something around his head. They ran straight towards the him.

 

          … By
the time he'd reined in his Troops and ordered them to stop firing
the slaves where shot to pieces and quite dead on the ground. He
turned and looked up the Street of death and slowly surveyed the
scene all the while cursing the undisciplined Militia Soldiers he
been given for this simple mission.

 


	'The Commander' wasn't a Commander for nothing and immediately
assessed all was not as it seemed. Walking up to one of the dead
slaves
he                                                                                                  
stooped down and turned it over. It had a huge white cross painted
on its chest. 'The Commander' turned over the other two and they
had the same cross's, but the third one was still holding something
in its bloodied hand. It looked like a Huge Insect Leg. A noise
behind him made him look back and he saw some of his Militia
Troopers had gasped, and some had recoiled back in horror at the
sight of the massive insect leg. 'A natural enough response!' he
thought, but then he re-considered their reaction to it and
concluded '… It was over the top?' Even his old white haired Batman
seemed to be badly effected by it. Then above the storm he heard
the approach of a unruly Mob coming up 'the Main Street' and
dismissed the notion.



 

'The Commander' looked round and realised by the sound of the
Mob approaching that he was vastly outnumbered and the position he
was holding in the street couldn't be defended. It was to wide and
he was to exposed. He gathered up his Militia and withdrew at a run
back down the Street.

 

jacks new beginning.

 

Jack stared at the Shrub and cursed loudly raising his fist to
the sky. 'That ‘god dammed’ swiving thief of a cat had ruined his
life, and their chance of freedom!..' he thought, as he cursed
Heaven.

 

Most all of his men had by now returned from the costly chase up
the hill and into the Common. Several of the men from the upper
group hadn't returned and from the garbled reports that Jack had
received from several of his trusted men it seems they where killed
by the Storm. One reported that the Air seemed to come alive and
strike them dead as they ran. Others reported the same strange
story about men dying without any cause. One man from the upper
group said that invisible demons had killed his work mate. Jack
took it all with a pinch of salt!..

 

Looking round he proposed that as they were here and the Stone
Arch seemed to go somewhere else then they should try and swim to
the island, but discovered that no one could swim. Jack cursed
again and stepping inside the Arch was amazed at what he saw. From
inside he looked back and saw the Arch on this side was built right
into the Cliff Face and resembled a Cave.

 

         
          …The chalk
Cliffs seemed to tower high above his head. One of his men who
followed him tied to ascend it, but it crumbled under his grip.

 

Turning they all looked to Jack for guidance, because by this
time everyone that had come inside this place to get out of the
storm. Viewed the strange place and as Jack was here first it meant
that Jack must know about it. This became to much for Jack, and he
felt unsure of what to do next. Fighting in a battle Yup! He could
do that, but this? He was on shaky ground. Looking round he saw the
statue of himself and said the other hand was pointing to the
ground so he assumed that who ever set this up. Had meant that they
could stay. This place was yours. Jack explained his logic and the
men looking t each other and agreed. It seemed to make sense.

 

With that Jack proposed that they walk beneath the cliffs, and
reconnoitre, and see if the was another way to get to the Island.
No one objected so turning right they all walked along the white
sandy beach with the calm sea lapping again it.

 

After an Hour's walking one of the Men turned and said the Cave
was gone. Jack turned in panic and did indeed see the Great Cave
was nowhere to be seen. At that point Jack looking up realised that
the white chalk cliff's where slightly less high, but strangely the
Island seemed to be further away? Then Jim, Jacks' best friend
spoke out, he was clearly excited by all this and said "…Just
another fifteen minutes, then we can go back and Try the other
direction!… "

 

Jack looked in awe at Jim and thought he was usually the
cautious one and here he was wanting to press on. Jack shrugged his
shoulders and agreed.

 

After Ten more minutes of pointless walking and seeing nothing
more interesting that yet more Beach and Cliff. Jack came to the
conclusion that this was a waste of time. He stopped walking and
formed the men in a tight circle round him and was about to suggest
they retrace their steps and try the other direction, but before he
could the ground began to rumble slightly and it made all of them
look down at the sand that was shaking all around them.

 

The next second a tremendous explosion was heard from the
direction they had just come from then without warning the air
around the was sucked right and left, all the Men on the Beach was
dragged one way then the other like rag dolls. They were literally
dragged off their feet and all fell over.

 

Jack was the first to pick himself up and looked back down the
Beach. In total amazement he saw a Bolt of lightning as it shot out
from the cliff. He estimated it must be from the cave they came
into this place and walked round the Beach. Jack never realised
this, but he witnessed the effect before the cause.

 

The Lightning flew up into the sky got bigger then split and
forked as it came down. It struck the Sea with a titanic force and
a second later the air punched Jack. For the second time today Jack
was knocked off his feet, but this time he flew back wards. Looking
up Jack saw a ledge on the cliff face.

 

Getting back up Jack saw the Sea by the cliffs exploded in a
massive green flume that ripped upward. Then thunder crashed around
the shore. Jack stared in wonder at the spectacle he'd just
witnessed then looked in disbelief as he saw a Huge Tidal wave
building, and it was coming right at them.

 

His Men all got to their feet and looked round in disbelief.
Jack had a plan.

 

the last stand.

 

'The Commander' selected the location of his engagement well. It
was just over a mile away from the initial encounter with the
black, white cross slaves. Carefully he had selected a spot between
two large sea front buildings. They closed in and formed a long
pinch and he assessed that the Mob could be cut down here at his
leisure, even with this poor excuse for Troopers. With that thought
his smile returned then nodding to him self he wandered up the
street. Once he was satisfied with 'the killing ground' he ordered
his Men to drag two Massive Drays into the center of the Street in
front of 'the pinch' and to take up an offensive position behind
them and to set about packing small bags for their weapons and
priming makeshift grenades. He also set four men either side of the
Street behind some upturned tables and gave them the task of making
pipe-bombs. Content at the deployment of his troops on 'the Sea
Front Road' - 'the Commander' sort a higher position to oversee his
troops and enjoy the spectacle that a higher vantage point would
provide.

 

A short while later and standing on the upstairs balcony of one
of the Bigger Houses on the Sea front 'the Commander' reviewed the
events that lead to this point. He considered that he had
originally been sent out by the Island's licensed owner 'MrD' to
investigate an apparent killing of the Blacksmith by his slaves. He
didn't ask how 'MrD' knew this and with twenty five armed Militia
went out into the Storm to deal with it. He found John Flowers
Forge was deserted and his slaves where gone. He also noted that
the place seemed ransacked and even more strange there were no
slaves in the vicinity of the Smithy either.

 

Later he found the White Towns People and Overeaters further
inland. Most had either packed and were running or in the process
of packing up. They all intended to sit out the storm and 'the
Slave Revolt' in the Town's Barn. 'The Slave Revolt' was news to
him, but the storm stories he heard weren't! He questioned several
people who lived near the Smithy and they all spoke of a violent
struggle between John Flowers and a gang of Slaves. Resulting in
John Flowers being killed, but no one could find his Body?

 

          …
All the way through the conversations he had with them they all
said the same thing. That they where all to busy with their own
problems and had to pack their own possessions them selves. They
couldn't be bothered with the Flowers problem and as they couldn’t
find a Body he probably wasn’t dead anyhow? … And could he
order his Troopers to assist in their evacuation. He declined, but
his Batman did take names.

 

'The Commander' watched the Freeman of the Island leave in
disgust then turning began following a trail of destruction through
the town. Later he got reports from others escaping the Storm that
a small detachment of his Men from the Fort had been ambushed by a
crowd of slaves who it seemed had taken a White Woman as a hostage
and it appears they where using her as a Shield. 'No Blackman,
slave or not must be allowed to defiled a white woman like that!'
he thought and went on '… When he found them he would hang them
immediately!' and felt his old friend 'indignant anger' begin to
grow inside.

 

          He came
out of his reverie and his hatred of the black scum as the wind
shock the building. He considered that the Storm was such now that
most of the White people and ‘Free Men’ from around the outskirts
had taken shelter in the vast Barn in the middle of Town. He knew
they where riding it out from the relative comfort and protection
it provided so that was one worry of his mind and he knew just how
'MrD' liked to make sure his tenants and licence holders where well
protected.

 

Standing here he considered that he was anything but protected
and comfortable, but it was his Job and he loved his Job. He’d been
soldiering for over thirty five years, but since getting his
commission he found the Job had even more rewards and diversions.
He especially enjoyed the enforcement side of it, and the
controlling and policing of the black slaves on the island gave him
great pleasure. Which the Overseers gave him full rein over.

 

He looked back down the street and his smile faded as he thought
about the three black slaves running up the road earlier and all
painted with those white cross's on them, and that strange body
part? He re-played it through his mind and it seemed to him that
they wanted to get his attention and warn him about something
before they were cut down by his over zealous Troops. He cursed the
farmers and Militia scum he had to work with and spat hard on the
floor.

 

All this lack of concrete information made him nervous. Then the
building was rocked by a another gust of wind and he put out his
hand and held on to the wall to steady himself. Looking around he
considered his precarious and exposed position, but if he wanted a
good view then here he'd have to stay. So taking his mind off the
storm he looked out on his theatre of operations. 'his killing
zone'. At that thought, the smile came back.

 

          He
assessed that the twenty five heavily armed Militia Soldiers he'd
been assigned could deal with the rabble and his plan was simple.
He would order his men to first throw the grenades in front of the
Mob. Then during the mealy he'd issue the instructions to fire open
fire into the ranks of the rioters as they came through 'the pinch'
the buildings afforded. He knew that after the explosions and first
volley those in the front of the Mob would panic and turning would
push back into their fellows behind. In the panic that followed he
would order his men to fire at will into the backs of the
retreating Mob. It would in effect disperse itself, with 'fear' for
ones own personal safety being the driving force. Their spirits
broken, they would break and run, and when they did that, he would
have them.

 

Then the Building he was standing in threatened to topple over
as it moved in the wind. His smile was wiped off his face again. As
he staggered forward his hand going instinctively to the hilt of
his white bone handled curved blade. His Batman in full military
uniform to his side held his arm as he threatened to fell over.
'The Commander' cursed and yanked his arm away from the old
retainers grip. He stared at the old white man's pale complexion
and nodded. He was embarrassed by the help he'd just received and
standing up straight looked forward continuing his reverie and once
again his smile returned.

 

He replayed in his mind, in minute detail, the carnage he was
going to extract on this pack of 'black animals'. These wrenched
slaves whose only good in life was in the salt pits and pans. He
loathed, hated and despised them all and he would enjoy breaking
them. He revealed in the idea of the black animals being dispersed
with his troops in hot pursuit chasing and killing them through the
town. He'd kill some of them quickly as a message to the others,
but the others he'd kill slowly in mock trials and with all the
pomp and ceremony as a warning to the general population. He would
order them to be flogged for a week or so, then on a one bright
Sunday morning just after church he’d line up the slaves from town
and he would make them watch as he personally hang the convicted
renegades.

 

Glancing around at the Balcony and the wind swept streets below
he knew he wouldn't be able to get them all today, but after the
'the Storm' had passed the rioters would all be rounded up. They
had their informers and he was already was compiling a list of
Names of those involved, and that list was in the possession of his
Batman. Looking at the man to his side he nodded at him as his
hands flexed and re-flexed.

 

Looking back to the street ‘The Commander’ slipped back into his
day-dream and on that bright Sunday morning he had already hung
several dozen in his mind. He knew just ‘where’ he was going to do
it, and saw them all standing around bound, and begging for mercy,
that he wouldn't give. He then saw himself as he wrapped the ropes
round their necks and kicked the stools out from under them. He
revelled in the thought of seeing them wriggle in front of him as
the filthy black creatures slowly strangled to death.

 

Then the Wind howled in from the Sea and it rocked the House yet
again breaking his train of thought. He looked up the Sky and
pulled his swirling Cloak about him. 'This!… ' he thought '… Was
the Mother of all Storms!'

 

          'The Mob'
took that moment to come round the Point and 'the Commander'
immediately ordered his Men to fling their grenades down 'the
pinch'. ‘That might have been to early!’ he thought as he looked
out. A second later with the smoke beginning to abate he gave the
order to open fire, but all they hit was a massive Wagon with
planking in front of it. The Bombs had been ineffective at breaking
the Mob and the Bullets just splintered and ricocheted harmlessly
around the Wagon. 'The Commander' saw the huge Cart was being
pushed by the Mob and they were at the head of a very large column
of slaves. He began to have doubts over his men’s ability to
overcome this many Salves. Looking down he ordered his Men to
reload and fire at will. 'The Commander' knew that eventually the
Wagon being pushed down the Street would expose its flanks to his
Men, and when it did he would cut the rabble behind it to shreds.
That Wagon he considered might be a benefit as he held the Mob
behind it, and in doing so restrained them.

 

Then all the slaves behind the Wagon chanted in some strange
forceful language and he was overcome with an unseen terror from
the noise that just issued from the throats of the Mob. Looking
down he saw most of his Men had stopped what they were doing and
had been similarly overcome. Several had just stood up and where
deftly just starting at the Rabble in front of them. 'The
Commander' also noted some of them seemed to be paralysed with the
fear and terror he was also feeling.

 

          A window
of silence descended the Street as the Storm abated for a second,
and in that window of silence the air became stilled. His Troops
not moving looked on dumfounded as the massive Wagon up the street
was pushed to one side and the Rabble behind it flowed round and
came to a halt in front of it. The black slaves stood forty deep
across the street and in that second 'the Commander' knew he wasn't
just out numbered, but he'd just been out manoeuvred. He couldn’t
fire into that Mob and break them. They would just charge his
position and over run it. Then the Storm took that moment to
shatter the silence as a massive thunderbolt crashed off somewhere
in the center of the Island.

 

'The Commander' glanced in land, then looked back up the street
saw a Black woman in a Blue Dress was now standing in the middle of
the ranks of slaves. It seemed to him that she simply stepped into
view. On seeing her a deep and irrational fear gripped him as he
noticed the Woman’s eyes. They seemed to burn bright red like coals
in a fire then the Woman said in a deep commanding voice "Withdraw
Now!.."

 

One of his Troopers below as if coming out of a dream screamed
and said she was a demon, then he ran off down a Side Street.
Another followed, then another till most of the Militia had broken
ranks and ran inland as fast as they could. 'The Commander' from
the Upstairs Balcony felt exposed and effected a withdrawal
himself. Then both he and his Batman ran for their lives. He never
saw the remain Militia who had recovered and where raising there
rifles being taken down by four men and one woman throwing stones
from over fifty feet away.

 

Running down the side Street following his Men a cloud of dust
bellowed round him in the wind. His Batman to his side became
out-raged as they ran and 'the Commander' stole a side ways glance
at his old retainer. 'It wasn't like him?' he thought. Then he
breathed in a mouth full of the stuff and that started a coughing
fit.

 

          As he ran
he knew that to quell an uprising of that size they would need a
much larger force, and thinking about that Black woman he thought
'A priest would come in handy as well.'

 

'The Commander' found his Men half a mile away beside one of the
vast inland Salt Warehouses. The Wind and Rain started an blow
around them as he re-grouped. Looking around he assessing that they
were a safe distance from the Rabble and set about writing a note.
When it was finished he dispatched a runner back to 'Nest Salina'.
He'd requested re-enforcements and instructed the Sergeant on duty
to turn out the Guard. He instructed them to rendezvous with him on
the 'Back Road, by the upper Ground'.

 

Seeking higher ground himself 'the Commander' climbed the Water
Tower situated next to the Warehouse. Being buffeted in the Wind he
opened his Spy glass and looking across the roof tops saw with
horror the size of the problem he was facing. Slowly walking in a
column across the Sea front he estimated over three hundred slaves
were involved in this Riot. It was apparent they weren't in any
mood to compromise as they were all waving sticks or shouting abuse
at some of the still occupied Houses. He saw though that they
weren't taking any direct action against the occupied Houses and
more strangely he noted they seemed to be simply walking with some
intent.

 

Turning his spy glass he saw from the edge of the Salt Pans and
the Town he saw more were joining the column. He assumed that once
they congregated in the town center they would become emboldened
and run riot smashing and wreaking anything they could. The
majority of the Freemen and towns folk where by now in the Vast
Barn and where relatively safe behind its vast stone walls and
thick Doors so he didn't need to worry about them, for the
moment.

 

The next second a gust of Wind shock the Tower and he clung to
it for dear life. To his left part of the Warehouse roof was ripped
off and flew across his face. He watched it bounce and fly across
the top of the town roofs smashing them as it went. Shaking with
fear he thought to himself  'Just what the Hell am I doing up
here? And where are the Overseers?' Holding on for dear life as the
Wind howled around him he continued his musing '… They must know
about this riot by now?' He found this lack of information
irritating as the tower he was clinging onto began to move.

 

Desperately clinging on to the ladder swaying in the wind he
thought 'Word travels quickly, when something like this happens and
this could really get out of hand. I must repress it… ' with that
thought still in his mind the Wind died. 'The Commander' took the
opportunity to close up his Spy glass and rapidly descent the
ladder, but as he did his attention was drawn up the road they had
all just run down not five minutes ago. He saw a small mob of
slaves about fifty strong splitting off from the main body,
brandishing weapons and running down the road towards them in the
howling Storm.

 

Below the ten remaining Militia Soldiers he left on guard had
also spotted it and without a seconds hesitation, ran off.

 

'The Commander' seeing his Troops desert their posts bellowed
after them to return, but one of them shouted back as he ran. 'That
the Regular Soldiers could sort it out because that's what they
were paid for'. 'The Commander' cursing loudly climbed down the
ladder then he and his Batman rapidly withdrew in the same
direction. As he ran, he mentally began the process of getting to
the Upper Road, linking up with those re-enforcements he'd
requested and coming back into town to scatter the rioters.

 

insiders at work.

 

Jack looked at the wave building and screamed for two of his Men
to stand against the cliff and link their hands to form a step
between them. Looking up he ordered his Men to step up on the Men
and climb to the ledge. At once they all saw his Plan and one by
one scrambled up. Two other Men for a second step to the next of
the first set. Jack looked back as the last Man on the third step
was pulled up. One by one the Steps where pulled up and finally
Jack leaped at the cliff face and was pulled up by his Men on the
ledge.

 

Looking out at the vast Sea Jack saw the Wave built, but very
slowly as if it was travelling for a hundred Miles and in slow
motion. Jack saw it slowly crash up the shore line smashing they’d
just travelled then across the Beech below, were not a Minute ago
they were standing.

 

Within a second later a wall of water over twenty foot high
slammed into the cliff and rose up it towards Jack and his Men.
Jack looking over screamed in frustration as one of his work detail
called Peter positioned slightly lower that the rest was dragged
off the ledge by the massive wave, then his work mate and the water
was gone.

 

A few seconds later the Sea returned to normal and the coast
line became calm again. One by one all of Jack’s Men climbed of the
cliff. Jack casting his eyes down the Beach could see no sign of
the young boy Peter and his heart was heavy with his loss. Then
looking round in the direction they'd just come he said "We're
going back!.."

 

halt.

 

So it was that the rag tag mass of Humanity trudged ever
on-wards collecting more strays and waifs along the way and
thankfully they meet no more organised resistance. They did however
meet small groups of Bugs camouflaged as soldiers who manned small
road blocks, but on seeing the size of the slave army they all
withdrew without a fight.

 

Sara was appalled to find that even during a Storm of this
magnitude the Overeaters would put the Slaves out to work, with no
thought for their safety. She fretted that she had no idea what to
do with these people if that vision Smithy had given her didn’t pan
out, but considered that whatever happens their future was forward,
and not backward. Even if she had to free them her self she would,
and vowed that she would not let them go back into Slavery. That
Moment she had in 'time' earlier outside the 'Nest Salina' was
beginning to drag on her and she wondered if she had made the right
choice.

 

quell them.

 

After receiving 'the Commanders' note the ‘Overseer/Bugs’ in
'the fort' that weren’t at the Meeting in 'Nest Salina' immediately
turned out all of 'the Garrison Guard' of ninety five heavily armed
Troopers. It was their job to quell the slave revolt in Town.
Travelling on ‘the Back Road’ to 'the Upper Path' they had missed
the mob in town and had made good progress.

 

          …They had
also sent a note to instruct 'the Commander' that once he was
finished in the Town he was to break up a smaller Mob on the Town
Pond. The acting Sergeant at 'the Fort' had received sporadic
reports about an incident up there. The note from 'the Fort' also
instructed him to use extreme caution in dealing with the town
rioters as they'd killed all the town's free men who had taken
refuge in 'the Nest Salina' Warehouse. It was described as a
Massacre with the rioters running wild killing every one and
everything in sight.

 

'The Commander' stood still on the path as the wind and rain
bellowed around him, he was in a mild state of shock after reading
the communiqué from 'the Fort'. Where was the General? and why had
the Sergeant written the Note? It meant only one thing the General
was missing, presumed Dead? Unthinkable and where was MrD? He
always added comments to theses notes and Instructions.

 

Standing there he looked side ways at the vast shimmering blue
cone over the Town Pond. There was more going on here that he was
capable of understanding and with the note hanging limply in his
hand to his side 'the Commander' seemed to have lost the will to
live as he dropped his head in submission.

 

          Then he
slowly looked up and round at his resources. In front of him was a
column of paid Soldiers from 'the Fort'. ‘All good men’ he thought
‘…And they'd do as he asked‘. He looked behind him at was what
remained of his original Militia that he and his Batman had rounded
up earlier. He alone had forced 'the cowards' to accompany him to
'the Upper Path' and wait for re-enforcements. He felt the Men to
his rear cower as he glanced at them and he knew they didn't want
to face his wrath again, he also knew they where waiting sheepishly
for him to bark out his orders, and this time he knew they'd do as
he instructed without question.

 

Turning his head back to its original position and as if coming
out of a dream he lifted the note, read it, and re-read it again
and this time his face went red with anger as he read it for the
third time. Then screaming an obscenity he screwed it up and hurled
it to the ground, where his Batman dutifully picked it up and put
it with the rest of 'the Commanders' correspondents.

 

          …In doing
so the Batman also read the message meant for him in an encoded
scent message on the note. It told ‘the Commanders Batman’ that the
prisoner that they'd captured three days earlier had escaped and it
appeared that the Mob of over five hundred strong was responsible.
It also told him that over two hundred of his brethren had been
slain in defending the nest against the slaves. The fourth prime's
whereabouts was unknown, but the Magistrate was conformed dead
along with su'wan the Batman's brother.

 

Alone on the upper path and in a swirling wind storm ‘the
Commanders Batman’s’ face’s contorted with rage. He felt like
killing this pompous Meat sack in front of him after reading the
tragic news of his Brothers death, but he quietly stood next to
this idiot of a human and controlled his anger. He’d let this fool
of a 'Commander' do what he was best at, namely keeping the
population subdued with fear. Something even they couldn't do as
well as this Man in front of him.

 

‘The Commander’s Batman’ then looking back towards the Town Pond
and saw several dozen men emerge from the strange stone Arch that
was on the edge of the Blue cone. A noise behind him make him turn
in the other direction and he saw the Rioters from town walking
slowly up the road towards the Arch. The Batman smiled slightly and
was curious in just how this 'talented-idiot' of a meat sack would
deal with a situation where he was grossly outnumbered and facing a
battle on two fronts.

 

the upper hand.

 

The slave gangs band, upper and lower took that moment to wander
back out of the Atlantian Sea and standing there looked on in fear
at the size of the Troopers who now stood on the path to town.

 

          …
Jack had over fifty men and they where all ready to confront the
Soldiers they saw holding their position in front of them. Jack
could see 'the Commander' talking to his troopers and his Blood ran
cold with hatred for that Man. Jim his best friend had urged
restraint and to negotiate terms with them, but Jack would have
none of it. They would die, but they'd die free and he readied his
Men to charge.

 

the middle hand.

 

'The Commander' smiled as he saw 'Captain Jack' emerge from the
Stone Arch this was a good day and he'd finally hang that one very
slowly. Then turning he heard a disturbance at the rear of the
column.

 

The Garrison Troopers at the back of the standing column turned
to confront a Rag Tag collection of Black Slaves coming up the road
from their rear and he immediately formed a line across the road.
Several of the men in the front automatically went down on their
knees rifles raised and poised.

 

'The Commander' approved of 'the Corporals' actions of course
he'd have to discipline him later for acting without orders, but
for now he'd let it pass. 'At least' he thought 'I'm now re-united
with real Soldiers instead of these snivelling spineless Militia
that he had to brow beat, just to get them here.' He opened his Spy
glass and aimed in down the road and estimated there must have been
over Six Hundred slaves in that band now. More worryingly he was
between two opposing forces, but didn’t care. After all they were
only filthy black slaves and that Blue cone over the Town Pond
didn‘t seem to pose any danger. He turned all of his Garrison
Troops bar five to face the larger force then turning with contempt
he ordered his nine remaining Militia to face the smaller upper
band of slaves and get into a firing line, like the real Soldiers.
He scowled at them saying 'to Ready Arms, but fire only on 'his'
command'. They obeyed immediately and turned to face the Upper
Slaves.

 

the lower hand.

 

The band of free slaves from Town saw the Soldiers get into
position, but still they pressed on driven by the Witch with the
Red eyes who seemed to inspire and frighten them at the same time.
Sara in their midst was becoming concerned as she saw several men
running around the Soldiers in a line in front of them giving them
something. She couldn't work out what they were doing, but it
didn't matter the closer they could get the better. 'The Commander'
of the Troop in front of her would, she figured hold them at one
hundred feet and issue his ultimatum and that distance would be
perfect for her plan. She saw one of the Soldiers stand out towards
the left of the line and raise his sword above his head.

 

action.

 

'The Commander' nodded to his Corporal who was standing with his
back to the Mob and dropped his sword. It was the order for his Men
to issue a warning shot. The line of twenty soldiers facing the Mob
opened fire. The noise was awful and the smoke that erupted from
the rifles blanketed the surrounding road and pond. A strange calm
drew about the road as both forces faced each other. The only noise
'the Commander' heard was his Soldiers reloading in front.

 

          …
The Black slaves at one hundred foot stopped moving and as the
smoke cleared 'the Commander' stepped forward from behind his lines
and faced the slaves. His Batman followed and stood behind him.
Addressing them he shouted over the wind saying "… I Am The Lawful
Commander Of Grand Turk And You Are in Breach of The Law …
Leave This Place Now! … And Return to Your Homes! … The
Ring Leaders Of This Riot Will Be Dealt With Later … You Are
the Victims Of Their Crimes … You Will Not Be Punished! …
This Is An Amnesty And You Can Receive It … But Only If You
Turn Round, And Go Home Now!". Sara felt the Slaves hearts
waiver.

 

position.

 

'The Commander' saw the Mob from town had stopped and formed a
column going down the road, but unlike the Town they couldn't form
a line because of the Scrub and High Banks either side the Road and
Pond. He saw that they conveniently bunched them selves together
and where in a perfect position for his plan of attack. This time
they represented proper hard targets for his Men to shoot at when
he gave the order to open fire.

 

He mentally estimated that a quarter of the Slaves would be
killed or wounded in the first volley before the rest behind
realised what was happening, and when that happened they would
scatter in panic, being cut down by rapid fire as they ran back
down the Road to Town. He considered that the Overseers could sort
out the survivors and any other problems that might arise tomorrow.
By then he reasoned the lawful forces on the Island would be able
to re-establish their authority over this black rabble.

 

Then 'the Commander' saw that black Woman again and this time
she was holding up her hands to the Men either side of her and they
were holding their hands up next to Him. 'The Commander' then
realised that the entire crowd was holding hands above their heads.
In bafflement he scanned the crowd and a silence filled the air
over the howling wind. Then the crowd of over Five Hundred put
their hands down at the same time and chanted in that foul devil's
language he'd heard earlier that Day, and in that second he felt
the same dread as his heart sank. He wanted to run, but he was made
of sterner stuff and held his ground. With trepidation he turned
and looked on the face of his Batman who smiled back at him. He
then glanced down at his Soldiers. They like his Batman stared back
at him. This time they where unaffected by the demon's enchanting.
The five men he'd selected earlier had instructed his Troops to
bind their ears and wait for the Corporals signal to fire into the
air. It meant for the next part of his plan he would have to issue
his instructions from the front, but that didn't matter. Her foul
tricks wouldn't work a second time, and turning he smiled.

 

Looking across the path at them he raised his arms and addressed
the foul black witch directly saying "Your Tricks Wont Work a
Second Time! … Demon!" He saw her sway in the wind and the
crowd around her moved away. Standing there alone she was
exposed.

 

          … He
drew his side arm and took aim. "HOLD!" said the black woman and
held up her arms. 'The Commander' lowered his gun slightly and
watched as several Blackman from the crowd pushed out two White
people from their midst. One was a Man and One was a Woman. They
were both naked and their arms were behind their backs. The Black
witch then shouted "Commander! … The people you see in front
of us, aren't in any danger!"

 

Then in silence a hail of stones flew from the back of the crowd
towards his Troops. None came even close to his line falling far
short. Most he noticed landed in the ground in the middle of the
opposing forces. His gun lowered further as he watched with intense
interest as he saw the Blackman began to push the White captives
forward till they also stood in the Middle ground. In the mean time
the Black woman had climbed on top of a Hand Cart and began to
shout at him saying "… 'Commander' I Give You, And Your Troops A
Second Chance To Withdraw!" she paused then continued again
"Please  'Commander' I Beg You Please Leave The Field …
And Let Us Pass! … You Have Been Out Manoeuvred, And We Don't
Want To Kill You All… ".

At this a laugh went round the Soldiers in line facing her.

 

'The Commander' looked at the two white people and thought
'collateral damage'. Then smiling raised his gun again and fired at
the now perfect target this Black Demon made atop of the Cart.
Through the smoke his saw her fall.










Chapter 12
New Chapter


Chapter Twelve

 

the long walk.

 

Smithy ran back up the Hill alone. In the Rain, Hail and Wind
that took the opportunity to rip across the Common and upper Shrub
land he now found himself in.

 

         
          In the
process of fighting off the Bugs he'd managed to lose Murray and
got slightly lost himself. In all the time he blundered across the
upper Shrub he never saw one Bug, but he did noticed however
hundreds of Cats going in the same direction as he was running. So
at a discreet distance he followed them.

 

reunited at last.

 

Muggles was running flat out up the hill and was pulling away
from the horde that was still following him. He went wide of Murray
and Smithy’s location and was surprised to see two Bugs tear across
his path in total panic. He saw the House where his Mistress was
and cautiously went round the side of the Wall then slinked in
through the open, but now broken door.

 

         
          …He never
saw the Three Men in the lea ward side of the House. They had crept
up the path and were waiting for Murray and Smithy to come back,
but found a running 'Morsel' instead…

 

Muggles on the flat of his stomach crept down the stairs and
into the Cellar, but he was followed. Jane grabbed him and held him
close crying with relief. For his part he was glad to be back with
her as well. Then he became aware of three forms that were in the
Room with them. He hissed, and through his eyes, Jane saw them as
well.

 

idle house threats.

 

Muggles hissed and backed into the corner. Jane also stepped
back she could probably take them, but was weak from hunger. In her
weakened state she had an impression of lots of eyes watching her.
She then realised she was looking and feeling these emotions from
Muggles’ point of view. What he felt, she felt and what he was
feeling now was his devotees outside waiting for their lord to
instruct them.

 

          …She then
remembered something, not all the Slaves attacked the Bugs when
that slave leader held the Jewel in his hand and instructed them to
Kill.

 

[ PROJECTION ] That Jewel was keyed into something common. Jane
scanned probabilities, and thought DNA: That Jewel enabled common
DNA to associate. The slave leaders' DNA Blood line ‘All’ attacked
'Blindly' at the same time, but only his Blood line. The rest just
attacked normally.

 

[ PROJECTION ] The Seven Daughters of Eve [Thesis] she re-read
the article in her mind “We all have direct ancestry with seven
women out of Africa - the DNA blood line was very limited.”

 

[ PROJECTION ] The Jewel enabled the holder to command and talk
to ‘his/her’ DNA blood line. The Jewel was currently residing
inside Muggles gut … And Muggles blood line locally, was
outside this House.

 

Every Cat on this side of the Island associated with Muggles DNA
was here. Waiting for Muggles to give a command. Then she stopped
and reconsidered her statement. ‘No!’ she thought ‘They were
waiting for her to give a command’ She not only saw through Muggles
eyes she was him and he was her. She said through Muggles ‘KILL the
Men in here, they are your Hunters.’ The Cats didn’t need a reason
to attack the Bugs that hunted them for sport, they hated them and
through the ‘Muggles/Jane’ mind they could see them.

 

green army.

 

The Army of Cats that sat outside the House erupted in a mass of
movement and simply poured in. Smithy tried to follow, but was
pushed aside by the sheer volume of them going past him into the
building. 'Muggles' had called them to war given them a target and
instructed them to kill … And they followed their leader’s
instructions with absolute and blind loyalty. They were the Zombies
of the Mech’tee Agent called Jane.

 

The first cat took the Bug next to the Cellar Door by surprise
and the Bug turned and skewered it. He got another, but missed the
third, then four where on his Back and five buried themselves into
his Arm, and another three were biting into his head. He Began to
panic and flail his Arms around, but to no avail as more poured
over him.

 

The second Bug in the Cellar turned slowly to see what was
happening to his Companion when a cat struck him in the Chest. He
killed it and turned over to inspect it, then another was on his
back biting and taking out lumps …And another was hanging on his
arm, whilst out of the blue another two where biting down into his
Leg. Then they were covered in Cats all scratching, biting and
ripping. They both went down by the sheer number and weight of the
maddened demented creatures.

 

The first Bug to be struck by the Zombie Cat horde went up in a
plume of Dust followed a second later by they another. The third
closest to Jane threw off the Cats that were attacking him and
lunged at Jane who was still holding Muggles. He managed to grab
her and spun round so his Back was against the Cellar Wall. He was
using Jane as a shield.

 

The Cat Zombies became confused, the commands came from Muggles
and to attack the Man/Bug now could risk hurting the one they
loved, and they couldn't risk that. Spreading out in front of the
Bug they paused in their attack unsure of what to do next. Over the
din coming from the Storm outside a low primeval growl was
heard.

 

Jane looked up into the side of the ‘Bug/Man’ he’s face shifted
from Man to Bug. ‘Interesting’ she thought. Then she said to
‘him/it’ “…I don’t think you should have done that!”.

 

“Oh - YER!” said the Bug “Why’s that then? …Young Meat
Sack!”.

 

“…Because!” said Jane grinning as she pushed her hand up into
his chest “I’m more than I seem.”

 

He released her and stared at this naked child in disbelief. She
had what looked like entrails in her hand, his entrails! His hands
slowly went to his side and tried to close the gaping hole there.
Then he went down face forward into the dirt of the cellar floor.
He quivered for a moment then like his companions dissolved into a
pile of dust that speared outward across Jane's naked feet.

 

Jane was left in the Cellar with a Handful of blue wet strands
dribbling out of her fingers and in slow motion watched them
dribble out of her Hand and drop to the floor with a 'plop' and all
this she was aware that they stank. Breathing deeply and looking
round at the carnage she started shaking with fear and thought to
herself  ‘That, was to dammed Close!’ as she put Muggles on
the Floor. Smithy from the door way agreed. She spun round in shock
and smiled at him and for a second they both collected their
thoughts.

 

After a short while Jane was able to control herself. Muggles
looked up in wonderment at her fear, being so young he was bullet
proof. Jane looked down at him and smiled at his thoughts on seeing
her, then she linked into ‘her Bullet Proof Kitty’ and commanded
the Horde ‘to go outside and wait!’ …They all obediently left the
cellar and winded their way round Smithy's legs.

 

Looking round at the Battle Ground in the Cellar Jane looked at
the three dead cats on the floor and deeply regretted their deaths.
She considered her options and knew she wasn't going to let these
fallen cats rot in this cellar and gently collect them up. Smithy
helped. Looking at him as she stood straight she said "… At least
the Relic was Secure!". Smithy nodded and went out with a cat under
each arm. Looking round for the last time she went up the steps and
outside to join the horde with Muggles in tow.

 

The Storm outside was terrible. Currently squally showers where
blowing across the Hill tops. Jane was still naked when she stepped
out into the tempest and was greeted by Smithy who had laid the
cats on the ground and was holding a quarter staff and nothing
else. He was smiling and surrounded by Cats. These Cats were
putting up with the wind and rain to be with ‘the Muggles/Jane’.
She found it all surreal as she bend down and placed her dead cat
next to the others. She had no idea what to do with the slain cats
and looked at them with confusion.

 

Then Muggles to her left started to growl. He was looking at a
Shrub. Without warning and without control the Horde tore past Jane
and poured over the Shrub. Jane was knocked out of the way and cats
swarmed over her, but none attacked or harmed her. They were
protecting her. Rising from the ground with Muggles around her neck
she slowly realised that for a second she couldn't control them and
they'd all gone wild.

 

         
          … After
the dust had settled the dead cats she and Smithy had laid on the
ground where gone, as was the foolish Bug who tried to spy on the
Group disguised as a Bush next to the Farm House. Jane looked over
at Smithy and even he was concerned at the turn of events and
looked down at the cats swarming round.

 

A second later a crashing sound was heard from the back of the
House away from the direction of the killing Zone. Through Muggles
she felt the cats become tense. Then Murray appeared a second later
dragging his huge running Chain and he was breathing heavily.

 

          …Jane
immediately panicked and looking at him thought good and loving
thoughts. The cats all looked at him, but didn’t move then looked
back to Muggles. She let out a deep breath as she looked at the
puffing and out of breath Murray. He said apologetically through
deep gasps of air “… I got lost!”. Jane and Smithy looked at each
other and shock their heads slightly. "Did I miss something?" said
Murray looking at Jane, then at Smithy, then the cats milling
around his feet in an agitated state.

 

Jane said to Smithy "We need to control them somehow?" Smithy
nodded then suggested that she should think of Murray and Himself
as nursing Queens. Jane looked surprised at Smithy and noticed for
the first time that the cats didn’t seem bothered with him at all.
Jane looked at Murray and in that instant all the cats looked at
him as well. Suppressing her nervousness she carefully linked with
Muggles then through his mind imagined Murray and Smithy as cats
laying in a warm hole wrapped up and nursing kittens.

 

          …The
effect was electric as all the cats melted away and formed huge
rings of protection round them giving them a chance to walk
freely.

 

Jane let out a sigh of relief and readjusting Muggles round her
shoulders said “…Lets go and see this Event, shall we?”. Smithy
nodded. Murray was gathering the Great Chain round him looked
quizzically at the cats agreed.

 

Within a minute they all set off down the hill to ‘the Town
Pond’. Murray looked in fascination at the cat horde as it moved
silently down either side of the Scrub. It formed a vanguard of
honour as they walked down the path through the Shrub.

 

A while later they had to move out of the Scrub and cut across
the Common. It was a trip that Muggles had done three times, but
Murray didn’t like it and neither did Smithy … On full alert
they went in first with Jane and Muggles following fifteen foot
from them. Half way across the open Ground the Trap was sprung.

 

          …Over
Fifty Bugs were laying in wait for them and were hidden in a large
circle of camouflaged holes. At a predetermined moment they all
sprang out of their trap doors in the ground, and the ambush had
begun.

 

The ones attacking Smithy found his staff proved effective in
close quarters, but even his speed with the weapon could not deal
with all of them and he like the others needed food and was
weakened. There were over fifteen surrounding him and when they all
pounced at once, he went down.

 

There were a lot more round Murray. They simply swarmed over him
and overpowered him by shear weight of numbers. In a second he was
buried in a living blanket of death.

 

The remainder of the Bugs moved back to where Jane and the cats
were and in a second she also found herself surrounded. Jane hit,
bit and kicked at blinding speed, but they kept coming and she like
Smithy was also weak from lack of food. Eventually she was
overwhelmed by their numbers.

 

Muggles during the fight was thrown off Jane’s shoulders and
just missed being grabbed by a Bug. In a panic he ran off across
the common. A second later he was lost in the Scrub and running for
his life, again! Without direction the cat horde began to scatter,
but somehow it focused in on Muggles who they felt was in trouble
as they ran they attacked anything in their path and several Bugs
were covered in biting scratching fur balls of pure hate.

 

The Bug Commander from the top of the circle was pleased with
his Strategy. His Soldier’s had done a fine job of concealment and
their attack was timed to perfection. He surmised that the Group
had been split up sufficiently to start the second phase of taking
them apart. He prepared to send in his disassembles, as ‘the foul
smelling Meat’ now had no means of re-grouping!

 

Then to his amazement he saw the big ‘Meat Sack’ the one called
Murray rise up from the ground as the wind and rain hammered down,
but the Bug Commander noted he was covered in over twenty five of
his finest Soldier Bugs. Then under the weight of his Soldiers it
began to swing that Huge Slave Chain and in a second he was free of
them. In despair the Commander saw dust all around him spinning
upward in a Vortex! He immediately ordered in his dissemblers in
the hope that they would tip the balance and force that ‘Meat
Monster’ back down again.

 

In that moment a Huge Bolt of Lightning hit somewhere lower down
the slope and the Air shock with a Violence that stilled the World.
Then the Thunder erupted outwards and everyone felt their insides
shake with the unbelievable raw power of it and all the while a
deep penetrating Darkness seemed to envelope the Common and
everyone on it.

 

Then it was over and a strange calm came over the area.

 

In that second Murray sported **BOTH DOWN AND STAY THERE*** Jane
laid flat. The Bugs had also recovered and were on her biting and
racking at her back, thinking they finally had her. One had her
leg, another had her shoulder. The one on her back and was drawing
blood. ‘That blood would have slowly killed him.’ she thought. Then
a ‘Whoosh’ sounded above her … And another … And another.
The Bugs on top of Jane were split in half - The others that
rejoined the fray were also cut down, the weight of bugs on Jane
vanished. **UP JANE AND DEFEND YOURSELF** sported Murray.

 

With renewed strength she stood there ready, with in a second
she was cutting and slicing with two shorts sticks she found and
her target was the three Bugs that Bobbed back up with her. The
flails made short work of them and looking round she saw she was
alone. Casting her eyes over to the other side of the Common she
saw Murray’s Iron flail Swinging over Smithy’s position. About
twenty Bugs were cut in half. Murray stepped over to Smithy’s
location and sported **UP SMITHY AND KEEP DOWN**. Jane noticed that
Smithy got up and up and climbed out of the Bug pile. He was cut
and bloodied … And as mad as Hell.

 

Murray and Smithy then walked forward towards the edge of the
Common forcing the Bugs into the Shrub.

 

          …The Huge
Running Chain hummed as it swung round, and in the confusion the
fighting Bugs were felled to the left and right. At the edge of the
Common another wave of Bugs came up out of the Scrub in front of
them, these were bigger, much, much Bigger.

 

Murray just grunted when he saw them and moved onward with a
determined gate. The Bugs found themselves cut down on Mass with
the ones behind not seeing what the ones in front saw and simply
pushed their comrades on towards their Deaths.

 

The Trees and Shrub that had surrounded and hidden the Monster
Bugs was trimmed to a height of two feet. It was a rout as they
couldn’t retreat backward fast enough because the Scrub held them.
The Bugs had no defence in this environment and what was left of
them [and it wasn’t as lot] from the original fifty, fled back into
the field. The Bug Commander was amongst dead. He had positioned
him self with the dissemblers, planning to be in on the final kill
and had suffered their fate in the final push.

 

the calm before the storm.

 

The Air Cleared. The wind Blew and the Rain began again, but for
the Group of humans on the edge of the Common, calm had returned
and everyone took stock. To Jane this attack made no sense, it was
a senseless! It wasn’t pride that drove the Bugs. They only wanted
profit.

 

          …
They were looking for something and almost found it. Which meant
that there was an informer in the Slave Band who originally found
the Jewel. What Jane had seen via Muggles, so had the informer. He
or She must have been close to Jack and also witnessed the Jewel’s
effect on his Men. She concluded the attack had a Purpose. The Bugs
wanted that Jewel.

 

She then realised that Muggles was missing and scanned the
surrounding area, but was shocked at what she found happening to
Muggles:

 

got ya!..

 

The paws of a huge Black Tom pounced on ‘her/him’ and ‘she/he’
spun round and spat in the old Cats face … And in the process
screamed like kittens do when they’re alarmed … Then ‘he’ Wet
himself. Jane lost the Link and gasped in embarrassment. It felt
like she’d wet herself.

 

         
          …Immediately
reconnecting with Muggles she saw the old Black Tom Cat jump back
in surprise not wishing to hurt the young Kitten. Jane realised the
old Cat was only playing with the Muggles that had come in from the
field like a bolt out of the blue. Such fast moving things where
irresistible to Cats and instinct takes over.

 

The Old Tom Cat wasn’t in Muggle’s blood line, but Jane sensed
it wasn’t a threat to him. It was however the shadow Muggles could
see, and then the Bug towering over the Scrub that concerned
Jane.

 

it’s a bugs life - the sequel.

 

The pre-prep meeting Curwen had attended before that attack
emphasized the need to find and return any small Cats to the forth
prime. Additional Instructions were ‘Not to use their Talons’ to
try to Poison, or Kill the ‘bad Sacks of Meat’ …And don’t draw
their Blood. It did seem a strange command, but of course they
would all obey it.

 

There was private talk after the briefing about a devastation
new weapon that ‘the bad Meat’ used when you tried to sting them,
but no one knew what it was?

 

He’s task was to drag ‘the Old Meat Sack’ down whilst his hidden
associates went in to dismember it. He’d seen that small Cat take
off whilst he stood second rank at the back of the attack on the
'Old Meat'.

 

          …On
attacking the 'Old Meat' he’d been flung back as if he wasn’t
there. After he came to, and got back up he saw ‘the Big Meat Sack’
and his target at the other end of the Common swinging that Chain.
Curwen then witnessed his Commander and all the Disassembles go
down under the rage and furore of ‘the Big Meat Sack’.

 

Looking at the Meat and its Chain he decided that dying for a
wasted cause seemed pointless. He was quite badly damaged by the
'Old Meat' and its weapon, but currently it wasn't life
threatening. So he decided to go after that small cat he saw run
across the field earlier. At least he could be of some assistance
to the forth prime, and his beloved Overlord in its capture. Then
the wind eased up slightly and it stopped raining. Curwen thanked
to great ring and went hunting disguised as the Storm.

 

He pursued it’s scent through the Shrub, but it was hard to
follow in this wind then lost it. He slowed, then stopped, He felt
awful and realised the damage he suffered in the hands of that old
fool was more severe than he thought and in that instant he knew he
was dying. Weary and frustrated at his failure he balanced
forlornly atop three bush's. Casting around he caught a slight
whiff of its scent. Then he heard the Cat Egg [Kitten] scream in
terror off to his Left. ‘Perfect!' he thought 'I don’t even need to
smell his track now. I have him!’ and with that he fixed the cats
position in the Zone. He would have it, but felt so weak and
reflected he wouldn’t be able to take that Morsel to his beloved
‘the Overlord’. For a second his devotion overpowered him and he
became quite emotional, then snapping out of it, and spurred on by
his love. Curwen regained his strength and covered the distance to
the Kitten in under a second, travelling by Shrub Line.

 

          … As
he looked down into the small clearing he was shocked to see ‘that
little morsel’ still alive! “So!…” he said quietly to himself “…It
wasn’t Dead then?” Then the Wind started to Blow and the Sky
Darkened again as Curwen slowly positioned himself above of the
Cats on the swaying Shrub. He was preparing to get them in one
clean swipe. As a bonus the Big One, when treated would feed him
for at least a Week.

 

not as planned.

 

The ‘Old Tom’ casually looked at the Ground then to Muggles and
in one swift fluid movement scooped up Muggles and deposited him in
the Bush. He then turned with such speed and ferocity that
the  ‘Jane/Muggles’ was impressed with it. 'Old Tom' then
attacked the air behind him with a merciless ferocity.

 

          …The
target of his attack was Curwen’s Talon that crashed down and stuck
in the ground behind him. The damage that old Cat did in that
second was extensive. This old Cat was alive for a reason. He was
smart. Bugs he knew could only attack downward and in one
direction. The smell of its acid was a dead give away even in this
wind. The Old Cat could visualise its position and it also helped
that he could also see its corrupted shadow waving incorrectly in
this Gloom.

 

In a micro second Muggles saw the damage the old Cat had done
and had a idea, or at least Jane did and she got Muggles to leap at
the limb and 'spit' into the wound 'Old Tom' had just made. All
this happened in just under a micro second. Curwen realising
something had gone wrong with his strike withdrew his Talon Arm
back. Then the pain spread up his arm and was alarmed at what had
just transpired. He was confused and unsure of what had just
happened. He should have skewered two Cats in one swipe, but all he
got was a deeply scratched and damaged Arm for his troubles, but
the speed at which it happened, troubled him…

 

On looking at his damage arm Curwen’s first thought was. ‘It’s
him! - It’s ‘Old Blacky’ - I’ve finally found ‘Blacky’ and
re-capped that there was a legend about an old Black Cat, that
couldn’t be caught. It was described as black as the night, huge,
very dangerous and fast. There was also a secret story told that it
had killed many Hunters over the years. This Cat’s speed fitted the
description and Curwen was going to get him. He’d be famous …
BUT he thought … This Cat was vicious. He need to get it
right, to pull him in and land him cleanly. Looking down he
assessed the situation and prepared to strike again. ‘Old Cat’
legend or not he’d not be beaten by dammed 'Cat-Food'.

 

         
          …
Curwen looked down at ‘Blacky’ and amazingly ‘the Cat’ was casually
looking at the ground swinging his tail to and throw! …It seemed to
be waiting. Even anticipating Curwen’s second strike. ‘This was
great sport!’ he thought and paused he’d have to be very careful
bringing this one in. ‘One wrong move' he considered '… And he’d
lose his Arm. ‘His Arm?' he regarded it for a second '…It Felt
Strange'. Stepping back from his strike he realised that his Talon
Arm was beginning to burn where the old Cat had damaged it. He
lifted his arm and rotating it slowly, he inspected the wound.

 

A Red Hue was present across his lower Arm and an itching
burning sensation seemed to be spreading up from the wound. Within
a second it got worse and Curwen began to feel uneasy. Retiring
from the contest, and hunt he stepped off the top of the Bush
aiming to allow the cats the opportunity to escape. As his legs
touched the ground they buckled and broke with a snap under his
weight. He then crashed down to the ground and found himself laying
flat out unable to move. He was staring directly into the face of
the Old Black Cat who racked his face and spat at him.

 

Curwen flinched from the cats attack then noted with alarm that
the burning he was experiencing was, now all up his Arm and over
his back. Slowly he managed to turn his Head and looked across at
his fiery Arm. He saw in horror his Talon fell off before his very
Eyes. Then he felt his eyes begin to burn and his World became
fire, white hot burning fire that consumed him totally. There was a
noise some way that he heard. He didn’t like it and it sounded like
a Dog screaming in pain. Slowly he realised it was him. It was him,
that was screaming, and he screamed for over ten seconds as the
fire agony engulfed him. Curwen finally died and was dust fifteen
seconds later.

 

The Bug had a very bad death, but the old Black Tom Cat looked
pleased at what he saw. Swishing his tail to and through he stared
at the spectacle with cat-like pleasure in his eyes. 'Jane’ through
‘Muggles' eyes looked up at him and it seemed like he was grinning.
Jane had calculated that cat nits, like their own Trinity could
kill Bugs, but as was just seen cat nits did it very, very slowly
indeed, but more astonishingly to Jane, it now appeared that 'Old
Tom' could see the Bug and he had watched it die slowly, and as
Jane had noted. He’d watched it die with a great deal of
satisfaction showing on his black face.

 

Muggles rubbed around Old Tom and the big Cat licked his head.
Then the zombie Cat Horde began to surrounded Muggles and Old Tom
and from under the shrub it crept up on the Cats and a low growling
was audible from the throats of over one Hundred Cats. Old Tom
looked at them in contempt flicked his massive black tail and
growled menacingly back.

 

Jane observed from Muggles point of view that the Horde viewed
Old Tom as a threat to their 'Queen' and she couldn't dissuade them
from approaching the Old Cats territory. A feeling of great concern
swept over Jane. She projected that the out come for this Old Cat
would be tragic as it wasn't the sort to run from a fight.
Panicking Jane tried something and through Muggles, Jane instructed
the Horde to protect 'Old Tom' and revere him as their 'Lord' as
well. She couldn't instruct them to consider him to be a nursing
Queen so this seemed to be the next best thing, and it worked.

 

The Horde immediately disappeared and melted into the back
ground. The Old Cat looked round and relaxed. Jane through Muggles
then saw him lay down and start to clean himself in the wind and
rain flicking his tail all the time. Jane relaxed broke the link
and focused hard on where Muggles was to Her. Then reconnecting
with the little Kitten guided him back to the Common.

 

Jane was waiting on the Edge of the Common with Smithy and
Murray, who again was wearing his Chain as a Bandanna and was
delighted to see Muggles trot out of the Bush.

 

          …But Jane
was amazed to see 'Old Tom' trot along behind him with the Zombie
Horde as it spread out of the lower shrub. For some strange reason
he had followed Muggles and the horde and upon reaching Jane just
stared at her intently. Jane found it highly disturbing, but
gathering up Muggles she tried to ignore him. Then through Muggles
she instructed the horde to move on.

 

They re-entered the Scrub. This time the ‘Jane/Muggles’ sent the
Cats out either side as out-riders, but it raised no more Bug
traps. The Bugs it seemed for the moment were defeated.

 

rise up my queen.

 

Sara saw the gun fire and for her time slowed as she accelerated
her metabolism. Seeing the bullet coming towards her she casually
bend down and scooped up a heavy cast iron skillet that was on top
of the Cart. Standing there for a micro second she assessed the
battle field then stepping back up she swung the pan round hard.
The clang as it connected with the bullet reverberated across the
Pond. Looking up at the bullet flying upwards she smiled, then she
looked back at 'the Commander' and shouted "I'm So Sorry!" as she
swung the skillet round again catching the falling bullet as it
came back to earth. It connected with the pan and travelled back up
the Road ripping into 'the Commanders' chest in less than a
second.

 

          …
Falling back 'the Commanders' chest exploded and a second later he
laying on the ground covered in Blood. Looking up and gasping for
breath he watched in fascination as his Batman who was standing
behind him also got shot with the same bullet. His batman just
looked down for a second and putting his hand to his chest exploded
into a cloud of dust. 'The Commander' was confused at what he'd
just seen as the dusty shape of a man began blowing away in the
wind. Then looking past the dissipating figure he saw the storm
above him and it begun to considerably darkened, he then noticed
the road and the sounds on it became an echo that seemed to be
receding into the background of the darkness until all that was
left was complete silence.

 

the route.

 

The Troops from the Garrison stared in dismay as they watched
their Commander dying in front of them then they looked towards the
Corporal for instructions. Who had spun round, he couldn't believe
he was now staring at 'the Commander' dead on the road and thought
'It had happened so fast!'. He Looked towards the rabble down the
Road and began to raise his Sword to give the signal to open fire,
but never managed to lift the blade above his waist. A stone passed
through his head and a second later he was lying dead on the ground
like the Commander.

 

The Militia behind the Main Line and the deceased Commander, and
the now Corporal panicked. Looking quickly at each other they all
stood up and as one ran across the Pond splashing and falling as
they went. Several made vain attempts to pull off their Ammunition
belts. The had all discarded there Guns.

 

They where left alone to escape. Several of the Garrison Troops
watching them also threw their weapons down and ran after them, but
others took aim and fired at the group of slaves still holding
their hostages in no mans land.

 

          …At just
under fifty feet a naked Tra and Annie. Along with John, Mohammed
and Abdul became a blur and as they scooped up stone after stone
and flung them at the line of Soldiers. The troops Tra noted had
obediently lined themselves up and made easy targets. The noise the
stones made as they flew through the air was that of an angry bee
or a wasp whizzing over their heads. Even in this wind Tra noticed
that it had a disheartening effect on the remaining Soldiers.

 

One by one by the well armed firing line began to disintegrate
in clouds of Dust. Quite a lot of Men went down as well. In just
under Four Seconds the column was in disarray and running. If
someone ran they were left alone, if they stayed they were a
legitimate target.

 

          …In Eight
Seconds the entire Troop was completely dispersed. Each stone
thrown by a Mech'tee in the middle ground found a target.

 

On the Road now lay discarded Food Sacks, Rifles, Ammunition
Belts and a few Human Bodies in Uniforms and lots of Dust that even
now was being blown about in the Wind.

 

this is it.

 

Jack was stunned by what had just happened. 'The Commander' had
been killed by a skillet thrown by a Black women and the Overseers
Reinforcements had all been cut down by just Men and a naked white
Women throwing stones? From his vantage point he saw these people
returning to the slave ‘Army’. He saw them step in behind that
stunning Black Woman in a Blue Ball Gown who he finally noted was
walking at the head of the Rag Tag group of People. From this
distance he finally realised that she was in charge.

 

          …
And with that he chuckled to himself. A Black Woman was in front of
[his] Rag Tag Slave ‘Army!’ [his grin became wider] and he thought
‘She must have used her charms on these Men to get them to agree to
follow her!’

 

‘Well…’ he continued with the thought and hitched up his
trousers ‘…Her charms wont work on me, and I'll take that Army away
from her. It would soon be mine to Command and I'll finally be able
to take down the Slave Masters and my Slave Revolt would begin in
Earnest.’ He salivated at that thought and giggled to himself.
'This was going to be sooo! Easy!… ' he mused, but for the moment
he just stopped and stared in amazement at his lovely new Army
coming up the road.

 

did we miss anything.

 

The team from the Farm House travelled through dense trees being
blown wildly with Wind finally saw ‘the Town Pond’ through the
thinning Scrub line at the bottom of the rise. In a few minutes
Murray stepped out into view first and stood there proud wearing
his chain of office and nothing else. All the faces then turned to
look at the emerging troupe.

 

A naked Smithy followed holding a pole and was followed next by
Jane who was wearing a Muggles and an Old Black Tom Cat. Who was
winding himself round her legs.

 

The Zombie Horde then slowly filtered out from the lower Scrub
and sat quietly around the edge away from the people and the
Wind.

 

Jane surveyed the scene and noted Jack’s Band to one side of the
Arch and said to her self ‘Oh! That’s how it was done.’ **Say
Nothing** sported Sara to them all. Jane looked back wards to where
the sported command had come from and what she saw made her cringe!
A rag tag crowd of Slaves with Sara at its head had just arrived on
the scene and where all currently looking at her, and she was
naked … In that moment she was embarrassed. Then quietly said
to herself “I’m in charge here and I’m not ashamed of my body!… ”
and stood Proud in front of her inquisitors.

 

‘Well done!’ thought Sara who admired her stance, looking behind
her she said to one of the John Flowers old slaves pushing that
hand cart “Could you give them some Cloths? You'll no doubt have
them back later when we sort our selves out.” Ben and William
dragged some bundles off the cart and opened one up on the Ground.
A mass of clothing was forth coming. Murray naked, walking proud
approached the Men behind Sara and gratefully accepted them on
behalf of Smithy and Jane. One of the Flowers foundry Boys broke
away from the column and helped carry some of the clothing for the
Naked arrivals. He chatted to Murray casually as he went.

 

Sorting out the cloths Murray handed Jane some Dungarees and a
Shirt. Looking back he noticed several black Boys staring
intently … But most the People in the Crowd just looked ahead
and gave her privacy as she dressed.

 

Murray was saying to Jane as he struggled to get into the
largest pair of Cotton and Leather Iron working Trousers. “… That
according to the slaves Ben and Bill these fine trousers were once
owned by a Blacksmith called Mr. Flowers. Anyhow after he had a
chat with Mohammed, it seems he doesn’t want them any more!… ” He
winked at the Slave next to him, and waved to the Other. Who waived
back. Murray was also aware of the younger black Boys interest
managed to stand in front of Jane as she dressed. Ben also stood to
one side with his back to Jane as he chatted to Murray. He was also
aware of the unwarranted interest.

 

          …
Tra walked up to Jane and added another body to shield to her
modesty. He cast his eyes round at all the Cats and was confused.
Whilst looking at the Cats he said to Jane “There are to many Cats
here? … And this small Island wouldn’t support them All… ”

 

Standing up and putting on the Trousers Jane said “Yes! …
That fact bothered me as well, so I ran a ‘[PROJECTION]’ and I've
been gathering information via Muggles from the assembled Horde for
the last Hour.” Finally Jane pulled the smock Shirt over her Head
and dragged it down over her Chest. “… That's Better!… ” she said.
Tra looked round and smiled to see her bringing the bibs over her
shoulder and buttoning them off.

 

Smiling Jane looked at Tra as she finally clipped off her
clothing then said “… And I've seen first hand from the Mind's of
all the Cats. What has been happening.” and thought to herself '… I
now have one more reason to despise, and detest these foul
Creatures.'

 

Jane looked back to the Bib part of the Trousers and realised
she got them twisted. Struggling to get the Braces over her
Shoulders again Jane swore. Tra stepped in and helped her. Finally
dragging the Braces over her shoulders again, she finished
dressing. The black Slave who was chatting to Murray looked quickly
back to Jane then nodding quickly to her re-joined Sara’s Rag Tag
Army.

 

Dragging her eyes from the retreating back of the Slave Jane
looked over to Tra saying “… I’ve formed a Visual Display
Assessment, based on what the cat horde told me, and it’s not
pretty. I can show you with a 'V.D. Probe' If you like.” Tra had no
idea what it involved, but nodded to Jane. John walked up behind
them and looked at Tra the moment Jane took Tra’s Hand.

 

into the mire.

 

The Darkness cleared from around Tra and he found himself in on
the Island of Turk and it was a Beautiful Sunny Day and was amazed
by what he saw. He'd heard Abdul talk about this 'V.D. Probe', but
never thought it would look like this? It was like a  Dream
you could walk around. Looking round he saw that Jane was standing
next to him talking “… Here come the Farmers!” she was saying and
with that several Men came into the Clearing. One was Big and the
Other Smaller. The Big one put food down in several Large Pots. Tra
watched the 'Bug/Farmers' go about their Business.

 

The Bug Camouflaged as Part of the Tree looked down to his
companions and said “… Several of the Cats have been suffering from
diarrhoea lately!… ” The small 'Bug/Farmer' nodded and opening a
Pouch on his Belt selected a Bag then sprinkled some Powder
liberally over all the plates of Food “… That would cure them of
the intestinal Infestation!” he said. The other Big Bug nodded as
he slung the Bag over his shoulder and said “Only Five more feeding
Stations to do … I'm really looking forward to this Seasons
hunting. They're such fine specimens this Quarter!”

 

His companion nodded and smiled broadly at him as he replaced
the Medical Kit then looking up he said goodbye to the Bug in the
tree and re-joining his Partner they left the Clearing.

 

Tra looked around as the V.D. Probe image shimmered and changed.
Time had pasted in the clearing and he then saw several Cats come
out of the Shrub and start eating the food. Several Queens had
brought their Kittens out with them. The Kittens where about Four
Months old and at that age they were Adorable. Tra smiled at their
antics.

 

          …
Then the V.D. changed again and the World went Black. Tra was now
looking through the eyes of a Cat and it was running through the
Shrub. She was being Pursued and [a burning danger] was behind her,
all she felt was total Panic as she careered through the
undergrowth.

 

She was running for her life, but that [black thing of death]
was gaining on her. Blindly she dashed across the Clearing and she
knew it was to late the Shape was over her. She felt the Fire come
down from the above and went low. It missed carried on and struck
an old cat hidden in the Bush line.

 

The young female watched in terror as the old cat howled in
front of her with a massive white spike sticking out of his side.
The old cat was dead in a Second and was being dragged upward
towards the Bug that stretched out across three Shrub bushes above
them. A Bag hung round its waist and the Young Cat saw the Bodies
of other Cats in it. In a flash the Bug put the latest kill in the
Bag and looked down. It was clearly visible to the cat and it said
“Shoo! … I'll give you a sporting chance!… Go!…”

 

The Little Kitten not understanding screamed with fear, racked
the Air and backed  away from the Creature then turning she
bolted of into thick Shrub. For five minutes she didn't stop
running then by luck fell into an Old Rabbit Warren where she
scrambled inside. In the Blackness of the Earth she was panting and
waited for it to be over, she was spent.

 

The Shadow outside emitted a low Growled and the Shrub that
Surrounded the Warren was ripped away. The Kitten closed her eyes
and knew it wouldn't be long now. The Dangerous thing pulled at the
Shrub getting closer. She looked up and the ripping noise seemed to
be above her. The Creature swore as it went about its work then
Moonlight was seen coming down the old Rabbit Shaft. This was it
she thought, and waited.

 

The Shadow stopped digging and Growled in frustration at the
entrance and slowly walked off saying to itself “… Once they go to
Ground the Chase is Over!” and Laughed. The little Kitten just laid
there shaking with Fear…

 

The image shimmered and changed again. This time Tra was inside
a double wall and looking through a Crack in it. He could see what
looked like a Table and Two Men [ Two Bugs ] talking to each
other.

 

One had a Bag in his Hand that he put on the Table. The other
took dead cats out of it, and placed them on the Scale that was
hanging next to him. He was smiling and as he wrote the Weight into
a Book said “Your near your Quota. Perhaps you should throw some of
the young ones back?… ”

 

The Other said “No! … I'll give three of them over!” The
Scale Man nodded and put three of young dead Cats under the
Counter. Looking up he said “… Your Old Cat is Ready!”

 

The 'Bag Man' said “I'll take it with me… ” The 'Scales Man'
nodded and bought out what was once an Old Cat it was wrapped with
String and Bloated to twice its size. 'Bag Man' taking it from
'Scale Man' placed it to his Face. For a second the Watcher saw a
face of a Bug with what looked like a Sucker that it rammed into
the Bloated Cat. Sucking noisily he drained half the fluid inside
the Cat, putting it down on the Desk he wiped his Mouth. “They
really are good this Year!” he said.

 

          …
Tra shuddered involuntarily and remembered the Magistrates
Lunch.  Jane looked up and grimaced. She saw it in his mind as
well and said “Yuk!”

 

Tra looked from Jane back to the Scene in front of him. The Man
with the Scales nodded as he packed up the Bag Mans' haul into
brown bags. The Watcher couldn't help himself and let out a low
growl. Both Men looked round at the crack in the Wall. The Watcher
panicked and turning with-drew rapidly.

 

The scene changed and Tra found himself standing by the Shrub
with Jane again and in that instant the wind and rain buffeted
them. He was back in the real world again and re-focusing he saw
John slowly begin to turn away. John looked at the Arch and the
Groups that were amassing round it.

 

Jane smiled and let go of Tra’s Hand. Tra was amazed the entire
thing he'd just experienced had taken less than a second. He said
to Jane “… But Cats can't talk so how did the Cats know what the
Bugs said?… ” John looked back to Tra and Jane confused. He'd
obviously missed something.

 

Smiling Jane looked at John and held his Hand. Then a second
later she let go and looked back to Tra saying “…Every Creature
Remembers 'Everything' that was ever said or done to them They just
forget how to Find it … I can find anything, in any-ones
memory! … The Cats don't know what the sound is, but remember
what it was.”

 

         
          ….John in
the meantime looked down at his hand amazed at what just happened.
Tra smiled knowingly at him…

 

was it.

 

Jane then looked round and said to Murray “When I got dressed
was it Bill? - Or was it Ben? … Who stood in front of the
Crowd just then? Which of those Two Flowers Pot Men? - Was it Bill?
- Or was it Ben?… ”

 

Murray looked over at the two Pot man and said “It was Ben, yes
I’m sure it was Ben!” Jane left Tra and John and walked over to Ben
who was in front of the Rag Tag Army and kissed him on the cheek
saying “… Thank you Ben!”

 

Ben held his cheek and just said “Oh’ blabber!”. With that he
got flustered much to the amusement of Bill who laughed. Bill then
fell over and holding his sides rolled around on the floor he
couldn't stop laughing. Ben it seems was always like this round
Girls he smiled and looked sheepishly down at his friend still
rolling around. Jane laughed at Bill on the Floor and it was
infectious because every else began to Laugh at the Man on the
Floor who couldn't stop Laughing, and all the while holding his
sides as he did.

 

resolving.

 

Time finally caught up with them all and Sara’s Rag Tag Army
from Town and Jack's Band took stock. Sara and the others now
noticed that the Statue of Jack was dressed in the exact same
clothing that he wore now and it also had the same scar that was on
Jack's cheek.

 

Sara thought to herself ‘It was all to bizarre, someone or
something was playing with them! But Why?… ’ Her focus drifted back
to an argument that was brewing to her left. Captain Jack and his
Band were shouting at several Men in the slave ‘Army’ from Town and
that included Bill and Ben.

 

Jack was telling them that - They! - Were! - ALL! - Under his
Command Now. That didn’t go down well with the Salves that had just
walked up from Town following Sara. He went on and told them soon a
Great Battle would commence against the Slave Masters on this
Island and only he alone could free them. He continued louder this
time. After we’ve thrown them all out we’ll run our Island as a
Democracy and begin to instigate a lager Rebellion. His tone was
raised even more and he continued. A Rebellion that we will spread
across the Island Chain and up into America. We will destroy all
the Salvers and then we can all GO HOME…

 

Several People in the Crowd were seriously considering his
proposal. It was appealing and a better option to that of a life of
cruelty, hard labour and degrading work in the salt Pans.

 

Sara wasn’t impressed with what she heard. Jack had made no
account of a Blockade; the need for Supplies and where were his
Weapons going to come from? ‘He was a Dreamer!’ she decided ‘and a
dangerous one at that. He’d get them all Flogged and Hung!’ and she
concluded it would go down in History as another failed Slave
Rebellion, but who ever placed that Jewel here! Had Jack in mind
when they did it. He could inspire and with that Jewel he could
have achieved what he was now aspiring to.

 

Jack took that moment from his Rant to look back towards the
Newcomers and spotted Muggles on Jane’s Shoulder. He broke through
the Crowd and ran forward towards them singling out Jane he
demanded the Jewel from her. Foolishly he then made a grab for
Muggles. Jane’s hand went up lightning quick and held his Arm mid
strike: Jack grunted with pain at this child’s Grip! He saw over
her shoulder Muggle’s Hairs on his back were up, he spat at Jack
and clawed the air at Him.

 

Jack never noticed the Cats beginning a low growl and started to
move silently in on his position from the edge of the shrub. He was
very close to being killed at that moment and never realised it.
The Slave ‘Army’ and Jack’s Band had now crowded around them and
watched with interest and between their feet, the Cats moved with
an ominous stealth.

 

Sara seeing the danger they were all in stepped in front of him,
pulled his out stretched Arms away from Jane and stared him in the
Eye. Then held his Arms out straight. Jane immediately soothed
Muggles and the cats slowly returned to the Shrub.

 

Jack screamed looking at his Arms being held out and became
angered as he tried to force them down, but they wouldn’t move. No
Woman he decided was going to insult him like this. He was going to
take her Slave ‘Army’ anyhow and this show of force would sway them
all. Her actions here had just increased his time table. All he had
to do was defeat this Woman and take her Army, then the Salve
Rebellion could begin. Staring hard at her he tried to move his
Arms again, but they just stayed where Sara held them. He was now
angrier than ever by this Insult. Several of his Band members made
to move in on Sara who glanced over at their approach, but Tra
stepped in front of her and stood in their way. For some strange
reason they thought better of trying to get round this one and
decided that Jack could sort this slight problem out for
himself.

 

         
          …
Sara’s gaze returned back to Jack, then she lifted him effortlessly
into the Air by his Arms. He wasn’t a small man, but she held him
there with ease. The Wind blew around her hair and she never moved.
Looking down Jack began to slowly realise he’d just made a mistake!
A very, very big Mistake! Sara said to him firmly “These people are
not Cannon Fodder for your foolish Crusade 'Jack' and that Jewel
will never be your property again. It’s a danger beyond belief, it
would destroy the World as we know it!…

 

This is a [Projection] 'Jack', so listen carefully. You’ve
already felt the power of that Jewel where your own Blood line is
concerned haven’t You?" Jack nodded feebly. Sara continued "…With
your ability to Command and Inspire. This is how it would go down.
You would go on to control the Black up rising in these Islands.
Britain Rules the waves, but only if they can use ports to refresh
their supplies. A slow war of attrition would ensue with the
Poisoning of Ships Water and Rations. It would be your main form of
attack. Black Slaves would do your bidding and never realise they
were being commanded to follow your slightest whim.

 

         
          … You
would control them all form afar Jack and all the black Slaves
would be feared, thousands would be put to Death, fear would rule
the day. The Economy of the Islands and the Americas would collapse
overnight. From your Bridge Head here on Turk you would completely
ousts the French, British and Flemish from the America’s. Free
Slaves then take on the Empires that crushed, abused, and sold
them!

 

The Black Armies commanded by Captain Jack would invade Europe
putting it to the torch, you go up to, and include part of the
Prussian Empire where you would hold your line. Your Empire ‘Jack’
would be Huge, Corrupted and Diseased because no one, but the Jewel
Holder would have any Free Will. Your Children in Years to come
would begin a Blood line purge. Any one out side of the Jewels
influence would be put to Death. The Human Race as we know it would
stagnate and Die! There would be no Future in that version of
Humanity!… ”

 

‘There’s no future for us here either!…’ said someone from the
crowd. This was the moment Sara was waiting for. She had this half
baked idea that the slaves problem, and her solution to catch up
with ‘the Acorn’ would be found on or around that Island. She now
needed Smithy to make it happen and slowly lowered Jack to the
ground were she released her iron grip on him. Sara looked across
the Water to the Island. It was so close and that City looked so
promising. The Island seemed to be about ten miles away on a Pond
that was no more that half a Mile across. At times it seemed
closer, like you could almost touch it. Then when you looked again,
it seemed to be Miles distant and in your heart you knew you’d
never reach it in your life time.

 

Both groups and the Mech'tee all noticed several young Boys had
gone through the Arch and where standing on the Beach. One had
decided to try and swim to the Island. They all became concerned
for him. As the Boy swam out the Seas incredibly became fierce and
more choppy the further out he went. Then a Storm started up just
Thirty Foot from the shore line and it isolated the Boy. It was all
he could do to swim back to his friends. The swimmer and the other
Boys scrambled back up the Beach. The Rag Tag ‘Army’ and Jacks Band
looked on in dismay at this.

 

“If only we could get to that!” said Jack pointing to the Island
and rubbing his wrist as well from Sara’s grip. Then he continued
“…We’d be free and without the need for any form of  War. I
know we’d have a good life there.”

 

Smithy stepped forward and said “Then wish for it Jack!” Jack
looked at the daft old Man and scoffed. Smithy said again “Jack! -
wish for IT! - If you really WANT IT!…”

 

         
          …Captain
Jack turned looked at the Island and said “I wish to go there!” he
felt stupid for about a micro second, then pure terror replaced
it…

 

Jane jumped in fear. Muggles just purred in her ear, he wasn’t
bothered. He knew she would wait before she showed herself. Sara
jumped back. Tra and John in a flash took up a defensive pose in
front of the Arch. Abdul and Mohammed stood in front of Annie and
prepared to do Battle.

 

          …The
crowd stepped back in alarm and some panic ensued. The Cats did
nothing, but looked up at the People milling around and quietly
moved towards the front of the Arch and the Apparition that had
just Appeared there.

 

Murray just smiled in Pleasure. “It’s true!” he said clapping
his Hands in Glee. Smithy walked forward past Tra and John and
bowed low to the Apparition. The Apparition bowed in return. Smithy
then slowly turned around to the Crowd. As he did he smiled and
winked at Murray who had walked up and stood behind Tra. Clearing
his throat Smithy addressed the congregation of people who stood in
awe! “… Meet the Guardian of Atlantis!” He beamed at Jane and said
quietly “See you don’t know Everything!… ”

 

“I’m working on it!… ” said Jane quietly to herself.

 

Sara just stared in disbelief at the creature that looked over
the stone arch at them. It was a living Twenty Foot Sphinx Lions
Body and a Humans Head with piercing Blue eyes and it seemed to
simply step into view from the corner of your Vision when Jack
asked for permission to go to the Island.

 

“This!…” continued Smithy to the crowd “…Is the Atlantian Gate
Keeper and her name is Daphne from Legend” with that he turned back
round to the Sphinx with his arm outstretched and bowed low
again.

 

The Sphinx again bowed in return and said “Is est denuntio
Diaphnee’…” Smithy stumbled over his words and apologised then went
a little red faced. Murray laughed from behind Tra and said quietly
to him that its name was ‘Diaphnee’ and that Smithy had got the
punctuation wrong.

 

The Sphinx then looked at the crowd and specifically Jack who
had called her forward and she said “Exspectata ut Atlantis…
.”.

 

“I’m Sorry!… ” spluttered Jack “I don’t understand you?” The
Sphinx closed its eyes and looked at Jack. The eyes in Jacks skull
went White and rolled back. He swayed uneasily on the spot and a
low murmur was heard coming out of his Mouth. Then he opened his
eyes and stared intently at the Sphinx who had also re-opened her
eyes. They were now light grey and seemed to shine in her skull.
This  time she said “Welcome to Atlantis. The language of
'Jack' is now 'Registered' in my mind”. Jack looked around in
confusion at what he was hearing.

 

“That was Latin she was speaking, and not Greek!” whispered
Murray who had walked up and stood next to Smithy. Smithy looked
sideways at Murray and nodded with perplexed excitement.

 

John from the other side said “…How did you know?”. Smithy
replied “Murray and I did a project on Atlantis last year for his
end of Year Class Assignment and we found things from the original
Plato story that were never reported in the main stream. We
actually learned to read Greek for his Thesis!… ”

 

Tra mean while slipped away from the Meeting and moved off up
the Hill.

 

[ PROJECTION ] Jane thought to her self. A Cats Body? DNA used
to make this Beast had common dependencies with Cats DNA and they
mixed it with Atlantian DNA to create the Head. Jane assumed and
assessed. Atlantians were weird, but in the end to clever by half
and that was their undoing. They ran out of material to work with
and had to Incorporated Cat DNA in Diaphnee’.

 

         
          …So it
followed that Jane had an Insight into Muggles! …And He had an
Insight into the Zombie Cats in his Blood Line through the Jewel
that was still lodged in his intestines, and that included
Diaphnee’. As Jane had already found out that she could walk in the
mind’s of the Cat Horde. She found she was also able to walk in the
Mind of Diaphnee’ without her knowing and gathered information on
the Atlantians and their History.

 

Jane stopped dead opened her eyes and looked around in a panic,
but no one had noticed what she had just done and she was relieved
to find that time was still in one place! Murray was still there,
as was John, and more importantly so was Tra.**NO!** Where was He?
…And looked round for him in alarm? He wasn't here, and she began
to become more apprehensive!…

 

Sara looked sideways to her. She felt Jane’s sensation of a
rising panic and sported **Tra was on a Mission**. Jane relaxed,
but was shaking slightly. Sara put a hand on her shoulder and asked
if she was all right?

 

Jane said she was fine she assumed it was a lack of food that
made her feel faint. Sara nodded and looked towards the Sphinx
again. Jane reconsidered what she had just found in the Sphinx's
mind then looking across the Salt Flats by the 'Town Pond' to her
Team and the Slaves. In that instant she knew she couldn't stop it
from Happening. It already had. She cursed her inquisitiveness, but
understood she dare not tell the rest of her team what she'd just
discovered. Desperately Jane thought '… Well anyhow maybe in
telling them, made it Happen?' then thought '… Maybe by 'not'
telling them made it happen!' Jane put her face in her hands closed
her eyes and tried to wipe what she had learned from her mind, but
it didn't work. It was like saying '… Don't think about a Pink
Elephant. Just one, on its own against a Black Background… '
Sighing she knew she'd have to confront it, but later, not now.
Jane open her eyes and re-focused on the proceedings, and
negotiations going on in front of her.

 

move on.

 

Jack was looking up at Diaphnee’ and said “Can we go there!… ”
he said pointing to Atlantis “… We are slaves and our owners treat
us badly, we are over worked and we're fed worse that their
livestock. We are Human, and only have a desire to live in
Peace! … Without Persecution!”

 

Diaphnee’ in a voice like Silk said “… I am only the Gate
keeper … I am here to Bar the way for any Interpo’ols! …
For they may 'Not' Enter! … You are 'not' Interpo’ols …
You may Enter!… ”. She paused, smelled the air and said looking at
Jack. “You smell of their death though and that is good … You
have requested entry … I am here to show the way … Your
conditions of entry are admirable … If there was any survivors
in the City they would also welcome you… .

 

          …
Enter with your People when you are ready … But Be
Warned … You will all be screened on the Bridge … Any
Interpo’ols found trying to pass over will be killed and eliminated
by it … Only humans may Pass!”

 

Jack was stunned and turning addressed the Crowd “We have been
given Permission to live there! Over there we wont be owned by
anybody!..” Jack  was pointing to the City on the Island in
the vast Sea as he spoke. Then looking round he continued saying “…
Your options are. Stay and be a badly fed and ill treated Slave
with a short life span. Or leave with me now and you'll be free.
You may be hungry for a while … But You Will Live Longer -
That Is! - As long as you can Pass the test of being a Human
Being!… Everyone with me step Forward!… ”

 

Jack looked back to the Guardian who bowed in his direction.
Jack did a little curtsy in return. Turning Jack noticed there was
some disquieted amongst the Slaves, but the majority moved forward
and over Five Hundred People volunteered to go across to the
Island. Jack then saw a minority held back and was concerned by
this. He also noted that this minority were intent on discouraging
the others from going on this venture.

 

Jane heard talk of 'Monsters living there, that's why everyone
was Killed' and 'if its so good where is every one now then' and
'This bridge thing will kill us all, and for what? Just a promise
to go Hungry' and 'Its not worth the risk' and 'It wasn't so bad
working for the salt owners, they will be merciful if we go back
and return to work!…'

 

Jack heard this as well and became concerned at the nature of
the Chatter. Then spying his best friend in the front was
astonished to here Jim repeat the same argument that the crossing
would be dangerous and we should leave this place and re-think our
options.

 

Jane looked at Jim, then the crowd, then back to Jack again and
said in a clear tone that everyone heard “… This is how it is
Jack … And this is also a warning to everyone. An Interpo’ol
is what we are now calling ‘a Bug’. Most of the ‘Salve Masters’ on
Grand Turk where Bugs!…”

 

          The Crowd
and Jack looked confused at this. They only saw Men. Jane smiled
and cleanly said “…They’re the ones that turn to Dust when you kill
them. They aren't Human, and treat all of Humanity like livestock…
”

 

Understanding slowly spread across the crowd and Jane continued
saying “… They obviously had a 'Bug' problem over Nine Thousand
years ago when Atlantis was Built … The Atlantians hid
themselves from the threat in that great City we can see now.
Atlantis was the ultimate Refuge. The Sea was the Ultimate Barrier.
Diaphnee’ the creature we see in front of us is the ultimate
Guardian … And this Bridge Diaphnee' speaks of, is the
ultimate Judge, Jury and Executioner … Of 'Bugs' and not Men
…BUT!… ”

 

          Jane was
raising her voice even higher now and said “… The Atlantians all
died out thousands of years ago - They had no new DNA - No new
Blood - They had no new People and their Babies died… ” Jane she
could see a slow understanding ripple across the crowd as they took
in her words "Over There!" she pointed to the City "… Is Your only
Hope of Freedom and Good Honest Life. Living as God intended… "

 

Jane was reaching the farthest people in the crowd and continued
speaking in her unusually high and crisp tones “… So remember this
Jack! … And everyone whose considering going over there …
That The Original Owners Of The City Had A Weak Blood Line. It
Withered And Went Sour …You Need To Tell Your Descendants To Come
Out Now And Again, And ‘invite!’ Others To Join You!”

 

Looking round she continued, but even louder this time saying “…
You Don’t Have Enough People Here To Maintain A Healthy And Diverse
Population! …The Original Atlantians Were Too Closed In And To
Interbreed …And It Was That What Trapped And Destroyed Them!…”

 

She pointed to the City again saying “… And Nothing Over
There … Killed Them As Is Being Suggested …And All Of You
Remember! - This Is A One Time Offer. It Wont Be Offered
Again … This Is A Great Venture, And Its An Honour To Be
Invited!…”

 

see we can walk.

 

The Ragtag Army and Jack’s Band were now convinced and all moved
forward in this great venture to join Jack on the cusp of a new
life. Jack looked on and was content, but noted that some didn't
even after Jane rousing speech and was confused by this. Even his
mate Jim wasn't convinced?

 

Sara said quietly to Jane “I’ve no idea where you got most of
that information, but my [projection] concurs with the facts. So we
now know why they went to such extreme lengths in hiding
themselves, but not how? They did it!… ” Jane nodded quietly. She
knew, but couldn't and wouldn't say 'how' just yet.

 

“What about the Cats?…” said Smithy. He’d never seen so many
Cats in one place before and loved it. He really was a Cat person
and it showed … And the Black Cat 'Old Tom'. Which is what
they all started calling him. Had really taken a shine to
Smithy.

 

Jane then observed all of the Cats there were Feral. Which
normally means they were wild and extremely dangerous, and wouldn’t
normally go near People. To such an extent that they would attack
if you went too close or cornered them. The Jewel inside Muggles
kept them in check and they’d kept them selves to them selves
during the walk to the Town Pond.

 

          …
Except, she noted when it came to Smithy? All of them, to a Cat
Rubbed themselves round his legs like domesticated Moggies. Jane
was amazed by the  natural empathy he had with the Creatures.
She remembered all the times he’d cuddled and stroked Muggles and
secretly she was being stroking by Smithy as well. She found it
therapeutic.

 

Then it dawned on Jane that he would never have allowed Romana
to throw 'Muggles' out all those years ago in the Gym. Jane
Assessed he really would have died first and decided not to tell
him about the Bugs Hunting Grounds that the Zombie Cat Horde had
just left. The Cats like the Slaves needed a new Home.

 

Then she had an inspirational thought “… They will go to
Atlantis as Well!” she said and Jane looked up at Diaphnee’ and
bowed to her. Diaphnee’ bowed back and said “…The Rodents are the
only true owners now, and it wasn’t meant to be. They are running
the City and need controlling. It will be a Balance!”

 

         
…Diaphnee’ then looked down at the Zombie Cat Horde below saying
“Don’t over indulge!…” Jane could have sworn the fee back from
Muggles was one of laughter.

 

“Something I must do first.” said Jane and with Muggles in her
Arms and walked to a clearing to the left of the Slaves and
instructed Muggles to line up the Cats in a two diamond formations
going outwards with him as point zero.

 

Jane put Muggles down and stepped out of the way and stood at
one corner of the massed Cats. What came next looked as weird as it
was. Jane got Muggles to spit in the eyes of the four cats in his
Corner. After a second these four Cats spat in the eyes of the four
behind them and a second later those cats spat in the eyes of those
behind them, and so it went on till all the Cats on the field had
been spat at.

 

          …
After several minutes passed an ominous and low growling could be
heard as the Cats at the back of the Crowd encountered the
malcontents that urged the Slaves to return to their Pens. Jane via
Muggles quickly pulled these away from the rear and looked to Sara
who had come up beside her. Sara said quietly “…Are those Cats at
the back seeing what I think they’re seeing?” Jane nodded.

 

Jack scratched his head and looked puzzled. As did everyone who
witnessed the event. Jane seeing his confusion said to Jack “… This
Cat!” she indicated to Muggles “… Has Nanobots?" Jack shock his
head. Jane continued "… He has very, very small machines living in
his saliva, and when it comes into contact with eyes it works as a
Screen. The result is that the illusion that the Slave Masters or
‘Bugs’ use, doesn’t work anymore!…”

 

Sara looked at Jane and Muggles with renewed admiration then
applied her total vision towards Muggles and the saw something that
made her jump with Joy and in doing so also gave her a splitting
headache. Looking towards Jack she said “Wanna’ See a Bug for
yourself 'Jack?'… ” She couldn’t stop smiling with delight at what
she'd just seen.

 

Jack said without a pause “Yes!…”

 

“Jane! - My Dear!..” Sara said to Jane in a silky voice. Jane
looked mildly concerned at her smarmy-ness and said “What?… ” Sara
continued smiling at her as her headache abated said “… Could you
get your ‘Dear Cat’ to spit in Jack's eyes for Me?”. Jane shrugged.
She instantly knew what Sara was suggesting. It hadn't been tried,
but the concept was good so she got Muggles to saunter over to
Jack.

 

          …Sara
considered this turn of events to be most advantageous. Because up
to now she’d been pondering over this Problem and was at a total
loss to show Jack and the People here ‘Bugs’ and what signs they
should look out for.

 

“You’ll have to knell on the floor.” said Jane. Jack knelt in
front of the Cat and Muggles spat in his eyes. He knew it was
coming, but still jumped back and rolled over swearing to himself.
Getting back up and feeling stupid Jack looking round to Sara said
“Is that it?…”

 

“YES!… ” Sara replied smiling and said “You! - Will now be able
to see Bugs for what they Are!” she paused then turned him to face
‘the Rag Tag Army’ from Town and said “… Can you see any? …
JACK!”

 

The Slave Army from Town had Bugs in its Midst and Jack was
shocked. Without taking his eyes of them he called out Ten of his
men by name from his Band behind him. He pointed to individuals and
ordered his Men to bring them to the front and Hold them. He
initially singled out two Men, four Women and two Children! There
where more and he could sort them out later, but for now he needed
to be sure of what he was seeing.

 

          …The
Children’s Mother was in hysterics on the ground in front of Jack
begging for their lives. One of the Women had a Husband and he was
beside Jack imploring Jack to not harm her. Two of the Men had
Wife’s who were also pulling at the Men holding their Wives whilst
shouting and imploring Jack not to do anything to them.

 

Added to this all the held Adults protested their innocence and
where pulling away from the Men holding them. Jack just looked in
amazement at what he saw?

 

          Looking
down he saw that the children where Brothers. A Twelve year old and
a Ten year old, but he also saw them as they really where. Namely
two very small Bugs in the camouflage of Boys. The Mother of the
Children was now on her knees begging Jack to release her Children,
the ‘bugs/Boys’ were crying for their Momma’…

 

This was all to much for Jack and the Crowd was getting ugly.
“This wasn’t Right!" said one Man in the front of Jack and a murmur
of indignation went round. Sara walked up to Jack's and looked on
in mild amusement saying “It’s tough at the top, and you wanted the
Job Jack!… ”

 

          …Sara
encouraged another headache and looked hard at Jack's face. She
could see the Cat nits in the Red shift and the infection that they
made on contact with the host. Jack’s face in Red shift was marked
Red around the mouth and up to his eyes and ears. Muggles, Old Tom
and all the Cats now had the same markings. It was all going to
plan and looking at Jack she said quietly “Jack you like Jane's Cat
Muggles, now have the ability to allow your People to see the
truth, that you can now see. Just spit in the eyes of your
followers and give them the gift of sight… ” with that Sara stepped
away and let Jack take over.

 

Jack stood stock still and slowly let that statement sink in
then resolving himself shouted “QUIET!…”. The crowd was stilled and
watched nervously as Jack then spat in the eyes of his Team Members
who where holding the protesting Prisoners by their Arms. They held
the Prisoners, but were shocked at their leaders insult.

         

          …He then
knelt on the floor next to the Mother and spat in her eyes. She
recoiled in horror rubbing her eyes as she went down. Jack got up
and  spat in the eyes of the Man who’s Wife his Men where
holding. He like the mother on the floor fell backwards in
revulsion. Finally he held the shoulders on the two Women and spat
in their eyes, one after another. They like the other grieving
relatives where horrified at what just happened. One called it an
insult and screamed an obscenity at him.

 

Sara noted that the crowd at his point where really getting
angry with some openly shouting at Jack. For a second Sara's eyes
flared red and she calmed down the crowd immediately in front of
Jack. Those behind them became confused by the silence from their
fellows in front. Within a second the entire field fell into
silence as everyone watched the theatre in front of them begin
unfold.

 

Jack was aware that what happened next would either make or
break him and looking round he shouted “Be prepared… ” Less than a
second later the Men holding the prisoners knew what they were
holding and where revolted by it. They urgently called for
assistance as the prisoners thrashed about. Men rushed in from all
sides and helped Jack's Men in restraining the Prisoners. These Men
still couldn't see what the fuss was all about and held them with
an iron grip.

 

Mean while the Wife had backed away from the thing that was
still being held. The two Men were dumb struck and simply stared at
the creatures that were their Wives not a second ago …And the
Mother of the two boys let out such a wail as she backed away from
the ‘Children/things’ that were now in front of her. The ‘Boy/Bugs’
were still begging to their Momma’ to help them.

 

The Wife was knelling on the ground pleading for her Husband to
help her, but He was now screaming at her [it] to get away from
him. The two Men were shouting at Jack and his Men to find theirs
Wives.

 

          …Sara
shuddered at the appalling sight that was developing in front of
her and that ‘wail’ the mother let out stayed her for the rest of
her life. She woke up some nights with that noise of sheer
desperation rattling through her mind.


                  

“You knew what they where … All along!” Jack said looking
to Sara who simply said “Yes!..” then Sara continued slowly said
“…And it will do you well, to understand and remember this lesson,
Jack! Because, your second in Command and best Friend?… ” She
turned Jack's his head to face Jim. Jack screamed in anger. Jim was
a Bug. Sara said quietly in his ear “The Children, Wife and
Husbands were probably killed or eaten then replaced years ago
Jack!”. “Eaten?… ” Jack said in horror.

 

Sara simply nodded then continued “… The Bugs treat us like
livestock and as such they eat livestock.” Jack shuddered. Sara
could see his anger growing and continued with a quiet and even
voice saying “…My advice ‘Jack’ is always spit in the eyes of your
new born and you’ll never be deceived by Bugs again.

 

          …
And you’ll never have to face a situation like this … Ever
again. The small Machines in your eyes will never wear out, they
rebuild themselves and will stay with you and your People
forever!…”

 

walk on.

 

Looking round Jack became hardened and drawing in a deep breath
he called to both groups now in front of him “… Are We Ready For
This New Venture Over There - In That Free Land”. He pointed to the
Island … A murmur of approval ran round … Jack sounded
off again “ARE WE READY!” …And this time a resounding “… YES!… ”
came back from everyone and this time there where no dissenters.
When Jack looked hard into the Crowd he couldn't see any ‘Bugs’ in
there, they had all slipped away.

 

          Jack
turned to Diaphnee’ who was enjoying the show immensely, she didn’t
get many diversions these days. Jack bowed properly to her this
time and said “…We are ready to Cross”. Diaphnee’ smiled and bowed
low in respect then stepped back from view. Under the Arch now was
a Bridge of Light and it spanned the gulf to Atlantis.

 

Lining up the ‘Bugs’ Jack said “Send them across the Bridge
first!”. Jim pleaded with Jack saying that he was his friend, but
Jack could finally see him for what he really was. Jim’s constant
talk about capitulation and restraint was just a front. Jim wasn’t
concerned about the Slaves well-being? - NO! - It finally made
sense to Jack. Jim was there to Spy on them and keep them
subdued.

 

          …
He’d been used by them ‘…Well never again!’ he thought and stepped
forward pushing Jim in front of him with a liberated Sword of the
commander from the decimated column from Town. Bill had retrieved
it from the road and given it to Jack as a present. It was a fine
curved blade with a Red Sash and a White Bone Handle and Jack had
liked his gift and poked ‘his good friend Jim’ in the back with it
against.

 

Jack’s Men pushed the rest of the captured ‘Bugs’ onto the
bridge in front of them, and that included the two children who
were still crying. All of them were where still protesting their
innocence, but the Bridge judged them and they simply faded from
view. Jack watched Jim vanish in front of him then put the sword
away, he never looked back once.

 

The rest of the Slaves looked on in awe then rapidly followed
Captain Jack and his Men who had already begun to cross the
Bridge … .the rest of Jack's Band and all of the Slave ‘Army’
from the Town followed him into a new life of freedom.

 

Once they’d gone a respectable distance two hundred and four
Cats began to cross, but not all. 'Old Tom' and several other Cats
stayed.

 


	Jane explained these Cats wanted to stay. She also got the
impression from Muggles that Old Tom’s days as a Bug hunter were
over because he was getting bored with it? Sara looked quizzically
at Jane, but Jane just shrugged her
shoulders    



saying that apparently he wanted to explore pastures anew so had
elected to stay with Smithy, who it seems didn’t have a choice in
the matter. Smithy just grinned at hearing this news.

         

As for the other Cats? It seems that they wanted to stay and
spread the word to the ends of the Earth …And the ‘word’ being
‘NITS’.

 

Sara looked hard at Jane and said “SO! … ‘Jane’ … Let
me get this straight … You’re going to give every Cat in the
World ‘nits?’…”

 

Jane just beamed a huge grin and nodded.

 

walking.

 

The Island now appeared to be about a quarter of a mile away.
The People and Cats walking over the Bridge seemed to be
Projectiles and travelled at an amazing speed. In no time they
vanished from view and all that was left was an empty curved beam
of light that was the Bridge.

 

Then Diaphnee’ stepped back into view and the Bridge was gone.
Smithy eased himself to one side and peered round Diaphnee’ but the
Bridge inside the Stone Arch was nowhere to be seen. Smithy looked
on in amazement. Just how do you make a Bridge of Light appear and
disappear and a twenty foot Cat step in and out of view? He
scratched his head in wonderment at the Technology.

 

Jane Bowed and said to Diaphnee’ “What will you do now?”
Diaphnee’ responded “I’ll sleep again till others need passage. I
was created to allow Humanity entry into Atlantis - Not to hinder
it - Will you not stay?” The Sphinx was looking at all the People
now left on the Island side of the Arch.

 

‘It had such a beautiful silky Cats voice’ thought Jane.

 

Sara looked up to Diaphnee’ and said “No! We have other tasks to
perform! … And we now have a schedule to keep with a Burning
House, Diaphnee’ for we are on a Quest from God to Save Time! We
are his Mech’tee agents. Will you help us in out Endeavour? We
desperately need information that only you can Provide.”

 

Diaphnee’ said quietly “Allow me to read what’s in your minds
and thoughts and I’ll Judge whether you are worthy to receive such
information, but hear me on this. You must all agree. I cannot
force my way in.”

 

Sara looked back. Everyone nodded then looking round said “… We
agree to your Probe!”, but before she had a chance to prepare
herself she immediately had a feeling of being lifted up to a high
place and being left there. Then a second later he found herself
falling back to the ground with a start as you would in a dream.
Sara opened her eyes and quickly sat down before the ground reached
up and grabbed her.

 

Smithy was rubbing his head and said it was a weird feeling and
taking Sara's lead sat down as well. Abdul looked flustered and
flushed. Annie said she felt insulted, but didn’t know why? She
also followed Sara’s example by lowering herself to the ground, but
the last inch got her and she toppled over and laid there looking
up at the sky.

 

John hadn’t moved and just stared up at the Creature towering
above him. He seemed unaffected by it. Anabel sitting by the arch
was mumbling to her self, she also seemed unaffected. Mohammed also
remained on his feet and didn't know what the fuss was about.

 

Murray and Jane went white and they both reeled over in a dead
faint. Jane crashed to the ground with a 'Thud!' … Murray
followed, but he went down with a 'Wallop!' Mohammed and John were
on them in a second and put them both in the recovery position and
they both stood back up facing the Beast. Then Mohammed screamed
and collapsed onto the ground holding his head. Laying there he
elected not to move from the moment and simply concentrated on his
breathing. Looking up a second later he waved to John that he was
all right, and slowly sat up.

 

we will see.

 

Diaphnee' went deeper and further that she really needed to
after hitting the Big One. She became concerned and wanted that
information. That Large Boy was included in her History.

 

         
          … And
she also knew in that second that Jane had walked in her Mind.
Diaphnee' was amazed that anyone could have done that, but she did
and now she would have to carry the Burden of that Knowledge with
her for the rest of her life.

 

Then the Sphinx hit a massive 'blind spot' and flinched “NO! –
Yes!…” she said out loud, but looking at nothing. Then said with
terror in her voice “…I can see you!… Please! Don’t… I…” then the
cry of a Banshee' came out of  Diaphnee's mouth. It echoed
across the Island as she crashed backward into the sand. For a few
seconds that vast Cats Body laid there in total shock breathing
heavily.

 

John was by now the only one left standing with his fist’s
clenched and was staring at the beast laying on the other side of
the Arch. Slowly and with deliberation he cast his eyes around at
the bodies of his team mates laying all over the place. In a second
he returned his eyes back through the Arch to the mighty animal
laying flat out on the sand, on the other side and it was slowly
stirring.

 

         
          …Diaphnee'
got to its feet, but her eyes where on another dimensional plane of
existence. Sluggishly she digested what she’d learned, and with
trepidation switched to this place to see the destruction she had
wrought on the people below. She was distraught at what she
saw.

 

Shaking sand off of her body Diaphnee' stood up straight and in
a casual voice said “Yes! I will help you, no problem!”, but
resolved she couldn't tell them everything after much deliberation
with the 'blind spot'. In all her life she never thought to meet it
again, but here it was after all these years. She was in awe and
continued with more confidence than she really possessed. Slowly
she said “…I have looked into all your minds and have Judged that
you are all basically Good People, but one of you is not what they
seem…” She felt 'the blind spot' flinch and Diaphnee's smile faded
as she felt it flexed its muscles.

 

Standing completely still now Diaphnee' said with a military
precision in her voice “… Anyhow! … That minor fact aside. I
have elected to tell you anything that I have the ability to… ”

 

Sara still sitting down looked up uneasily. She felt really sick
at what just happened and hadn’t expected that sort of
interrogation. Clearing her throat “Good!..” she said horsily “…
Our Trip now takes us to the Island of Bermuda. My Question is can
we cross ‘that shore line’…”. She pointed to the Atlantian Sea and
the Beach against the vast chalk Cliffs that ran for miles in
either direction.

 

         
          …
Looking back to Diaphnee' she continued saying “…Can we cross it?
and navigate to one of the other Atlantian Gates that my Associate
assures me existed. He tells me that there were many Blue and Red
Sea Gates to get in and out of the City and he thinks one of them
is located on the Island of Bermuda. So My Question’s are - Which
Way? - How Far? - And how do they still Work?”

 

Diaphnee’ looked quizzically at Sara, then smiled saying “The
names you use are different, but in your mind I can see which Gates
you require.” then looking down the Beach to the right of them said
“… It is a dangerous trip and only the most determined should
undertake the two week walk to the ‘Four Gate’ …Or as we used to
call it ‘the Devils Island’: I see in your mind you named it
‘Bermuda’ …I find that Interesting!” she said quizzically then
continued “…On route you will pass the ‘Two Gate’ our main name for
it was the ‘Clear Island’. Here, should you wish, you can break
your journey. That Island is what you call ‘Bimini’… ”

 

“Do these chalk cliff’s continue all the way round to the other
Gates!” said Murray still sitting on the ground and staring through
the Arch.

 

Diaphnee’ replied “There are no ‘chalk cliffs’ around the
Atlantian Sea.”

 

Murray looked up at Diaphnee’ then back to the cliffs. Shrugging
he said nothing. The Sphinx taking his silence as permission to
continued indicated the opposite direction with her Head saying "…
The ‘Five Gate’ or the main ‘Pillars Gate Island’ is two weeks
travelling from here. It’s what you now call ‘the Azores’ …
You can traverse the entire Atlantian system in four weeks at a
steady pace!"

 

Looking round at the people getting back up from the ground
Diaphnee’ continued "When you wish to leave the System you simply
step out of one of the Gated Arch's, but be warned you can’t get
back in without a Key… ”

 

Sara still recovering from the interrogation slowly got back to
her feet and said “… I thank you for all your assistance. We will
need to depart soon…” As she finished speaking she bowed low in a
deep respect.

 

John and Smithy slowly got Murray up of the ground. The mental
questioning had really hit him badly, to such and extent that he
couldn’t move. Jane in the mean time had slowly come round. She
found herself laying on the floor by the Arch next to Anabel who
was still gibbering to herself and seemed to be getting worse. Both
Murray and Jane looked really ill. Muggles was worrying Jane's
hand, he was concerned for her.

 

         
          …A small
ring of Cats had formed around Jane and Anabel. Jane was concerned
about that Jewel and its powers and looked over to Diaphnee’…

 

Murray wobbling unsteadily on his legs also looked up to
Diaphnee' and said “… Before you go, what was the name you gave to
this Island?”. Diaphnee’ looked down, but couldn’t look him in the
eye. She knew what awaited him, but resolved to answer him as well
as she could and with all the joy she could muster. Smiling at the
air above his head she said “… Why, it was called ‘the One’ - ‘the
Crown Island!’ - It was here! - On this now barren Island that all
life began … It is the ‘One Island Gate!’..” she said that
with some pride in her voice.

 

Murray was shocked with this information and said to Diaphnee’
“Thank you very much!… ” and bowed low in absolute respect. Then
fell over again. Diaphnee' cried out as he crashed to the ground
and said she was so sorry for the depth of his interrogation.
Murray got back to a sitting position smiled weakly and lifted up
his arm in a feeble wave saying it was all right.

 

Diaphnee’ with tears in her eyes looked round, wished them luck.
Bowed one last time and stepped from View. She was glad to go back
to sleep and refused to think about what that poor Boy was going to
go through before it all ended. ‘At least!’ she thought as she
closed her eyes ‘That the traitor had not joined them at this
stage!…’ then opened them for a second and thought ‘I wonder when
he does join the Mission then?’ with that she fell into a deep
sleep.

 

the hush before the storm.

 

The air was still. The Arch remained and the Sea washed against
the Shore line. It was strangely quiet and the Mech’tee Agents
serenely scanned the view and enjoyed the peace the moment had
given them. Then Sara shouted for every one to move, and make
ready.

 

in a hole.

 

Later Jane, Smithy and Murray were getting the Rucksacks and
supplies onto the other side of the Arch. Smithy was in deep
thought and looked to Murray saying “The Crown Island? … We
got that wrong Son!”.

 

“We did indeed… ” said Murray trailing off.

 

Jane couldn’t wait any more and said “Well what did you
translate it to?”.

 

"Buttocks!…” said Smithy.

 

Murray said “Well sort of Buttocks. It depends how you view the
subject as a Beginning or as an End!… ” and smiled. Then he and
Smithy looked at each other and burst out laughing.

 

Jane looked all knowing, then said “OH!… that sort of End!…
"

 

the message maker.

 

Tra returned from the Scrub inside the killing ground and was
covered in dust, but smiling broadly. He held up ten fingers and
then another four to John, who scoffed. Sara said to him as he
brushed him self down “Before we do this thing - Anything from that
Trench Tra?”

 

         
          … He
reported that he’d found dead bodies on path and looking at the
impact concludes that they where thrown from inside the bank of the
other wall. He left a note for Romana. It was subtle, but if she
comes back here she’ll read it and know where they’re going next,
but if she was any good she’d figure it out herself anyhow.

 

Sara nodded slowly. She didn’t have Tra’s faith in her.

 

Picking up his Backpack from where he’d left it Tra hoisted it
across his Shoulder and turned to join the others. Whilst in the
trench he hadn’t noticed Jane’s ‘Brother Stick’ under the rock
where she had left it that morning. Jane was hiding it when the
Bugs made their move. Muggles saw it, but in the alarm he felt when
‘the Bush Bugs’ creep up on to his Mistress he’d forgotten what she
was doing and Jane had no memory of leaving ‘the Acorn’ till she
woke up naked in that cellar.

 

are we there yet.

 

“Right! Are we ready?” said Sara looking at the assembled team
in front of her. Nods greeted her then Jane said “Are we ready for
What?”.

 

All the team with the exception of Anabel turned and looked at
her in wonderment. “… What?” she said “I’ve been busy with Muggles
and the Relic. So my question is what are we doing now? I gather we
can walk to Bermuda from here, but what will that achieve?”

 

Sara viewed her with some concern and continued “…From your own
research with the 3D time Line Projector. We have about one year
before the Washington Event Activates on the 24th of August
1814.

 

If we can get to Washington, and If we eliminate the Relic from
the time line we should be able to get Val’ta and Romana’s
attention and by default get back on the mission with some decent
support behind us…

 

         
          …But first
we have to get to Bermuda. I’d originally planned on getting a
sloop to Haiti, a packet to Bermuda and then hitch a lift on any
ship that was going to break the British Blockage…

 

         
          … BUT!…
" Sara continued excitedly "… With the advent of this Atlantian
Gated System we'll walk to Bermuda instead… " Then Sara said
quietly so even the sand wouldn't hear "… And 'the HMS Royal Oak'
leaves Bermuda on the 3rd of August
1814 with a man called Brigadier General Ross. He sails to
the America's with a large attack force and we intend to convince
him we are a… "

 

Sara looked round and bending forward whispered in Jane's ear
saying "… We're a secret Spy network set up by the a new overseas
department within the  British Government called … the
MI5… " Jane baulked at that and thought 'She's Mad. This Ross would
never fall for that.'

 

Speaking even quieter now and looking round nervously Sara went
on "… And we will join the British Spy network in the
America's … We intend to feed Ross information that he can,
and will confirm by his own sources, but what we get in return is
support and up to date information that his own Spy network has to
offer.”

 

Jane just stated at her shaking her head saying "He'll never
fall for it." Sara was quiet for a second then said her tone
raising a notch “…He will. He's a Man and a Brigadier General, and
all Men of that Rank want an edge on the Competition, and
information is the key. The information we'll give him will come
directly from the History Book, Tra gave you. The one you've
already read. This information, to him, will be priceless… "

 

Sara stepped back and a smile spread across her face as Jane saw
the light. Jane then looked up at Sara and said "… We'll have to
carefully drip feed the information to him?" Sara nodded, and Jane
continued saying "Yes! - I think it might well work!… "

 

Sara now had a huge grin on her face and in her normal bullish
tones "It will, it will 'Jane'… It Will!… " Sara paused then said
"… Now then 'Jane' look lively we're going to join the forces that
invade and burn Washington. We’re going to make History!… ”

Jane just stared up at Sara and grinned more.

 

Looking at Jane on with some amusement Sara then focused on the
rest of the group milling around and began barking out her orders
saying “… Are we ready? - The clocks tricking here People! - Got
everything John? - Stores? - Annie? Mohammed? Abdul? - Tra? Are we
all OK?" Tra nodded. "Got Jane's stores?” Tra nodded again then
handed Jane a back pack with one hand. Jane took it and baulked at
its weight. It was heavy.

 

Sara looked amused as the Backpack went down to the ground as
Jane stood astride it. Jane looking up said "Dam that's heavy!".
Sara winked and looking round went on “…Murray, Smithy? … Your
packs?” She then saw Old Tom climb onto the top of Smithy’s
Rucksack and settle down. It was going to be a long arduous trip
for Him. Sara just looked quizzically at the Old Cat. Smithy just
grinned and gently put the Rucksack over his shoulders hardly
distrusting the old Cat at all.

 

Abdul had produced Rucksacks and Packs for them All. Even Anabel
had a large pack by her feet. She was looking no better, but Sara
thought a brisk walk along the Sea Shore would improve her mental
state no end.

 

Then a strange silence filled the air as the group realised that
for some reason Abdul had made one up one extra Rucksack. It was
there and they all just stood round staring at it. Jane noted it
was slightly smaller that the rest.

 

extras.

 

Sara felt very uneasy “This doesn’t help!… ” she said “… Right,
Abdul take it apart and we'll redistribute it later, but for Now!
All of you, under and inside the Arch. Lets get this 'Show on the
Road' … Lets move it People!… ”.

 

Standing under the Stone Arch Sara looked round at the cliffs on
the other side and said “This place is so weird!… Are we Ready?”
They all looked at each other and nodded.

 

Sara looked at them stepped up to the statue and pulled up a sod
of ground in front of it. The statue’s other hand was pointing to
the ground. Jane had missed that. Sara then reached down, extracted
a Golden Spike from the hole and inspected it. She turned it round
in her hands then looked at the assembled Group. “Last chance!… ”
She said “… Have we got everything and is it all on this Side?”

 

Everyone with the exception of Anabel went back to the ‘Turk’
side of the Arch and searched. Nothing was found and they all moved
back to the Atlantian side. Smithy and John rechecked. Tra looked
through the stores. Murray checked and re-checked the other side of
the Arch then returned to inspect his Pack. Annie and Mohammed went
through the Packs. Abdul rechecked the other side of the Arch
following Murray's foot steps then returned to assist Jane.

 

         
          … After
three minutes they all looked back up from their packs under the
vast cliffs and gave Sara the Thumps up. “OK!… 5, 4, … " she
said then looking round for the last time and finished off the
countdown saying "… 3, 2, 1 - Dis-Engage!… ” and with that she
twisted the Spike across its centre so the Top and Bottom Arrows
pointed away from each other.

 

It worked the Gate switched off and the vast chalk Cliffs
crashed down all the way round the shore line. The roar was
deafening as the dimensional Gate collapsed.

 

None of them was ready for it and no one expected it. Jane
collapsed, but Murray managed to catch her as she went down. Anabel
went over and was picked up by John. Mohammed and Sara fainted and
were both out cold. They’d all travelled a dimensional leap in less
than a micro-second and the impact of hitting the other side
knocked the wind out of them all, but some were affected better
than others.

 

Tra and John laid the team members on the ground to recover.
Anabel they both noted looked really ill from the dimensional Jolt.
Smithy found himself on the ground with Old Tom looking at him
purring. He stood up with extreme care and took a minute to get his
bearings. Looking round he slowly prepared his work area to one
side of the Turk Gate. For some reason he found the view disturbing
and trying to ignore it he started work on the Rucksacks by laying
out the contents on the sand in a huge circle, but away from the
Arch.

 

Tra looked round to Smithy then stopped moving and slowly a look
of deep concern spread across his face saying "Would you listen to
that!"

 

         
          John and
Smithy both stopped what they were doing and listened. It was total
silence, and it was absolute. Nothing Stirred. Even the Sea
crashing against the Beach seemed out of place, and muffled.
"That's really weird!.." said John.

 

“Not half as weird as the view now the Cliff’s had gone!…” said
Smithy.

 

Jane stirred and stood up behind them shaking her head.

 

Smithy then looked to the Atlantian Sea and his eyes drifted
down Beach’s shore line, but his eyes seemed to go out of focus as
he looked into the distance. He then looked up the Beach the chalk
Cliffs that had collapsed had been replaced with a Salt Marsh, but
this was no ordinary Salt Marsh and Bog. This one was an 'eternal
Salt Marsh' and Bog. It literally went on for ever.

 

Jane followed Smithy’s gaze and looked at the Salt Marsh. She
found it unnerving to stare into the Bog and looked ahead down the
Beach.

 

         
          …Then she
realised that something was wrong with the Beach line. Turning in a
circle she stared along the beach and out to Sea and let her gaze
fall on the other beach line behind them. It seemed to go on into a
point where her eyes didn’t work anymore. Annie by now also stood
up and looking round coined it ‘the Phase’. She said it was like
your eyes go out of phase with what you see.

 

Jane considered this and ascribed it to be like it would be on
the curved surface of the Earth. It was a point where there was no
more Earth to look at and from Sea Level it was usually three miles
in every direction from the viewer. Looking round to the others she
said it appeared that the same restriction applied here, but the
fact that they all knew that the entire system was flat made it
even harder to accept because the Bog of the other hand didn’t
suffer from this restriction and you could see for hundreds of
miles inland.

 

Annie looked down it really was an unnerving place and
considered that wasn’t going to enjoy this ‘little walk!…’ as Sara
had described it.

 

Smithy also looking round stopped that looked into the sky and
realised something else was missing. The Sun. He couldn't find it?
The Light he observed was brighter towards the Marsh and darker
towards the Stars over Atlantis. He pointed this out to
everyone.

 

Jane didn't thank him for pointing another weird aspect of this
place as she helped Anabel to her feet. Muggles she noted was fast
asleep on top of her Rucksack and took his lead by just focusing on
the ten feet around her, and ignoring the rest.

 

John and Tra looking around the Atlantian Sea shore said that
this little trip round ‘the Pond’ was going to be hard. They both
turned and began helping Smithy empty the rucksacks. Soon there was
quite a pile of Food, Water, Cloths and Assorted Accessories. John
to his amazement found an Anchor and a Iron Griddle in one of them.
Abdul coming up behind them said they might come in useful.

 

Sara coming round sat up and asked what they were doing. Smithy
laughed and said to her did she want to go the Bermuda wearing a
lovely Blue Frock? Sara glancing down at it, flushed and said “No!…
”

 

         
          …
Smithy looking at her grinned some more, he was enjoying himself
then continuing said “…But I for one!” as he looked at the Sea
“…Want to wash before I get dressed.” Then he stripped of his rank
clothing and ran to the waters edge where he sat for a time letting
the agitated Sea wash over him. Sara consider it for a moment then
she also stripped off her cloths and went to sit besides the old
Man.

 

Jane, Mohammed and Annie followed suit. John and Tra undressed
Anabel and sat her in the surf. Then they also stripped and took
the Plunge. Murray and Abdul looked embarrassed, but eventually
they also stripped and splashed around in the Water, but none of
them went far into the increasingly turbulent Sea.

 

For several minutes all the team frolicked naked in the shallows
of the warm tropical Waters. Even Anabel seemed to enjoy herself
whilst Jane and Smithy washed her. Jane felt uneasy doing this, but
kept it to herself.

 

The Cats on the other hand looked on in disgust at the Humans
playing in that filthy stuff and quietly sat on the discarded
clothing in the warm and waited for them to return.

 

         
          … A
short time later Jane and Sara where sitting in the gentle surf
letting it wash over their legs. Jane looked to Sara and said
“…It’s strange but I get the impression that the Sea doesn’t like
me? and doesn't like me touching it?”

 

Sara looked at the surf and said "I think it goes further than
that!" Then what she did next shocked everyone. She scoped up a
mouth full of Sea water and swallowed it. Almost immediately she
spun round and threw up, but just the Sea water. Nothing else came
up and she’d eaten quite a lot. Retching as she knelt in the surf
spitting Sara said “…Now that!…” she retched again “…Was
weird…”

 

Jane concurred, and was amazed at what Sara had done in the
first place.

 

Sara turned round and winked at Jane saying "That was the first
test now watch this!… " Standing up Sara ran out into the Sea then
diving plunged head first under water. Jane shouted for her to come
out. John and Tra both turned in alarm and both stepped in it up to
their waist's, but the Sea began to boil around them forcing them
back. As they retreated the Sea became calm again, but Sara was no
where to be seen. After ten seconds Sara's head popped up fifty
yards out from the shore and immediately the Waters became agitated
around her. They all saw her take lung full of Air and submerged
again. Immediately the Sea settled down to a gentle surf that
rolled into the Shore line.

 

         
          …A few
seconds later Sara shot out of the water and was back up the Beach
before the Sea noticed. Rolling over she came to a halt at John's
feet and in a flash stood up saying "Thought So! … It's only
on the surface of the Sea that objects to being touched. Underneath
it doesn't care! … I could feel it on my legs when we sat on
the Sand in the Surf… "

 

Jane looked at Sara then the Sea and shouted "… Don't pull any
more stunts like that Again! … I almost had a Heart
Attack!"

 

Sara looked down smiling and said "Sorry Mum!… "

 

Jane huffed and walked back to their discarded clothing then
looking back at Sara smiled weakly at her, but her eyes where drawn
to the Sea and she saw a scum, or as her Dad used to call it 'a
tide mark' and it was forming on the shore line. She concluded that
the Sea didn’t even want their washed off dirt. Jane's smile faded
completely as she thought of her Dad washing her, in their Bath Tub
at home, and that ‘tide mark'…

 

         
          …
Standing there quietly Jane shuddered at the thought of his touch
and thought '… I'm like the Sea. I don’t want to be touched either.
We have a lot in common! … I could be friends with the Sea!'
and she fancied that the alien Sea was calling her name, asking to
be her to be its friend.

 

Jane was tempted to become the Sea’s best friend then Muggles
rubbed around her legs and all thoughts of being like the Sea faded
as she scooped up the little kitten and held him to her face.
Muggles purred contentedly.

 

Sara had stopped walking and was staring intently at Jane and
had felt all of her confusion over being 'touched'. She was very
concerned over her state of mind, but noted as she cuddled the
kitten her anxiety vanished. It never resurfaced again. Sara
continued walking up the Beach and passing Jane the carefully put
her hand on her shoulder and with the other stroked the Kitten
under its chin. Jane smiled at Sara saying "Sorry about that
outburst earlier I'm feeling cranky just ignore me!".

 

         
          …Secretly
Sara withdrew Jane’s negative thoughts through her hand contact on
Jane’s shoulder and smiling at her walked on…

 

Coming up the Beach one by one they all laid down on the high
Bog line and dried off in the midday warmth. They all used the time
to relax. Then after a short time Annie got up and started going
through and sorting out cloths that she'd obtained from 'the Nest
Salina' Warehouse.

 

Working methodically from memory she amassed four piles of
identical cloths. One black Cloak, Walking Boots, cotton Socks,
Blue Bibbed Dresses, two White Petticoats and a Cotton Slip. Two
pairs of white cotton stockings, one white draw string Shirt, a
Chemise and to finish off a pair of white cotton Draws.

 

         
          …
Standing back she indicated a pile each for the girls to claim and
told them they should get dressed. She then turned and produced a
full set clothing for the Boys and they consisted of one black
Cloak, one pair of leather Walking Boots, a pair of Braes, a pair
of Woollen Socks, one pair of three quarter length Breeches, one
white Shirt, a Waist Coat and a Quilted Doublet.

 

Looking round satisfied she started to dress herself and was
stopped by Jane who was holding up the draws up in her direction
and looking at them in horror, but before Jane could say anything
Sara interrupted whilst looking at her cloths and said “Still No
Bra?”.

 

“Nope! - Fraid’ Not!” said Annie looking from Jane and wrapping
the draws round her waist before tying them off.

 

         
          … Jane
lowered the draws in her hand and looking at Annie finally said "…
Still No Knickers?” Annie glanced at her and said “Nope its like it
was in the Victorian Event. You have to be ‘Free and Aired down
there’, but the draws will keep your hips warm! … And… " she
said quietly "… the ‘cotton slip’ will protect your skirts from
Any!… ” she paused again and looked around saying even quieter “…
Any Accidents!”

 

Jane physically shuddered as she turned her back on Annie.
Sighing she began to get dressed herself by stepping into one leg
of the draws and then the other. Tying the leggings around her
waist she began the process of wrapping the calico slip around
her.

 

John had also got up and with Tra was also getting dressed. As
he tried to tie up his Braes he looked up and said to Annie “How
come your such an Expert?” and thought ‘It's even more like the
double sided Nappy that I wore in London except this one seems to
have no sides?…’

 

Annie looked up as she tied the Chemise off under her chest and
said “… I’m not! …But our Smithy is, and it was him who directed me
to purchase all these lovely items from MrD’s fine Shopping
Center!… "

         

          "You mean
what you purloined from his personal 'Warehouse!'… " said Sara with
a pretend scowl on her face.

 

Annie smiled saying "Don't worry 'Sara' … I've left ‘MrD’ a
check for the goods in the form of an I.O.U. signed for by a Mr.
George Bush, and I've got Abdul to counter-sign it, in the name of
Mr Blair.” she said mischievously.

 

Sara tut-tutted at the sky with a huge grin on her face.

 

Tra had finally got the knack of putting on his Breeches on by
crossing the flap across his waist and lacing them up said “OK
'Smithy' so how about it? … Spill the beans, how come you know
so much about this type of clothing?”

 

Looking round Smithy said “About Ten Years Ago! … Mary and
I. That's my Wife! … were in a military Re-Enactment Society,
and our target year was 1861 to 1865 ‘the American Civil War’. It
was a very strict Group of ‘Enthusiastic Members’ and every thing
‘HAD’ to be ‘Authentic!’…”

 

          Smithy
had a pained look on his face at the Memory of it all saying “… But
Mary loved it and she really got into the spirit of the thing. She
insisted that we also ‘had’ to get everything right from ‘Socks’ to
‘Hats’ and ‘Gloves’. She even sourced the right sort of cotton and
together we spent many happy evenings hand switched all of the
cloths we wore. That's how all this information came to light -
What - We, have here!… ”

 

         
          …He
indicated to the amassed clothing before them “… Is a retrograde
step backwards from that era. They used more cotton in the Civil
War, but essentially it’s all still the same. The Braes Are! …
And were - even then a Contentious Issue - To Baggy! - Not Baggy
Enough! - To, did they wear Anything, Anyway? …And Yes! They did,
by the Way!… " he said with some authority.

 

After Smithy tied up his Breeches he started the task of lacing
up his Boots and with a sadder tone in his voice said "… But all
good things must come to an end… " he paused then looking round
continued "… And Mary suffered a minor stroke. So we had to leave
the Group. She was upset about it, but we couldn’t really continue
with the strict discipline … But she did confide in me that
she used to enjoy 'the freedom' in wearing those long dresses,
petticoats and nothing else… ”

 

He finally finished putting on his Boots and stood up “You Girls
have it easy with the Draws and the Long Skirts. It means you can
GO!” Then added “… Without too much bother.” and winked at Annie
who was watching him. Annie’s face flushed red at the thought.

 

Smithy said "The Bibbed Dress's have two long ties inside that
you can loop back out and up to a smaller tie on the waist. It will
allow you to walk without too much interference from the Skirt
getting under your feet. You can make it as high as you like, but
modesty at the time meant that women couldn't run in a dress, but I
can see no reason why you can't at least show your Knees."

 

Sara laughed saying "How Improper! … Showing ones Knees!… "
as she dressing slower that the rest, was just wrapping her
Knickers round her waist and turning as she did her backside was
shown to all and sundry.

 

         
          …Looking
over and smiling at Sara who seemed to be enjoying herself Smithy
then stamped around a few times. He liked the fit of the Boots and
continued talking saying “… Boys I’ve got a suggestion for
Tomorrow’s rest Period. I’ll get you all acquainted with Needle 'n'
Thread".

 

          Smithy
bent down and got out a tin and rattled it. We can put front better
flaps in these Braes and Breeches and stitch them to our waist
size, we’ll also incorporate a button or two as well. It will make
them easier to use, and to get them on and off" Then looking round
at them all said "… Originally people wore them constantly and
never took them off. Washing your body was something you didn’t
Do! … It made weak, or so it was said.”

 

Annie took that moment and piped up “Talking about Periods?…
”

 

Smithy grinned to himself and bought out twelve white linen
strips and a wad of folded flat Calico Cotton from his bag that
Annie had packed to his precise instructions. Annie had wondered
why Smithy had insisted on a specific length of Cotton and Bandage
- And now! - She knew.

 

”You have to be fuckin’ JOKING!” said Jane who realise she just
swore and went red. Smithy smiled and apologized about the basic
amenities. He also added that to achieve the best protection that
the Cotton pad needed quilting. With that he rattled the tin again
saying "Looks like we'll all be doing some Needle Craft tomorrow,
wont that be a fun team building adventure!… ”

 

Jane went humph! Smithy smiled at her and began to repack his
Rucksack.

 

Then with a mischievous look on his face Smithy said “…With all
the team building activities going on, it’s a pity Romana isn’t
here so she can rip up another Page from her Mission
Statement…”

 

To that everyone laughed.

 

Smithy stopped laughing then turned round to them all and said
"… Also as there was no toilet roll either. I've got some sea
sponges for the purpose. The Romans used to use them, but they can
be harsh on the skin and you have to keep them moist. The other
alternative is to use our left hands to ‘clean’ ourselves up after
we 'go'… Just like the Arabs do."

 

         
          …Abdul
shrugged and scratched his head. He didn’t know any. Neither, it
seems did Mohammed…

 

Jane wasn’t Happy. Linen strips? Cotton Pads? Sea Sponges?
Indeed!.. And began thrusting things inside her Rucksack. Muggles
wrapped himself round her legs and was smiling, like only Cats can
in these situations.

 

Sara just grinned with it all and secretly revelled in a chance
to get back to basics. She finished off tying off her Bibbed dress.
She reflected that it all fitted because it was so loose. Sitting
on the floor she began the laborious process of lacing up her
Boots.

 

Annie was nonplussed about the whole thing. Even thought she’d
bought it all she had no idea what it all did, and wasn’t
happy.

 

Anabel was just to far out of it to be concerned. She had
managed to dress herself in a Robotic Fashion. After she finished
Smithy looked her over and tied the front of her Dress higher. 'All
in all' he thought to himself 'She managed to get all the right
bits in the right places’ and turning left her to it.

 

John and Tra finally got dressed and stood up. Tra felt weird in
this get up, but it made sense. John pulling up his long woollen
socks nodded and like Smithy stamped around. He like Tra was
impressed.

 

Murray was as dressed as he was going to be. The Blacksmiths
trousers were fine and the huge Braes and white Shirt was fitted to
him. The thick woollen Socks and Leather Walking Boots he had been
given made him feel like a Million Dollars! ‘At least’ he thought
‘I’m finally dressed and wearing shoes again felt good.’

 

Smithy continued after he repacked to rucksack saying "Your Wash
Bags!" He held up a leather Bag in his Hand "… Also contain a
larger Sponge for washing and several sticks that you use to clean
you teeth with. There is also a cut throat razor in all the Bags
and two Bars of Soap. Use the Soap wisely it’s all we have!… "

 

Jane was thinking about making the Soap last, and their walk,
and their final destination of Washington then said as if coming
out of a dream “Who’s the expert on 'the Burning of Washington'
then?… ”

 

Tra put his hand up from re-adjusting his sock garters saying
“…When I joined the American Marine Core years ago it was required
reading. I remembered all about the exploits of Major Ross in
Washington Campaign. He was said 'to be an Honourable Man!..' and I
took reading his history further than I had to… ” Tra said
excitedly “… I just can’t wait to meet him in the Flesh!"

 

Jane said “OH!” she had no idea about Tra’s past. ‘So he was a
Marine!’ she mused. Murray the expert on Tra’s life looked over and
nodded at her, Jane smiled sheepishly. He knew what she was
thinking.

 

         
          …Annie,
Mohammed and Abdul looked at each other and nodded professionally.
After the Victorian Event they knew more about Tra than anyone
should…

 

Sara finally finished dressing and stood up looking over at the
Group said “… Are we ready for a little walk then?” With that she
did a little twirl in her new blue Dress. Her petty white coats
showed as she spun around and in that moment could understand
Mary’s sense of ‘the freedom’ and appreciated it.

 

For those few minutes of the Beach Sara was happy.

 

Smithy had finished re-packing his Rucksack and was surveying
the scene around him. They were leaving nothing behind not even
that anchor. Grand Turk was gone now except for a view through the
Arch and he could see the Hurricane that was now abating to a Wet
and Windy Day. Smithy then froze in apprehension at what else he
saw appearing on the other side of the Arch.

 

All the Mech'tee sensed he was standing still and they all
followed his gaze towards the Arch. A general foreboding descended
on them and the happy mood of the group vanished in a second. Tra
and John had gone silent and were on full Battle alert with their
fists were flexing and re-flexing. Old Tom was growling quietly, as
was Muggles.

 

Seen through the Grand Turk Arch was a Military force of Bugs in
Militia Camouflage. It was milling around the edge of 'the Town
Pond'. Turk and the shrub land still being battered by a rain Storm
was behind them. One of the Bugs on the ground wore the illusion of
a large black Dog. It was sniffing up to the Gate and then would
disappear from view only to come back into view casting its nose
left and right. It would then retreat back and forward following
the scent, but again only to lose it in fresh air. The entire Bug
force seemed uneasy and you could see it confused them greatly as
to what had happened here.

 

Tra wanted to take them on, but Sara said “No! - We move on. Let
them sweat over it! …If we make a move they’ll know what happened
here. This way they wont know for some time, and they’ll never open
the invisible Arch without a Key and as far as I know we have the
only one that Works!… ” Sara then patted her Rucksack.

 

         
          Anabel was
still in no state to do or carry anything she had almost recovered
physically, but mentally she was a wreck. So it was decided that
her pack was split between the team, but the bulk of it was carried
by Murray who was back to his normal state after the intense
Diaphnee’ interrogation.

 

Smithy tore his eyes away from the Bugs inside the Arch and
looked back to the Atlantian Island he saw the light blue Sky and
the black hole in the Sky with the Stars showing above Atlantis.
Even in Daytime they were all still visible. Smithy then looked to
‘the Pond’ as they now all called it and his eyes drifted down
Beach’s long shore line and the little Walk.

 

eternity.

 

The group as one decided to leave. They formed a line in the
sand and slowly moved off at an amble. Sara in the lead set off
down the Beach at a steady pace. The heat was overpowering, but as
it was a tidal Beach and the Sand was hard around the Waters Edge
so 'the going' from that perspective was good.

 

         
          ‘…It was a
long way to Bermuda!’ she thought and glanced to her right.
Atlantis was still there she noticed, but every step she took
seemed to make it go further away.

 

Abdul stepping in pace besides Sara said “…So we’ve got two
Relics for the price of one, but it’s a bit sneaky though! I mean,
how did ‘the Others’ know Jack would be there when that statue
became visible? And how did that statue have the Scar on its cheek
from just one Month Ago? And it was wearing the same Cloths Jack
was wearing Today?…”

 

Sara looked perplexed “It’s a poser right enough!” she said and
trudged on.

 

the watch.

 

The acting Bug commander on Grand Turk decided to post a Watcher
near the spot where the scent disappeared. It would be his job to
report any reappearance of the missing Slaves and his Garrison
Troops, but detecting all 'the Life Dust' in the air he held out
little chance that any survived.

 

Leaving 'the Watcher' the Commander made his way across the Pond
on his Horse with his Troops marching in a double column behind
him. He survived the scene and went to the side of the Old
Hospital. He had his instructions to pull in and rewind the newly
installed recording ‘Bugs’ situated on the this side of the Island
and to see what they had recorded, but he held out little hope that
this new technology would come up with any useful information. The
ones from Town had failed in the rain. It would appear that they
couldn’t get wet, and the Old Hospital was anything but a dry
spot.

 

Cawlra’ the assigned Watcher saw his Commander crossing the town
Pond and instructing his Men to remove and replace a small set of
what looked like coloured glass balls in a sack. He then saw his
Commander leave the Island, cross the shallow Pond and disappear
down the Town Road.

 

He looked around and was all alone in the Wind and Rain, but, it
was the silence for some reason that he found unnerving, and today
it had a strange quality. Turning he settled down to what could be
a very long job. He selected a spot just to the edge of the scent
disappearance zone and fifteen feet away. It was a nice little spot
next to the Scrub line above their Hunting Zone and just out of the
Wind, that seemed to Blow constantly across the Town Pond.

 

Looking round he selected a Bush Camouflage sat down and
waited.

 

The sound of Cats behind him didn’t bother him, he was after all
right next to the fields that they lived in. They were probably
curious about what he was doing before he set his Camouflage,
‘Because!’ he thought ‘There’s no way that they could see him
now!’. Reflecting on the life of a Morsel he came to the
realisation that Sometimes … They where so stupid. He then
came to consider that the assigned task he’d been given wasn’t so
bad after all. Looking round at the Hunting Fields he considered it
had its perks and could eat his fill, but for now he was watching
that spot, as ordered.

 

The first Cat to lunge at his back took him by surprise, but he
spun round and easily skewered it on his Talon. He stared at it
with wide eyed wonder. Just how did it know, he was there? The
Second and Third were also a shock. He got one, but the other
scratched him deeply, and then was gone!

 

He was beginning to Panic now - How was this possible? - How
could they see him? … Cawlra’ inspected the dead Cat on his
Talon, it didn’t seem out of the ordinary? Then a noise made him
look up and to his amazement he saw a mass of bodies erupt from the
surrounding Scrub.

 

         
          … And
the sight of it, horrified him. He screamed in terror as he saw
their blazing red eyes rushing towards him from every direction. In
a second he was surrounded by them. ‘They must of come from the
lower circle of hell’ he thought as he swiped and skewered them
right out of the air. Then the Mass of ferocious biting, scratching
and maddened creatures swarmed over him and he went down under
their combined weight being forced onto his back as he went.
Looking up he slashed and cut, but to no avail … As he died
being torn to shreds, he screamed for mercy and pity, but received
none.

 

reset.

 

Romana awoke very slowly and noted the lights were on Dim.
Picking herself up of the floor she looked down at the dead Bug.
She had something to do with it being there, but couldn't remember
what?

 

         
          …She did
remember she was talking to God a few seconds ago and hadn’t liked
what she’d heard. She remembered she was in a large Glass Room and
God had told her something important, but she couldn't recall what
it was?

 

Looking around Romana felt the silence press in on her and felt
she was all alone. Glancing up at the ceiling she said
“Val’ta … How much time had passed?”. No response! - “Val’ta?”
said Romana again, but still there was no reply. Looking back
down  to the Bug she shock her head as she tried to clear her
thoughts. She felt woozy as if her body wasn't hers and staggered
forward. Catching herself she focused on the door at the end of the
Gym and with slow deliberation walked out of the Gym and into the
Library. She reflected as she walked that she couldn’t walk or even
think straight, she had lost her speed and felt incredibly weak.
What had the Girl, that Bug she supposed, done to her?

 

          Holding
onto the wall and stumbling into the Library Romana saw Val’taVille
Globe slowly spinning in its cradle and it was emitting a low hum
as it turned. ‘the Val’ta doesn’t hum!..’ she thought. Romana
glanced over to the Library Doors they showed the scene of
destruction that was the Duesville Court Room waiting area. She
could see the Bomb site was now cleared of all the debris and
Yellow Police Tape was all over the place. Romana looked up at the
huge Sky Light Window above her. It showed a night sky and the
stars shown brightly. Movement caught her eyes and she looked back
across to the Library Doors. Romana stood still in terror at what
she saw.

 

Several very large Men had came into view and one of them had
placed a crowbar into the corner of one the Library Doors and was
trying to pries it open. When they saw her they redoubled their
efforts…

 

end of book one.

 

next time on Gennaro's Children.

 

….Sara said to him without taking her eyes of the Beach “How
many of us are there?”

 

"…Nine” said Tra pausing “You, Me, Jane, Smithy John, Anabel,
Mohammed, Abdul and Annie: Nine!… Why?”

 

Sara was by now intently staring up the shore line said “Then
how come? There are 'Ten' sets of tracks in the Sand… ”

 

Tra looked and he did indeed count ten tracks coming up to the
group, but because they’d all stopped and milled around the extra
tracks had become blurred. “That’s weird… ” he said at length.

 

          “… We’ll
keep and eye on it!” John added who had also come back with Murray
to see what was going on. Tra winked at Murray as he and Sara
turned to move off again. John looking concerned stayed at the rear
of the party as it moved of into the night.

 

Sara getting back into the slow gate of a leisurely walk
readjusted her rucksack and casually looking down said “… How are
you doing young Sam?”. Sam glanced up at her with his deep blue
eyes and said he was fine. Then looking away he thought to himself
‘Young Sam … indeed!…’ and smiled. He then smoothed back his
blond hair out of his eyes and glancing around saw Anabel catch up
to him. She smiled down at him, with adoration in her eyes. Sam
smiled weakly back at her and fell into place behind Sara…

 

++++

 

Running down that Alley they all heard the Drums and turning saw
hundreds of Bugs charging towards them they seemed to come out of
the wood work and they were trapped, ‘but how did they know we were
here?’ thought Sara.

 

++++

 

John was mad with rage and tore into the Beech cutting at
thrusting as he went, but the Bugs were slowly surrounding him. He
knew he was in trouble.

 

++++

 

Abdul and Mohammed were naked and they both shivered in the
cold. Looking up they saw the armed Soldiers above them. Its was
minus ten degrees and the only way to survive was to surrender.
They both put up their hands and walked forward.

 

+++++

 

Anabel looked in horror as she stared into the face of the
Farmer of the Massive house on the Mud flats. He invited her in and
she accepted. She was in no position to refuse the invite from a
Bug…

 

Book Two: From the ‘Gennaro’s Children’ Series will be
out soon.
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