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Chapter One

	Walking through the doorway of the row house on Sixteenth Avenue, I found myself standing in the front reception area flanked by a richly decorated staircase. It was made from dark mahogany and stretched upward toward several windows filtering the daytime sun through brightly coloured stained glass. Looking toward the first landing, the rich darkness of the blue wallpaper, sporting small delicate flowers, sent me backward to another place and time still unknown to my current state of mind. The feelings of déjà vu foretold events soon to unfold and would change the direction of my path toward the next passage of time.

	Streaming down from an unknown room, out of sight and still a mystery, the sound of a piano introduced itself. It beckoned my soul to venture forth, taunting me to face my destiny. Slowly walking up the ancient stairway, I soon found myself face–to–face with another legend. Together with his band Freeze Party, William was an incredible singer and a world–renowned songwriter. I was told that his favorite colour was yellow, and his personality was just as warm and bright.

	Happiness, however, had not always flooded into his life. When enduring upheaval and trying times with his family, specifically his now ex–wife, he sank to such lows that everyone, including his band, expressed concern for his safety. Strength, however, can come from all sources. When one finds himself at the bottom and unable to pull up and out, personal growth becomes the safety net preventing one from plummeting further beyond reproach. This was the backstory to my friend William. If it wasn’t for his inner strength and moxie, there would have been no one to step in and help when I was at one of my lowest points.

	When Richard and I first met, he told me of the rivalry between the two. William was certain that the character Clark was written about him. I had to let him down gently and explained, “Yes, you are tall. However, you don’t have long dark wavy hair. If you are patient, I’ll include you in my next novel and even make you a superhero.”

	It became apparent that my words foretold my current situation and the desperate need for a special kind of help. I remember my first encounter with William. We attended a gathering of musicians who wanted to give back to the community by offering support and insight of the industry. The four of us—Richard, William, Sarah, and I—spent several hours talking about the future, the past, and what could be accomplished with the mounting support of several groups. They all touted experiences, with a vastness of talent, and was ready to hand off the torch to the unseasoned up–and–coming hopefuls.

	It had been over three weeks since I last saw Richard, Jon, and Marc. My little family was missing without a trace. Unlike the tracking device Richard used to locate me after Frankie walked out on him, I didn’t have a clue where to find them. I needed help, and William seemed to be my last hope. My mind wandered back to those fateful weeks before my small group of friends disappeared. Richard was trying to make amends with his mother after we returned back from the desert, and we decided to visit her shortly after we landed. Having Jon, Marc, and myself along sealed the deal, and we were once again a little family.

	“How is it going?” asked Jon. He knew that it had been a close call, and when Richard told him of my plight, he became inconsolable, realizing how great the loss of a good friend would have been.

	At first, he refused to talk with his brother until I explained to him, “It was out of his hands. He had no control of what karma had dealt him.” I then assured him and Marc that if I were ever in the same situation, I would call them in hopes of avoiding anything that would be harmful to myself. We were sure at this point that Richard and I could weather any storm, and when moving forward our bond could only get stronger. How soon this would actually be tested. Within the next few weeks, my little group was forced onto a road that would again lead us straight into the path of icebergs and epic ocean liners from the past.

	“I was hoping that the two of you would consider a trip into the country for some rest and perhaps investigate several historical sites.” This was Marc, and he wanted to steer the conversation as far away from what might have happened and move toward something positive.

	We all agreed, and the next Tuesday, we loaded up the SUV and headed toward the Belfast docks, specifically terminal 1. I suggested the Isle of Man and the ferry service would take us directly into the port of Douglas, leaving the entire island open for exploration. After departing our watery ride and navigating the local streets, we eventually made it to the A1. We then headed west toward the town of St. John’s, settling into a small hotel situated on the outskirts of the hamlet. “This will be our home for the next few nights,” said Richard. “Let’s check in and, after lunch, explore the surrounding countryside.”

	We had an extended lunch and enjoyed the warmth of a creamy chowder and thick slices of sourdough bread, after which, we readied the SUV for our next exit into time (a steel box for securing our valuables, including rings, wallets, anything that would give away our true origin, and several changes of clothing in case we returned dressed in anything other than what we left with). Settling on a small grove of trees situated about a mile off the main road, we parked where we would have some privacy as we departed. “I think that we need to visit an old friend of yours,” said Marc.

	“And who would that friend be?” I asked. “How does a trip on the Titanic sound? We could board right as she leaves Southampton and return several hours before her fate comes into play.”

	“I don’t think so,” I said. “I wouldn’t want to get stuck on that ship again. The two times I spent on board was plenty enough for me.”

	“You could look at it as third time’s a charm,” he said. “Nothing bad would happen.”

	Knock on wood,” I said. “Another trip on that ship would not be on the top of my list.”

	“Don’t be too hasty,” said Richard. “We might be able to recognize who we became the first time we boarded her, put a proper ending to that story.”

	Despite my objections, we prepared to set sail again and landed on the forward D deck of the infamous Titanic. “We should be able to watch as the rich and famous plan to sail. Remember, this is where the Nomadic pulled in and dropped us off.”

	Within the hour, we watched ourselves carefully step over the gangway provided and met with a porter, who then led us to our cabin. “Did that bring back any memories?” asked Marc.

	“Not for me,” I said. “However, I can still feel the spray of the ocean water during the trip on that little tender.”

	“Me neither,” said Richard. “I remember walking onto the ship. However, I have no clue who those two were. We must have just stepped in and shared a moment.”

	I moved us forward to early afternoon on the fourteenth, the day when all hell broke loose. Sticking close together, we spent the rest of the time wandering the halls and finally stood at the entrance to the first–class dining room right at 7:00 p.m. Shortly after, the captain walked in and took his place at the captain’s table. “Where is Richard?” I asked.

	All turning in unison, we spotted the back of my husband’s head standing behind Captain Smith. He then quickly turned and casually walked back to our group, sporting a face of disappointment. There was always one odd thing that happened whenever we moved through another time period. We would walk and move from here to there. However, it appeared that we actually floated slightly above the surface. As we watched him float closer, he said, “The guy won’t listen to the voices in his head I’ve tried to reason with him. However, he continues to talk about making it to New York a day early. It seemed like he was distracted, as if there was another crisis he was dealing with.”

	“What do you mean he won’t reason with you?” asked Jon. “You’re not trying to change the outcome of this trip, are you?”

	“No, not really,” he said. “No one can actually see or hear us unless we step out of the bubble. I thought I would at least try and see if I could make a difference.”

	“It’s best left alone,” continued Jon. “We need to keep our virtuous thoughts under lock and key. Our trips should only be for research.”

	Just then, Captain Smith quickly ended his conversation with a famous notable, stood, and left the dining room, never to return during the remaining time we spent on that ship. The time was 8:00 p.m. on the evening of April 14. With only a few more hours of life left on the great vessel, we all felt that it would be prudent and return to our own time. “Perhaps we could take a souvenir back with us,” said Jon. “This little statue would work just fine.”

	Not knowing that the item of his desires was permanently attached, Jon reached out and attempted to grasp it. He then put his back into the action, causing the shelf to completely splinter and, in the process, swung his trophy around, completely knocking me out. With that, our protection disappeared, leaving the group vulnerable.

	Richard quickly took the reins, recreating his version of the bubble. However, he was still a novice, and his effect only blurred our image, making us appear as a smoky aftereffect in a magic show. “I still need him to set this up,” he said. “Let’s try to find a secluded place where we can hide.”

	Making our cloudy way down an empty hallway, except for one scullery maid quickly walking the other direction, we were able to force our way into an empty cabin on B deck. Richard gently set me down on the unused bunk and carefully rested my head on the pillow.

	As the hours slipped away, we eventually felt a slight bump, and shortly after, the ship came to a complete stop. “Bradleigh, please wake up,” said Richard (the worry in his voice was evident). Turning to his brother, he said, “You really need to watch what’s around you when you pull these stunts.”

	“I know,” he said. “I’m really sorry. I just couldn’t control myself. I swear if we get out of this alive, I’m going to get medicated.”

	“I’m sure that won’t be necessary,” he said. “Just watch what you are doing.”

	Just then, the ship began to move. Within a few moments, another bump could be felt, except this time, it was more pronounced. “Oh, what happened,” I said as another bump could be felt. The ship then fell quiet. It appeared that we had completely stopped moving. “Ooh, my head,” I said. “Where are we?”

	“Oh, thank god,” said Richard. “Are you able to stand?”

	“I think so. Let me scoot off of this bed.” With that, I was up and in the arms of my husband.

	“It might be time to leave,” said Marc. “Already, the ship has stopped, and I’m sure that we have hit the iceberg.”

	“Gather around,” I said. “Next stop, that little coffee shop in town. I could really use some caffeine to clear up this headache.”

	Pulling us together into a tight little huddle, the room dimmed, and daylight replaced our surroundings. The brightness overwhelmed us, and for the next few moments, we stood with one eye shut, trying to adjust to the sun. It was now peeking through dark clouds and advertising an upcoming storm. “Let’s head to town,” said Richard.

	“Yes,” I said. “Please crank the heat. I’m freezing. There’s nothing like a visit to the North Atlantic to bring back memories of winter camping when I was a child.” Cold winter camping and Boy Scouts never fit my needs then, and the aching pain from our trip through the North Atlantic didn’t fit me now. “How about a trip to somewhere warm,” I said this as we drove away just as the approaching storm clouds advertise that they were open for business.

	“Perhaps the desert,” said Richard, “or maybe a beach with views of the ocean.”

	“I think I’ll pass on the ocean,” I said.

	“Me too,” said Jon. “I would be happy to just sit by a hot fire, roasting marshmallows.”

	Thankful to be in familiar surroundings, I said, “Sold to the highest bidder.” I was relieved to be back from our latest time ship and to have my husband and friends safe and secure with me. It appeared that we had just dodged a bullet and returned before witnessing the demise of that great ship.

	We spent the next two days wandering the back roads and enjoying the calmness provided by our surroundings. On the third day, our next outing would take us down the west coast of the Isle of Man and land our little group just outside the village of Port Erin. Our inn for the next few days sported a railway motif and endless fields full of green with new housing developments encroaching ever closer.

	The Saint Joseph’s hotel looked to be well maintained, dated from the late nineteenth century, and was constructed in three sections. It had a roofline consisting of three peaked roofs, two of them sporting windows to the unknown, the third blank and not willing to share its secrets. Our accommodations consisted of a double bed, snug but comfortable, and, to my relief, coffee, tea, and a hair dryer. This, of course, was not a driving factor for rooming with them. Richard always carried his own hairstyling equipment, and I always found it amusing that this was an amenity that a lot of hotels offered when most travelers brought their own.

	I’ve always had an interest in nineteenth–century England. With the agreement of my friends and husband, we decided that this should be our next outing. “Nineteenth–century London would just hit the spot,” I said as we made our way down to the local pub. “We could catch Queen Victoria’s coronation and then visit several locations sporting anything to do with the industrial revolution.”

	“For Queen and country,” said Jon. “And later in that century we could also check out the construction of Tower Bridge, which should still be unfinished at that time. When do we want to head out?”

	Fletcher Christian’s was the local pub and restaurant and was the namesake of Captain Bligh’s nemesis on the HMS Bounty. We later found out that Fletcher’s bar was run by the same family who owned the Bligh back home. However, when entering the establishment, it became apparent that the dark moodiness was definitely replaced by a warm fireplace, sporting several wingback chairs and leather booths both comfortable and private. “What can I get you lads,” said a middle–aged lady as we settled into a large half circle banquette toward the rear of the restaurant.

	“Give us a few minutes to check out the menu. Do you have hot tea?”

	“Of course, dear. How about the rest of you fellas? Drafts of lager, ale?”

	“Just the hot tea,” said Marc.

	“The same for me,” said Jon.

	We then settled into a comfortable conversation, stopping only when the hot caffeine arrived and then after, picking up where we left off. “I don’t think we need to worry about anyone listening to our conversation,” said Marc, “not that anyone could make sense about anything we discussed. We could easily be a group of research scientists out on holiday discussing work.”

	“True,” I said. “However, we don’t want anyone to get the wrong idea. We should probably keep our conversations in the present and only reference the past as the past.”

	The next morning, we readied the SUV, strong box, extra clothing and headed out toward the coast. We eventually found a quiet little pull off with great views of the Irish Sea and, if we squinted really, really tight, a view of Bangor.

	

Chapter Two

	“She was absolutely gorgeous,” I said as we made our way back toward parliament. “She was a real looker in her day, not like in her later years when she only dressed in black. Of course, I would probably dress in black if anything ever happened to you.” I was addressing my true love, and I could tell that the feelings were mutual.

	“I would have to give up public life,” said Richard. “I’m not sure how I could make it through each day if something ever happened to you.”

	We spent the next few minutes walking arm in arm as we made our way toward the gentlemen’s club. Turning back toward our entourage, I could tell that Jon and Marc were sharing the same feelings. “Okay, guys, here we are, the most infamous gentlemen’s club in nineteenth–century London. Rumors ran ramped about the depravity that took place under this roof.”

	We melted with the front support columns, and I pulled our little group upward toward a multitude of private suites rumored to showcase several unspoken interactions with the young and innocent. “This door looks interesting,” said Jon, “dark and heavy.”

	This was no barrier for us. I simply pulled us into a thick blue smoke and floated through the cracks that surrounded the casement. We then found ourselves standing amidst a myriad of older men engaged in conversation and drink. The smell of cigars weighed heavily in the air, and as the group of older gentlemen murmured amongst themselves, we made our way toward a couple of standouts, who I could swear had ties to our friend Dorothy. Their speech and movements alone betrayed their secret. Standing a mere foot away, we listened as the two made their way down a list of gossip, finally piquing our interest when Ireland became the subject.

	“At this pace, we should be rid of those stinking Irish within five years,” he said this as he sipped his small glass of thick liqueur.

	“Please save me a couple of wenches for my cleaning staff,” the other man said, snickering. “Their women are the best floor cleaners around.”

	“And a couple of young boys,” reminded his friend. “They make the best bed warmers in all of London.”

	Trying to contain their devious plans, the two finally gave into their primal impulses and erupted in laughter, causing the entire club to turn and take note. In a low voice, the short, fat one said, “We must contain ourselves. Perhaps we should retire for the night. Your place or mine?”

	Reaching out of the bubble, Richard promptly punched the older gentlemen on the back of his head. Then in support, Jon did the same to the other one, which provoked shouts of anger from the two. “What the hell! Who just walloped me?” Turning to the young footman standing a few feet away, with anger in his voice, he said, “Stand down, my good man. Ready yourself for a beating.”

	The footman turned and stood confused then said, “Milord, I did nothing to warrant this.”

	“I hate to break up this little party,” I said. “However, I think that we should leave before they enlist the royal army to take out the entire staff of young boys that work here.”

	“I agree,” said Marc. Not skipping a beat, however, he too reached out and belted each man again on the back of their heads, enlisting additional screams of anger. “Nothing worse than a couple of pissy queens,” he said under his breath.

	I brought us all back to the main floor and quickly exited the building. “This is certainly a strange time and place,” I said as we reached the street outside the club. “Maybe we could go over to Tower Bridge and watch the construction.”

	“I really need to use the toilet,” said Marc. “Do you suppose we could break for a moment and let me step out of the bubble to take care of business?”

	Laughing, I said, “I thought I told you to go before we got in the car.”

	“You know I can’t go under pressure,” he said, giving me a sideways glance.

	“Perhaps we could parlay this with a visit to the London sewer system,” said Richard. “I believe the Crossness Pumping Station is just north of the city. Our timing is perfect. It should have been in operation for at least a couple of years by now.”

	With no delay, we arrived in front of this popular attraction known as the Victorian masterpiece, a cathedral of ironwork. Taunting him, I said, “Okay, there’s a couple of tall bushes over behind the building. Make quick work of it.”

	“Not to worry,” he said. “Everybody look the other way…well, except Jon. He can join me in the bushes if he wants.”

	“Don’t mind if I do,” he said.

	“Okay, you two, put a lid on it,” said Richard. “We can’t take a chance and have the two of you caught in the bushes doing what is currently illegal.”

	“Oh, you have no thrill for the adventure,” said Jon.

	“Just stay here,” I said, almost laughing.”

	By that time, Marc had already returned and was waiting to be reunited with us. Pulling him in, we continued on to the cathedral of poop. A massive pump driven by a steam engine greeted us as we slipped through the locked doors guarding this treasure. “What a crappy place to work,” said Jon.

	Responding Richard said, “Really, you had to go there. What else shall we say about it?”

	“Isn’t this where we’re all supposed to go?” said Jon.

	We all started snickering, and before anything else could be said, I suggested that we continue our private tour. “These really were temples of engineering,” said Jon. “Just look at the size and majesty of the massive flywheels and counterweights.”

	Laughing, Marc said, “It just sucks, doesn’t it?”

	We simply couldn’t contain ourselves. “Maybe we should all just get it out of our system so we can be a little more serious,” I said.

	“Getting it out of our system is what this building is all about,” said Jon, still unable to contain himself.

	Just then the flywheel kicked in, and the room was a flurry of action and sound. “Wow,” I said, “half the city must have just flushed at the same time.”

	“Talk about me being gross,” said Jon. “You’re just as bad.”

	“Let’s just let it lie,” I said.

	“It won’t just lie,” he said. “Probably float but not lie.”

	“I think that we have driven this pony into the ground,” said Marc. “Can we please change the subject?”

	“Don’t tell me you’re pissed,” taunted Jon.

	“That’s it,” said Marc, laughing. “You’re going to get yours as soon as we get back to the hotel.”

	That was the end of our tour, and all flushing aside, we decided to exit the building and head back to the city where a half–built bridge was waiting for our critique. The scene dimmed, and moments later, we stood observing the object of our interest.

	I felt confident that hiding in the bubble was unwarranted since most, if not all the surrounding people, were caught up in their own dramas and paid no attention to four casually dressed men standing in the shadows. As we stood watching the action around the unfinished bridge, a short dark–haired man came up to us. Grabbing my hand, he started to shake it then said, “It’s good to meet you, Bradleigh.”

	I was shocked and all I could say was, “Who are you?”

	Not responding, he pulled a revolver out of his coat pocket, cocked it, and was aiming to shoot. Surrounding my friends, I quickly pulled us all back into the protection of my bubble just as the bullet came whizzing by and was deflected by our timely exit.

	Standing back next to the SUV, none of us said anything for several moments until Richard broke the silence by saying, “I can’t quite put my finger on it. However, that guy looked familiar. I’m sure I saw him standing across from the pub yesterday.”

	“How can that be?” I said. “We just returned from the mid–eighteen hundreds. Unless we have another time traveler, it was probably just a look–alike.”

	“But he knew your name. How is that possible?”

	“That’s not even my real name,” I said. “If he really knew me, he would have called me Dax. Bradleigh’s a pen name.”

	I tried to put our mystery man out of my mind and decided that on our next outing, we would do something completely different. This would be Richard’s first trip where he would assume the role of being a conduit into the past. “Are you ready?” I asked.

	“Yes, I think so,” he said. “Hmm, let’s all gather together and turn to page 37 in our hymnal. Just kidding. Just gather around and stand close.” With a little bit of my help, he and I opened the usual swirling blue vortex and surrounded our little group within his bubble of times past.

	 

	

Chapter Three

	Thomas Powell was a man of few words, but when pressed into action, he could keep up with the best of them. It was these unique traits that drove his current situation and caused him to doubt his purpose in life. Today was not out of the ordinary and started out like the countless days that came before and always ended with disappointment. It was time, he decided, to move forward from his pious position, which bore heavily upon his mind. He almost wished for the days when he was less than worthy of his current status and carefully doubted that a life of harvesting souls could relieve him of his recent boredom.

	What sense did it make if he captured the less than honorable, he thought, if I still walked this path alone and without any meaningful companionship? Don’t get me wrong, neutralizing any threats from these parasites has always fulfilled a deep–seated need to make a difference, but is this all there is? Smiling to himself, he could only think about a popular song from the past century and wished for a time when he would no longer struggle through the long and endless days of boredom.

	“He’s over there, leaning against that light pole.” This was Stewart, and he was sent in to assess the situation. “Now watch. He’s ready to act. The unsuspecting never knows what hits—”

	He was caught off guard as Thom stepped back into the shadows fresh from collecting his prize. “You’re lucky you collected the right guy,” said Stewart. “Next time you need to wait for my word to go.”

	His words fell on deaf ears. As far as Thom was concerned, the faster he collected his prize, the less chance there would be of the other side collecting theirs. Sounding annoyed from this latest transaction, Stewart said, “That’s all for today.”

	“I know what I’m doing,” said Thomas. “Remember, I was collecting souls long before you came into existence.”

	“You think you can do this, don’t you?” said Stewart, now sounding really upset. “I was sent to observe and grade you on your abilities. You need to step in line if you are to be successful.”

	It didn’t matter how they wanted me to act, he thought. The faster we collected them, the better chance we wouldn’t lose them to the other side. Before fading away, he said, “I’ll check in with you tomorrow.”

	Stewart knew that this immortal was going to be a challenge to keep on the path.

	Stepping into his flat, Thom was greeted by the only thing that made sense in his life. His piano was acquired during the last part of the nineteenth century and sported a clean and pristine look, a look that advertised a newness despite its actual age. Falling deep within his escape, he quickly found himself sitting in an open field full of scrub oak and blue skies for as far as the eye could see. Mixing and churning with each note, it was only a short time when his tranquil world was interrupted by a knock at his front door. Turning toward the interruption, the blue skies and endless fields dissipated as he sat looking over at the cause of his distraction.

	Answering the door, he was greeted by a tall man sporting long dark wavy hair. As quickly as he revealed himself, he pulled the man into his flat and transported them both into a realm not quite of the dark side, yet neither was it part of the light. “Clark!” he said with excitement. “How did you find me?”

	“I was out walking to the studio when I caught a glimpse of something strange,” he said.

	“And that was what?” he asked.

	“I was minding my own business when out of nowhere, a flash of blue light caught my eye.” Waiting for the dramatic he then continued, “That flash of light enveloped an innocent man standing by himself and not hurting anyone. That flash, I realized, was you.”

	Waiting several moments to answer, Thom finally said, “You caught me. Now I have to be honest with you.”

	“Who was that man?” he asked.

	“He was of the dark forces,” said Thom. “He was about to capture an innocent woman, and without my intervening, that woman would have been trapped for several hundred years.”

	Still in awe of his friend, he said, “I thought you crossed over into the realm of the angels. I never thought I would see you again.”

	“I have never lost my contact with you,” said Thom. “I move with the wind, and whenever you have asked for help, I have been there in spirit.”

	“Are you in spirit and supportive when it comes to the ones you capture?” his friend asked.

	“These are minor players for the dark side,” said Thom. “Most if not all of the souls that I have captured are recoverable and someday will be reintroduced into humanity.”

	“What about the ones who can’t come back?” asked Clark. “Where do they go?”

	“They go into a realm where light and dark merge, leaving no room for escape. The ones who make it to that point have a lot to atone for, and only time will tell if they are allowed back in.”

	It was good to be talking with his friend again, thought Clark, and he then said, “The entire time that you have been gone, I’ve been searching for a new connection. Are you back to stay for a while?”

	Searching for the right words, Thom said, “Yes and no, I’m not back. I’m back and available for good conversation. However, I still exist between the realms of the living and the ones who have fallen so low, it’s a wonder they can survive another day. How are things going with you and Bridgette?”

	“We were both trying to make up for lost time,” he said. “However, between our schedules—or I should say, her involvement with the restaurant—we only see each other every few weeks.” Standing in silence he then asked, “How about taking a break from your job and have some lunch?”

	“Sure,” said Thom. “There’s a quaint little place around the corner where we can have a private moment.”

	Walking in silence the two eventually arrived at a small hole in the wall and settled toward the rear of the restaurant with clear views of the front entrance. Still sporting the need for drink, Clark ordered a tall pint of ale, and before too long, the two found themselves back in the warmth of their close friendship. It was half past noon, and the pub was flooded with light and bursting with activity from a large crowd of young collegiate men glued to the excitement of several football games.

	Without warning, the room suddenly became dark and heavy with emotion. Looking toward the front entrance, Clark watched as the door quietly opened, revealing a strange and unusual sight. Walking in, a short and unassuming man quickly made his way through the crowds and settled in a booth located next to several of the bar patrons.

	Numb and well into his third ale, Clark watched in disbelief as the little man stretched and encircled his victims then blinked out of view, taking the group of young boys with him. “Did you see that?” asked Clark.

	With the hair standing up on his neck, Thom said, “Yes, I saw that, and I believe that I have found what I have been searching for.”

	“Who was that man?” asked Clark.

	“That man, I believe, goes by the name of Thanatos.”

	After promising to meet later that week, Thom slipped into the shadows, leaving his friend behind, and soon found himself standing outside a small cottage that was trimmed in black paint. Moving with the elements, he then became part of the structure and merged with the inner walls. He finally stepped into a strange room that sported a barrage of torture devices, one of which stood out from the rest. Nestled in the shadows sat a modern–day version of the French guillotine. Staring in disbelief, Thom found himself suddenly thrown back into his thoughts where he, too, had a personal relationship with another machine, slightly older yet just as effective.

	Continuing his tour of the room, he then noticed that it had several dozen bags of garbage, and he then wondered why anyone would store their trash indoors and not outside with the weekly refuse.

	Returning to the elements, Thom moved upward and encircled the room. As he was about to leave, the door burst open, and the little man called Thanatos rushed in and proceeded to grab several of the heavy trash bags, which then started to drip a thick red liquid. Retracing his steps, Thom again moved through the room. This time, however, he reversed time and landed several seconds before the last victim met his fate, lying facedown as the blade sliced clear through. Following the actions of this foe, Thom then stood and watched as the little man struggled to stuff the multitude of body parts, once belonging to the group of college boys, into the waiting trash bags.

	Determined to put an end to this reign of terror, he swiftly emerged from his hiding place and pulled the little man into his amulet. He assumed that he was putting an end to his killing spree.
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