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Preface

Tales In Time I, found Trolamahr,
accidentally in her future, and Paula accidentally in a far corner
of her universe. Both returned to recommence their normal lives. It
is difficult to imagine that either was unaffected by their most
unusual travel experience. Anyone who encounters the future, or a
significant displacement in the universe, would, in all likelihood,
be profoundly changed in their life’s attitudes, and thinkings.

 


Tales In Time II documents early alien
travelers to earth ending with the speculative assumption that
Willie and Attey joined two of them on an extensive journey into
space. To another galaxy to be exact. An article appearing recently
in a popular trade journal, drawn from an ancient copy of the
Inter-Galactic Shipping Weekly, cited
records from the flight log book of a Captain Trander. Those
records provided sketchy evidence that a young boy and girl from
the planet earth hitched a ride on his freighter. After a clever
escape from space pirates, Captain Trander ably dropped his young
hitchhikers off on their home planet, earth. Willie and Attey had
to have been that young girl and boy. Who else from earth would
have been out roaming space and time in those early days?

 


Even though Willie and Attey were returned to
their home planet, they were not returned to their proper time or
place. Therein lies the tale of Tales In Time III.

 


 



Chapter One: A Bit Of Bad Luck

“Try the steering controller knobs in front
of you on the dash board there would you Attey?” asked Willie.
“Mine do not seem to be working. This shuttle space pod can be
controlled from either your seat or mine, just like the airplanes
we have at home.”

 


“Funny you should say your steering is not
working, my monitor screen just went blank. Totally blank. Just
like it got turned off, but it didn’t.”

 


“That’s most curious. Give your steering a
try Attey. If we can’t steer this thing we could end up who knows
where.”

 


“I’m trying. Left, left, left, nope, nothing.
Right, right. Still nothing. Totally non-functional.”

 


Attey looked at her friend Wilton Sunnyday
III. Willie returned her look.

 


“Hmmm,” he said. “Do you suppose something is
broken?”

 


“Let’s not be light hearted about this
Wilton,” responded Attey. “If something is broken we could be in
big trouble here. We could drift in space until the gravity of some
planet catches hold of us and we could crash land. Even if we were
to survive the crash, who knows where we would end up. Are the
radio communicators that Jade gave us working again?”

 


“No, they haven’t worked since we got pushed
through that storm field.”

 


“I was afraid you would say that. We have
communicators that don’t work, our steering doesn’t work, and my
monitor is dead. This little sight seeing trip is going down hill
fast.”

 


“Well, now let’s not worry yet, let me try
the thrusters. Perhaps we can steer using the left and right
thruster independently to force our pod into a direction we want to
go.”

 


“Look Willie, the compasses have even stopped
functioning. Even if your thruster idea works, how will we know
which direction to go? We have charts, but without the compasses to
orient us, we are as good as lost.”

 


“Push your ignition switch button there next
to the left thruster throttle Attey. Mine isn’t working. I can’t
get the engines started.”

 


Attey pushed her ignition button.

 


Attey and Willie both heard something go
“clunk”.

 


Attey pushed her button again. Nothing
happened. Not even a “clunk”.

 


“Boy oh boy,” said Willie, “things don’t look
terribly good just now.”

 


“Wilton, what are we going to do?” Drift in
our space pod forever? We could die here. We don’t have any food.
This is getting serious real fast.”

 


“I know. Things just aren’t going well. That
is clear as can be. Let me think about this for a moment.”

 


Willie sat quietly for a moment, then turned
to read the gauges that were mounted on the wall behind him. Gauges
that measured atmospheres of planets, life form activity, nearby
water sources, the universal grid of the current flight path,
oxygen level of the pod, and speed relative to the nearest
planetary object.

 


“Look at this gauge,” said Willie. “Our speed
seems to be increasing. Maybe the gravity of that little planet we
saw below us a short time ago is pulling our pod towards it. It is
the only gauge that is working. It is not dependent on power from
our space pod. It operates from external forces.”

 


“Oh great!” replied Attey. “We are going to
crash land on a strange planet.”

“I don’t know if we will crash,” responded
Willie. “Let me deploy the pod’s parachute. If there is an
atmosphere surrounding the planet, maybe we can just glide down
safely.”

 


Neither Willie nor Attey talked while Willie
wrestled with the chute deployment mechanism.

 


Suddenly the space pod lurched. Attey was
caught off guard and bumped her elbow on the control panel. Instead
of saying ouch, she realized instantly what had happened.

 


“Oh boy,” she said. “There is an atmosphere
here. We won’t crash. Maybe we can even breathe after we land.
Let’s hope there is the right percentage of oxygen, carbon dioxide
and nitrogen gases. It is time that something went right this
afternoon.”

 


“I couldn’t agree more,” answered Willie.
“But right now at least we seem to be descending at a reasonable
rate. I don’t think we are going to crash land. Maybe just a hard
bump. Are you ready?”

 


“Yes, as ready as I can be for something we
don’t know anything about.”

 


“As soon as we land I will …” began
Willie.

 


“Bump” bumped the space pod into the middle
of a field of red colored sand and a few boulders scattered
about.

 


“I guess we landed,” said Willie.

 


“What a desolate little planet,” observed
Attey as she looked out the window of the space pod. There are no
trees or flowers or animals or anything,” she reported.

 


“At least the atmosphere is safe for us,
announced Willie as he read the dials on the atmosphere gauge he
was holding.”

 


“”Yahoo,” answered Attey as she flung the
door to the space pod open and stepped outside.

 


“Yahoo??” questioned Willie. “There is
nothing here.”

 


Attey looked back at Willie. “I know,” she
said, “but at least we are not stuck inside the shuttle.” Then she
found a big boulder and sat down on it to contemplate their
dilemma.

 


 


 



Chapter Two: Stuck

 


“Now what?” asked Attey after collecting her
thoughts for a few minutes. “What do you think Wilton? Are we in
big trouble?”

 


“I’m not really sure. It sure looks that
way.”

 


“We’re not stuck are we? Tell me there is a
way out of this. There must be a way out of this.”

 


“I don’t know. Maybe there is, maybe there is
not. It is just too soon to know. Our situation does appear a bit
difficult at the moment. But we just got here. Let’s take this
situation one step at a time. We don’t know much about this place
yet.”

 


“A bit difficult? Yes, we could say a bit
difficult. You are absolutely and definitely right about things
appearing a bit difficult right now. We are sitting on an empty and
deserted planet, we have a broken space shuttle, and a communicator
with a sequencer that is not sequencing. I see two suns that have
been shining on and warming this little planet which appear to be
about ready to set simultaneously. It will be dark soon and
probably cold, we have nothing to eat or drink, and we don’t have a
clue where we are. Yes, things do appear a bit difficult. I wonder
if this is the end of the trail for us. Maybe we will be stuck here
forever.”

 


“Don’t leap to any conclusions yet,” answered
Willie. “Things might not be as bad as they appear. Let’s spend a
couple of minutes looking around before the suns go down. Maybe a
solution is as close as under our feet.” Remember, all we need is
to identify the problem, then go to work on finding the solution.
Observation is the key.”

 


“Now don’t you start on me with that
scientist thing and what Mrs. Hedgehog would say about solving a
problem is just a matter of looking around for a solution. I don’t
think Mrs. Hedgehog has ever been stranded on a lonely little empty
planet. We could be in big trouble here.”

 


“Precisely my point. Our future does look a
bit bleak right now. That’s exactly why we have to try our hardest.
We have to be organized about this. Come on now; let’s give it a
little try. Let’s see what we can learn about this place. At least
until we get a better idea what to do.”

 


“All right Mr. Scientist. I’ll try. But I
already looked all around and I didn’t see anything. There is
nothing here. Absolutely nothing.”

 


“Try looking a little harder. It’s really our
only chance. Now don’t talk for a while. Let’s just observe, and
see what we can see.”

“What if I see something? Can I talk then?
Besides, talking about something helps me see it better. It helps
me get my thoughts focused. How can you just see something and not
talk about it?”

 


“I guess we are different that way. Besides,
when you talk about what you are seeing, I can only think about
what you see, and I can’t think about what I see. Maybe because we
are different, we will see different things.”

 


“Can I whisper if I see something?”

 


“Yes, you can whisper. But whisper
quietly.”

 


“Wilton Sunnyday The Third, I do see
something”, blurted Attey all of a sudden. “I really do see
something.”

 


“You are not whispering Attey. We agreed you
would only whisper.”

 


“Yes, but there really is something. It is
red. And it sticks up a little. Over there. See it? Let’s go look
at it and see what it is.”

 


Attey and Willie had been sitting on a rock
near their inoperative space shuttle. The little red sticking up
object that Attey spotted was about two hundred feet away. The only
reason she spotted it was because the setting suns had illuminated
it at just the right angle to reflect the color very brightly. As
soon as they stood up to walk towards the object, Willie spotted it
too. A person had to be just at the proper angle to have the sun
accent the object in the right way so it could be seen.

 


“Look at that,” Willie said when they got
near, “it looks like a button. A button that can be pushed.” Willie
bent down to look at the button closer. “It is just sticking up out
of the ground with nothing around it. How very peculiar. Look
though, there is some writing on the top of the button. Some
graphics that I don’t know how to read. Hand me the translator card
that Tangle gave us. Let’s see if we can make some sense of
this.”

 


Attey handed the translator card to Willie.
Willie passed the card over the graphics on the button. The
processing light flashed ON indicating the card was searching its
database for a language match. It was only a moment until the
COMPLETED light flashed on and the monitor screen produced the
following translation, “Office closed. Push button for service.”
Attey reached down and pushed the button.

 


“Are you sure that was the wise thing to do?”
asked Willie. “We have no idea what this button is hooked up
to.”

 


“I suppose we could have stood around and
looked at the button for a while,” answered Attey, “and talked
about it, but eventually we would push the button. You know very
well we would do that. I decided there was no reason to wait.
Whatever our destiny is going to be, let’s get on with it. That’s
what I decided. Besides, probably not much can happen when you push
a button on a deserted planet anyhow. But, maybe something will
happen.”

 


Something did happen. A buzzer to buzzed.

 


Then after a moment a voice from inside the
ground said, “Yes! Yes! Fred Friendly here. This is the friendliest
place in the known universe. Please visit amongst yourselves for a
moment. I’ll be right with you.”

 


A moment later a wispy, fluidy figure
appeared from behind a rise in the ground to the left. “Just get
here?” inquired the figure. The figure resembled a ghost. Not a
white ghost, but one that was bright green with shadings of
orange.

 


“Yes, only a few moments ago,” answered
Willie. “We were forced to land right over there. Our shuttle lost
its power.”

 


“That is mighty ancient shuttle pod you folks
have been traveling in. You’re a far piece from anywhere. How did
you get this far? I didn’t know there were any of those old
Maverick Celestuals still operating. A great collectors item they
are. I’ve seen them in museums, but I’ve never flown one. They were
one of the very first low cost, mass production space vehicles.
Came in one color, yellow. I see yours has the original paint. They
had a very limited range, but that didn’t bother folks in the old
days. They were just happy to be out traveling. The early models
didn’t even have cup holders. Does yours have cup holders? Lost her
power did she? This is not a good place to lose your power. Not
many services here.

 


“There’s not even much interesting to do
here, and certainly not much to look at. This planet is pretty
barren. It is used as a wrecking lot for old and wrecked space
ships. I, Fred Friendly at your service,” said the ghost bowing
ceremoniously, “am the manager in charge. This whole planet is one
big wrecking lot. That’s all there is here. Well, except for
Quandra’s hotel and diner. I buy old space ships and sell the parts
that are still good. Usually I have to go pick them up. Broken
space ships usually don’t come to me. Folks that do tow their ships
in need a place to spend the night, have a bite to eat, and relax.
That’s Quandra’s little corner of the universe. Now there’s a
person that can set a table, tuck a bed, and let me tell you, keep
you up all night ‘til the first light of dawn telling stories of
planets and the folks that live on them, and the things they do.
Used to travel in her younger days. Her and her moskit. They did a
little folk music show to earn their travelin’ money. The moskit
handled the whistles and a keyboard. Quandra sang ballads. She’ll
still sing a few songs if you ask her.

 


“Sometimes a shuttle ship will come to pick
up spaceship parts to fill an order, or a freighter will stop over
for a day or two. That’s about all the visitors that come.
Sometimes I think those freighter captains come just to hang out at
Quandra’s. Kind of helps them get their thoughts together and keep
in touch. Freightering is a lonely
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