
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


Ludvig
Solvang's

 Outside Time and
Space

 



 


 


 Acknowledgment

 


Cover by:

Bjørn
Lindow

 


This book was
written in cooperation with:

Peter Engum




 

Copyright

 


All rights
reserved. This book, or parts thereof, may not be reproduced in any
form without permission. If you still do, we ask you to support the
author after reading if you enjoyed the book.

 


Copyright ©
2015 by Ludvig Solvang


 Table of Content

 


Title

Acknowledgment

Copyright

 


3.1 A mysterious gnome

3.2 Fifteen Gold Thalers

3.3 The thief

3.4 The grey box

3.5 Buf’s trousers

3.6 The cupola

3.7 Ambushed

3.8 The control room

3.9 The teenager

3.10 Inside the cupola

3.11 The fighting Gnom

3.12 Cable problems

3.13 Chips in incubators

3.14 The dragon

3.15 Dragon whisperer

3.16 The tunnel

3.17 The ram and the door

3.18 Plundering

3.19 Useless computer monitors

3.20 The market

3.21 Three gnomes with axes

3.22 A good old agent

3.23 Bluejeans

3.24 In the cafe

3.25 Outside time and space

3.26 The old lady who wasn’t

3.27 Another kind of sleeve

3.28 A ship in the harbour

3.29 Caught

3.30 Hydral

3.31 I can’t go home

3.32 Bribe for a father

 



 3.1 A mysterious gnome

 


“Wolfram?” Buf
asked. “Why Wolfram?”

Gnom bent
forward, picked up a small stick, and threw it into the stream.

“Wolfram has
kind of overview,” he said. “He can combine information.”

They could
hear the sound from Gnom’s village as a faint whisper. Buf looked
up in the tree she was leaning back at:

“But he
doesn’t know anything about other worlds,” she protested.

“Things are
different in different worlds,” Gnom admitted. “But that’s on the
surface. The main principles are surprisingly similar.”

 


Buf heard a
sound from behind, and turned around. Three of the gnome girls from
the village were simply standing there. None of them said a
word.

Buf let the
silence last for a while, before she said:

“You’ve come
to see my trousers.”

She didn’t
ask, but mentioned it as a fact.

The oldest of
the girls nodded. The other two looked down at their skirts.

Buf rose to
her feet. “Come and see, then,” she encouraged the girls.

The trio
studied her from a distance, and came slowly closer.

“Can I… can I
touch it?” the smallest one asked. Her curiosity had provided her
with enough courage to ask.

Buf nodded,
and sat down again. The three girls placed themselves around her in
the grass, and began to feel the fabric of Buf’s jeans.

“Did you make
it yourself?” The third girl talked for the first time.

No, she
hadn’t. Buf told them, the jeans originated in the same world as
the shopping mall where the male gnomes worked at night.

“Naturally,
you have been travelling,” the oldest girl said. “Did you see
strange things?”

“More than
that,” Buf said. She began telling about her adventure with the
Mass.

 


Gnom kept
silent while Buf entertained the girls. Their eyes grew large in
fear, when they heard about the Mass.

“Oh, it must
be terrific to travel with Gnom,” the oldest one said, “wearing
trousers.”

Buf protested.
She didn’t travel with Gnom, she could travel alone.

“You can also
do it, if you want to,” Buf concluded.

The girls
protested in unison. They couldn’t transfer. Besides, it was
dangerous.

Buf
disappeared with a faint bluish flash. A few seconds later, she
reappeared about ten meters away.

“You can also
wear trousers, if you want to,” she said.

The girls
gazed at her, didn’t know if they should say yes, or no.

Gnom rose to
his feet. It was time to see if his friend in the computer workshop
had returned.

 


The village
consisted of houses built into trees. Or rather, it was only a door
on the outside, leading to a dimensional bubble inside the tree.
That way, all the rooms weren’t inside the tree, but somewhere
else.

Gnom’s friend
was sitting behind a door with a sign reading “Repair Shop” over.
He was astonished, when he discovered Buf.

“Who is that?”
he asked.

“Don’t mind
who she is,” Gnom answered. “I trust her completely.”

“OK, then.”
The tech wiz removed a lot of stuff, mostly gadgets, and found
chairs to his visitors. The whole place was full of things, and
cables hanging down from the ceiling.

“Tell Buf
too,” Gnom said.

Zclar
hesitated a moment, before he began:

“I was at work
in the shopping mall, doing some modifications on the AC units on a
type of washing machines prone to start fires.”

 


Zclar had been
interrupted in his work by an unknown gnome.

“I hear,” the
gnome said, “that you are good with computers.”

“I know a
bit,” Zclar admitted.

The stranger
pulled a device from his bag, and said:

“It’s
extremely valuable. But what is it?”

Zclar asked
him to hand it over, but the stranger refused. Zclar could survey
the device while the stranger was holding it.

After looking
at the box for only a short moment, Zclar said:

“I haven’t the
faintest idea, what the thing is. Maybe if I could
disassemble…”

“Out of the
question,” the stranger shouted, and put the device back in his
bag.

“It’s too
valuable for that,” he concluded, and left.

 


Buf had been
listening with her eyes closed, and Gnom began wondering, if she
was sleeping. Now she opened them again, and asked:

“Was it a
magic device?”

Zclar stared
confused at her: “Magic?”

“That’s a word
we use to describe complicated mechanisms,” Gnom explained.

Zclar nodded.
It had been some kind of electronic device. He had seen both what
he believed was the power input, and the data connections.

“I say,
believe,” he underscored, “because I’ve never seen such plugs.”

Buf was more
interested in, how did the gnome look.

“Like most of
us,” Zclar said.

When Buf tried
to interrogate him about the stranger’s clothes, Zclar said, it
wasn’t anything wrong with them.

“But he talked
a bit different,” the tech wiz revealed. “Like he was from behind
the Sprache Gap.”

Buf tried to
ask what the Sprache Gap was, but Gnom towed her out.

 


I was minding
my own business when Gnom called. It was a nice day to stay
indoors. On the outside of my windows, the air was filled with
rain. Yes, I would look for a magpie outside my window, and let
them in.

“Please
explain what the Sprache Gap is,” Buf demanded, when she and Gnom
stood on the rug in my living room.

“OK, I’ll do
it,” he answered. “Wolfram needs to learn about it too.”

Languages
differed, and as a rule, the difference became larger the further
the worlds were away from each other.

“But
sometimes, by coincidence, it’s possible to understand people in
worlds far away,” Gnom explained.

Languages were
like leaves on a tree, all originating in a common root. The closer
they were linked, the easier they were to understand.

“But
sometimes, the leaves originating from different branches grows in
the same area,” Gnom said.

That’s why we
could understand Tafn. It was pure coincidence that her language
was quite like ours.

Gnom looked at
Buf: “In short, the Sprache Gap is a vast area where we don’t
understand a thing of what people are talking about. But we can
understand those living in the worlds on the other side of the
gap.”


 3.2 Fifteen Gold Thalers

 


“Why do I need
to learn about the Sprache Gap?” I inquired.

“Because the
mysterious device probably originated on the other side,” Gnom
answered.

“Which
device?” I asked.

“A valuable
one,” Buf said, before she and Gnom told me the whole story about
the mysterious device and the alien gnome.

I made food,
and placed three cushions on a chair to let Buf reach up to the
table.

She jumped up
on the chair, and sat down on the cushions. “Comfortable,” she
said. “What did you get out of this story, Wolfram?”

 


I had to
admit, I had nothing to add. From his accent, Zclar believed that
the stranger was from the other side of the Sprache Gap. And we
didn’t know anything about the supposed valuable device.

“I don’t think
he can sell it here,” I said. “No one will pay for it, only because
the seller says that it’s valuable.”

Buf wondered,
why did the alien gnome come here to sell the device? No one knew
what it was.

I suggested;
those who knew it was valuable, also knew what it was. And that
probably meant, the item was stolen.

“If he can’t
sell it, he has to reduce his price,” I said. “Is there any black
or grey marked where such things might be sold?”

“It’s not
necessary,” Gnom objected. “Everybody uses P-bay these days.”

 


Gnom kept an
eye on P-bay the following weeks. One afternoon, he came to me and
showed me an advert. It was about a mysterious grey box of immense
value. The fantasy price was called “a bargain”.

“The price has
already dropped significant from the first day,” Gnom told me.

The unknown
gnome still demanded too much. On the other hand, if the price got
low enough, some curious individual might buy the device.

“We must give
him an offer he can’t refuse,” I said. I assumed, they still had
the gnome money they received for getting rid of the Koros.

Gnom
nodded.

 


I sat down at
the keyboard and wrote:

“Dear unknown
friend.

I have watched
your advert, and noticed how your price has been reduced. From
this, I assume, you are in some kind of trouble.

My problem is,
I’m getting increasingly curious about the valuable device.

It would solve
both yours and my problem, if you will accept an offer of 18 gold
Thalers for the device. But, you must be able to meet me in Frxta.
I can’t send the money by bank.

Please note:
The Thalers are pure gold, and can be used for their metal value
everywhere. That way, you will avoid any problematic current
exchange.”

 


“It’s too much
money,” Gnom objected. “Fifteen… no, thirteen should do. We must
not appear too eager to buy.”

I reduced the
sum in my manuscript, wondering if Gnom was right.

He must have
noticed my doubt, because he said:

“The last
passage is the best bait; he can take gold with him everywhere. It
means more than the amount itself, I believe.”

 


Gnom was
right. A few hours later, the stranger answered. It was OK, he
could come to our city. But what about a few Thalers more? He was
in really big trouble.

After thinking
about it for a moment, Gnom offered him 15 Thalers “because I care
for my fellow beings”. But they had to meet in the large car park
inside the shopping mall at midnight, Gnom wrote.

“I believe,
he’s in town,” he told me. “Short notice will put pressure on
him.”

“Why should he
be stressed?” I asked.

“To prevent
him from having second thoughts,” Gnom answered. “He can get out
now, with a little money. Or he can risk staying broke, with the
device.”


 3.3 The thief

 


It wasn’t easy
for Gnom’s mother to accept Buf, since she wasn’t one of them. But
the girl showed good manners, and was eager to help with the
household.

For the mother
it was most important, this was the first time her son had brought
a friend home. It didn’t matter, that it was a girl wearing
trousers.

Buf used the
mixer, and loved the cooker. Everything was so easy in this house.
For unknown reasons, the vacuum cleaner made her laugh.

She didn’t
want to go home. Buf had discovered a new world, and had got her
own room in Gnom’s home.

 


Gnom and Buf
returned home in the evening, after visiting me.

“Will you stay
for supper?” his mother asked. Without waiting for an answer, she
turned to the food on the cooker.

“That boy is
never home,” she murmured by herself.

Gnom promised
her, they would stay for supper.

“But we have
an important meeting at midnight,” he whispered to Buf.

He hadn’t
whispered low enough. His mother asked: “What are you up to
now?”

“It’s a box.”
Gnom laughed. “We’re going to buy it to see what it is.”

“Are you
telling me, you are going to buy something to see what it is?” His
mother carried food to the table.

“Exactly.”
Gnom began eating.

“Please tell
me what it is, if you find out,” his mother asked.

Gnom wasn’t
sure if it would be wise, and didn’t promise anything.

 


Three minutes
to midnight, Buf and Gnom entered the large, empty car park in the
shopping mall. A few lights were on.

Buf gazed into
the dark. She couldn’t see anything between the lights.

“Where,
exactly, are we going to meet him?” she asked.

Gnom felt
uncomfortable: “I only wrote the car park.”

They waited
until five minutes past midnight, but didn’t hear a sound except
from the traffic outside.

“We must try
the next level,” Gnom whispered.

“And the next
and the next,” Buf whispered back.

On the other
side of the large hall, they could see the stairway. It was
illuminated with a single light bulb.

Buf tried to
see if there was anything in the black void between her and the
light bulb.

“It’s a car
park floor with markings on,” Gnom said in an almost normal voice.
“It’s perfectly flat, and there is no need to stumble.”

Where is Piotr
and his sword now? Buf thought to herself while negotiating the
darkness.

 


The steps were
made for humans, and were kind of hard to climb, even for two young
gnomes.

“How are we
going to find him in this darkness?” Buf was getting her breath
back after reaching the next level.

“We have no
other choice than to call for him,” Gnom said. “It should be safe,
we’re alone here.”

Buf gazed into
the dark. This hall was similar to the one below. She asked, what
about the gnomes working here at night?

“They have
nothing to do in the car park,” Gnom answered.

He drew his
breath, and shouted: “Buyer.”

His outburst
echoed between the walls in the hall. Buf wondered if he could be
heard in the halls above.

The echo died
out. Through the stairway, they could hear a faint call: “Seller.
I’m coming down.”

“Let’s get out
of the light from the lamp in the stairway,” Gnom whispered into
Buf’s ear.

 


They almost
walked into a pillar in the dark, and hid behind it. From here,
they could see the illuminated stairway.

Almost without
a sound, a pair of gnome feet could be seen from behind, between
the steps. Half way down, there was a small plateau. From there,
the steps faced Buf and Gnom.

He was dressed
like a normal gnome. Although both his jacket and hat appeared
strange to Buf. She wasn’t sure what it was.

The foreigner
carried a rather large bag.

“Where are
you?” he asked into the dark.

Gnom lit his
torch. “We’re here.”

 


They began to
walk towards the stranger.

“Safety first,
eh?” he asked.

Gnom
confirmed. “Why not? Have you brought the item?”

The unknown
gnome nodded and opened his bag. Before he pulled out the grey box,
he asked:

“Did you bring
the money?”

Gnom reached
into his pocked, and produced a small leather bag. He held it
between himself and the stranger:

“We should
count the money together.”

Gnom began to
shake the bag, just so much that it was possible to hear the
valuable coins.

“Agreed.” The
stranger laid the box carefully down on the floor. “Let’s count the
money on it.”

Gnom opened
the lid, and let the money slid onto the box, one by one.

 


When they both
had counted 15 gold Thalers, the seller begged for only one more.
He needed it. Badly.

Gnom hesitated
for a moment, before he said:

“If you tell
me what the box is?”

“I can’t.” The
stranger reached out for the tiny leather bag to keep the money
in.

His eyes
followed Gnom putting his hand in his pocket, and pulling out one
more Thaler coin.

“Tell me where
you stole it, then.” Gnom held the coin between his thumb and his
index finger.

The stranger
swore, he hadn’t stolen anything.

“Oh, come on,”
Gnom countered. “We’re not playing games here.”

He studied the
coin in the sparse light: “It’s yours, if you tell me, what
environment it was in, when it… eh, came into your possession.”

 


The thief
seemed to be thinking. How much could he disclose without making
trouble for himself later?

“I had, by
coincident, been able to penetrate into a heavily guarded place
where I wasn’t supposed to be,” he revealed.

He had spent
some time there, sneaking around and looking for items small enough
to take with him. The grey box had been standing on a larger unit,
when he unplugged it.

“Did anything
happen?” Gnom asked.

“Yes,
everything went dark,” the thief answered. “And I found out, it was
time to leave.”
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