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 Dedication

    to all the children of HDF Mercy Centre, and the residents of the Klong Toey slum community, Bangkok, Thailand

     

    Republic of Cardovia: a Southern European country on the Mediterranean Sea. The capital city of Cardovia is La Fonta. General Don Juan Clemente, who overthrew the ancient Cardic dynasty, founded the Republic in 2032 A.D. Cardovian, the official language, is derived from Ancient Cardic, but with a heavy Latin influence. French is also spoken in the westernmost part of the country, some Spanish in the coastal areas and Slavic in the East. Before its demise in 2032, the Cardic dynasty was the longest ruling dynasty in history, dating all the way back to around the sixth century B.C. King Cardo, the nation’s patriarch is thought to be the originator of the national tradition referred to as the Cardovian Way. Cardovia has traditionally been a nation of small farms and an exporter of wines, cheeses and olive oil, but since about the turn of the twenty first century, has seen massive growth in aggro-industrial and automotive manufacturing sectors. Tourism is also a major industry. Apart from the beautiful beaches and ski slopes, gambling and legalised prostitution are Cardovia’s main attractions. The last king of the Cardic Dynasty, Lorenzo de le Fonta, also made the city of La Fonta a centre for auto racing. [From Henry Mullin’s Encyclopaedia of Geography 2035 edition]
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    I find a curtain

    I wonder, I peep, I quake

    and wish I hadn’t

     

    We interrupt this program to bring you the following special: President Don Juan Clemente Addresses the Nation. We now take you to the Presidential Palace:

    [Music: Cardovia, My Heart Doth Yearn For Thee]

    [Scene: Front view of the Presidential Palace]

    [Fade to: Presidential Desk; Republican flag in the background; The President enters and takes his seat]

    President: My fellow Cardovians, it is with joy that I again sit before you and share with you the glorious success story, which is The Republic of Cardovia. Last year, we celebrated 2040, Cardovia’s Year of Double Progress. This year, we reap the abundant fruit of yours and my labour.

    [Fade in: View of Camino Real Financial district and shopping centres; crowds milling around during lunch hour]

    As you can readily see, we have been enjoying unprecedented prosperity on every level. We have made many technological advances, the quality of life has risen, and we are embracing new opportunities that we could never have dreamed possible under the monarchy.

    These nine years have been arduous, but we can truthfully say they have certainly … (blah-blah-blah)

    * * *

    Rosa Maria poured water from the kettle into the small teapot, and the steam wafted upward, bringing the fragrance of green tea with jasmine. She set the teapot on a tray along with a half-pint glass.

    Atsuko preferred his tea out of a glass.

    She brought it to him in his room where he was still reclining on his mattress on the floor.

    ‛Good morning Papa.’

    ‛Ahhh, good morning, good morning,’ he answered, as he sat slowly up.

    She set the tray on the floor beside him, filled his glass and handed it to him.

    ‛So, daughter, what is the news of the morning?’

    Rosa Maria sat down on some cushions beside her Papa.

    ‛The General gave his speech last night. They’re going to replay it on the news this morning.’

    ‛Yes, the General. No doubt he said that the economy is improving, that advances are being made in all areas of concern, etcetera, etcetera,’ yawned Atsuko.

    ‛All lies, I’m sure, Papa.’

    ‛Try not to be too cynical. He speaks the truth. Partly anyway. The middle class economy has improved tremendously, as well as his own lot, even if his health is deteriorating.’

    ‛But he looks very healthy.’

    ‛That, Rosa Maria, is not him you see.’

    ‛A double?’

    ‛No, a computer animation. He doesn’t trust doubles.’

    ‛But it looks so real!’

    ‛Ahh, you are thinking of those films you saw when you were younger. No, Rosa Maria. Animation has come a long long way since then. Most heads of state use it now. Some are long dead, and they still live on the TV screens of their adoring constituents. But Don Juan Clemente has a special reason…’

    Rosa decided not to inform her father that she was already up on the state of the cinematographic art. Most of what passed for ‛live action’ films were really computer generated. Hardly anyone used actors any more. Only top stars from yesteryear ever made money these days, and that was by selling the rights to render their likeness as an animation. The stars’ names appeared in the credits, though the computer animations were usually much better actors than their human namesakes ever were.

    But the use of computer animations by heads of state was a new one on her.

    ‛Papa, you knew King Lorenzo de la Fonta, didn’t you?’

    ‛Yes, Rosa Maria, I did. You were a little girl then. I would have presented you at the royal court but for the coup d’etat.’

    ‛Things were different then, weren’t they, Papa.’

    ‛Yes, they were, though they weren’t perfect by any means. There was certainly an excuse for a revolution. One can always find excuses.’

    ‛Better ones now, I dare say.’

    ‛Don’t “dare say” it unless you know it for a fact. Cynicism will blind you, Rosa Maria. You must always see things as they really are,’ said Atsuko. ‛But yes, the lot of the poor has worsened. But the difference I am pointing to is, the Kingdom of Cardovia, then, was a semblance of what it was meant to be.’

    ‛But it always was only a semblance wasn’t it, Papa? Has Cardovia ever truly fulfilled its destiny?’

    ‛It has come close. There were golden ages in history when the king was righteous and the Knights of Cardovia were valiant and the people happy. I feel the time will come again soon.’

    ‛But Papa! How can you say that? There’s not even a king any more!’

    ‛One has only to look, Rosa Maria, but not with these eyes.’

    They sat in silence, as Rosa Maria tried to ‛look’. But, how? ‛Looking’ was a subject her degree at Oxford didn’t cover. Maybe, now she was back home with Papa, she’d catch it.

    ‛Today,’ said her papa finally, ‛we must visit your friend, Colonel Primavera.’

    * * *

    The section of the motorway that approached the La Fonta city centre was elevated, commanding a view of the Dockyards slum community, and the docks beyond. Only the new building, still under construction, dwarfed the masts of ships that towered over the hovels of the vast slum. It was already approaching 30 storeys.

    The blue Hyundai was just now passing by.

    ‛That, Rosa Maria, is the biggest headstone I have ever seen.’

    * * *

    Laurinda, answered the door and let them in. Margherita Primavera met them in the lounge, and sent Laurinda to fetch the colonel. As they waited, the two ladies dominated the conversation.

    After commenting on the nice décor, Rosa Maria said, ‛Is Raul back to school yet?’

    ‛Not yet. The International School doesn’t start their new term until next month. The 15th, I think. He’s in the computer room. You might go and pay a visit later if you want. He always enjoys your visits. It’s always put him in a better mood ever since when you used to help in his play group.’

    ‛He’s quite good on the computer, isn’t he!’

    ‛I say he is! He does nothing but surfing the Internet and playing those evil games they play these days!’

    Atsuko broke in, ‛His English is quite good, yes?’

    ‛Yes. He has his American friends over, and his accent is exactly like theirs. We can’t understand what he’s saying most of the time! I only worry about his Cardovian. They treat it as a foreign language course, like French, or Japanese, the same way Cardovian schools teach English!’

    Atsuko said, ‛But there’s so much rich culture to be gained from studying Cardovian literature.’

    Carlo Primavera made his entry. ‛Sir Atsuko and Rosa Maria, you are most welcome.’

    Atsuko and Rosa Maria stood up to greet him.

    ‛No, no, please, sit down!’ said Carlo.

    More small talk.

    ‛So,’ said Carlo, when the conversation got going, ‛what did you think of the President’s speech last night?’

    ‛My daughter thinks his animated graphic looks quite charming,’ said Atsuko.

    After some polite laughter, Carlo said, ‛Really, what do you think?’

    ‛It could be wise for me to reserve comment until I hear what you think.’

    ‛Well,’ Carlo took a deep breath, ‛He’s certainly taken us into the modern age. New technologies are being used in communications, the economy is improving, people are happy, we’re no longer a backward, old fashioned “banana state” …’

    ‛But we never grew bananas. We always imported them.’

    ‛But now we are a net exporter of various commodities. And we’re no longer a – er…’

    ‛Monarchy?’ suggested Atsuko.

    ‛Exactly,’ said Carlo, ‛and it may interest you to know that there are moves in Great Britain towards becoming a republic.’

    ‛So, my friend, it sounds like you are as supportive as ever of Don Juan Clemente’s revolution. I would strongly suggest that some time, you stand away from his shadow for just a moment, take a good look around, and form an opinion of the way things are, independently of the General.’

    ‛My opinions are my own,’ retorted Carlo. ‛Anyone can see that it was a right move. The monarchy had become evil, as all monarchies ultimately do. Why, even the Knights of Cardovia recognised that. They sanctioned the move. I’m sure you…’

    ‛I was not present on the day they sanctioned the move.’

    ‛But surely they must have informed you…?’

    ‛No.’

    Margherita interrupted, ‛What became of that boy, was it the adopted son of Simon Rodriguez…?’

    ‛The one they claim is the prince?’ answered Rosa Maria.

    ‛Ha! The Rodriguez case!’ retorted Carlo. ‛The monarchy is gone forever. I don’t know why anyone would think it worth while to advertise such a claim.’

    ‛Then why has the General gone through so much trouble to verify it?’ asked Atsuko.

    Rosa Maria had already heard all the theories about what happened to the infant prince, and the various pretenders that had surfaced. She excused herself and went to find Raul.

    The computer room was up the corridor. The numerous plaques had messages like, ‛Danger Zone’, ‛Official Mafia Business’, ‛Beware of man-eating plants’, etc.

    This was where she had found him the first time Raul’s mother invited her over, when the sign on the door said, ‛Beware of Cookie Monster’.

    She pushed the door open slowly and became aware that Raul was hurriedly minimising various windows from his computer’s desktop while turning around to face her.

    ‛Hi!’

    ‛Hello Raul,’ she said innocently. ‛What are you up to?’

    ‛Oh, nothing – just fooling around with this.’ He picked up a remote and a large metallic spider instantly came speeding across the room to Rosa Maria.

    ‛Oh!’ She jumped backwards through the door.

    Raul laughed. ‛Not afraid of spiders, are you? It’s okay, it’s friendly. Look!’

    As Raul worked at the remote, it walked slowly up to Rosa Maria’s foot and began tapping it with a protrusion from its front end.

    ‛It’s saying “Hello”!’

    ‛That’s cool! Did you just get it?’

    ‛My uncle Rodrigo gave it to me. He’s a robotics expert — says its latest technology.’

    Rosa Maria sat down across from Raul.

    ‛I can interface it through my computer. Here, try these on.’ He handed Rosa Maria a VR head set.

    ‛You control it with this.’

    He pointed to a contraption that included a couple of joysticks and some buttons.

    After a few simple instructions, Rosa Maria was controlling the spider, looking through the lenses via the VR headset, which gave her full peripheral 3D vision. She could also listen through the ear phones. It was as though she, herself, were the spider.

    ‛I can spy on people with this can’t I!’ she said.

    ‛Yeah, try spying on the folks in the lounge!’

    She began walking the spider through the corridor, peeping into various rooms on the way.

    ‛This is so cool!’

    At the end of the corridor, she turned it right into the lounge area. She peeped around the corner. There were the older people still deep in conversation.

    Ever since Rosa Maria had first introduced them back when Raul was a pre-schooler, their papas had become quite close friends, despite their contrary political opinions.

    ‛…so, the General, his condition has become worse?’ she heard her father say.

    ‛Yes. Already, he’s confined to a wheelchair,’ said Carlo. ‛He’ll soon lose all control of his limbs.’

    Margherita said, ‛My brother has been working on a mobility system to give him the control he needs through a computer.’

    ‛Yes, Rodrigo is quite expert in that field.’

    Atsuko looked at his watch. Then he turned and looked straight at the spider.

    ‛Ah, Rosa Maria, there you are. It’s time we must go home.’

    Maria told Raul, ‛I have to go now.’

    ‛Here, push this key. It will make it trace its steps back again.’

    Immediately the view through the VR mask showed she was turning around and moving back down the corridor at double speed, peeping again into all the same rooms on the way.

    * * *

    As soon as it emerged from Cariega Lane, the blue Hyundai found the ramp to the motorway. Again, they were passing the slum community.

    ‛We had to leave when we did,’ said Atsuko, ‛or it will be too late for young Raul to make his shocking discovery.’

    Rosa Maria had no idea what he meant. She knew that to pursue the subject would only lead to more cryptic statements.

    ‛Does the Order of the Knights of Cardovia still exist?’ she asked instead.

    ‛As long as two or three righteous knights of the order are still alive, it exists, though it may be crippled for the time being. It’s happened before in the history of Cardovia, since pre-Roman times, that the Knights have risen from the ashes to restore the Cardovian Way.’

    ‛It’s sort of like the society in The Last Crusade that protected the Holy Grail?’

    ‛Yes, if you must use examples from the decadent American film industry.’

    After a pause, Rosa Maria said, ‛Are there still one or two others besides you?’

    ‛I sense there are others righteous Knights still in hiding. It was the General and the Archbishop, in their capacity as Knights, who set the stage for the General’s revolution. In the early days, if it were known that such a move were made without the Prophet present…’

    ‛That would be you, of course.’

    ‛… it would have been a serious scandal. Such a move must be a unanimous agreement. How they accomplished that, I don’t know.’

    Rosa Maria was sure that he did know. She thought she knew herself.

    ‛But,’ continued her father, ‛all things will someday be restored. Perhaps you will then fill the roll of the Prophet.’

    ‛Me? A woman?’

    ‛Nothing in the laws of Cardovia forbids it.’

    * * *

    Rosa Maria was a nice person. She always made Raul feel good about himself, especially when she got excited about one of his things, as she did just now. But she’d never understand hacking.

    He heard the starter of the old petroleum-powered Hyundai whine a minute or two, until the engine managed to come to life. Raul went to the window and watched it leave the compound.

    When will the old man ever go electric?

    Back to the computer. He made sure the alarm system worked this time. It wouldn’t be a good thing if Papa or even Laurinda walked in on him and saw what was on his screen. Not that they’d understand it — just too many questions, and too many lies to keep track of.

    At least Rosa Maria didn’t ask a lot of questions.

    Now, where was he?

    He had started exploring this cool website last week. One of his school friends had shown it to him, and gave him the password. It was some sort of access to a network of CCTVs in all sorts of places. He could touch this icon and suddenly get a view of, say, San Michele Square, touch there and see the Cardovian Stock Exchange, or maybe choose a different angle of the same place, or the Bank of Cardovia building — all the important locations he knew of on Camino Real.

    He could even see who was getting on and off the magnetic train at each of the stops. This was so cool!

    When he tired of that, he looked at one more portal that he had noticed on the site. This required another password — a chance to try the code breaking program off a memory stick his friends had been passing around.

    The program had run all Thursday night, and Friday morning Raul had the password. He didn’t want to steal anything, or get any advantage or anything. He just wanted to say he’d done it. At 13 years old, that means a lot.

    He logged on to the security installation, or surveillance hub, whatever it was, using his friend’s password. Then he tried the portal again, with the one provided by the code cracker, and got through. It went somewhere else altogether. At first, he couldn’t figure out what it did. There were so many files, like device configuration files.

    He opened one with his text editor. It was a script similar to the device that ran his VR mask. He tried plugging his VR mask in, but it didn’t work – just wavy lines.

    Maybe he wasn’t configured properly. He spent all morning trying to reconfigure his own VR mask so as to work the program, redirecting this circuit, then that one. It never seemed to work properly. Just more wavy lines. Sometimes something in the lines looked like the beginnings of something, but it just whizzed from top to bottom too quickly to make out. He tried more random reconnects. It was like feeling his way, bumping into walls.

    Better to just give up. He’d just delete it and restore the old file.

    That was the moment Rosa Maria walked in, and she had fun with the robot and all that. He didn’t realise until now how much his head needed a rest.

    Alone again, he took one more look at the configuration file.

    He tried one more thing. It worked! .

    This time, when he put on the VR mask, it showed him he was inside a building somewhere, and the scene was moving about. It was smooth, like looking out of a robot on wheels. It took him into a room, and a robot arm went out and picked up a paper from a desk. It turned around and went into another room, where someone was sitting at another desk. He opened his mouth and spoke, but there was no sound.

    Raul worked for the rest of the afternoon to get the sound configured right.

    By supper time, the sound was working. After they had eaten, Raul took it for a spin. He tried it on a couple of different devices, and they all worked perfectly.

    The last one was a much cooler robot than the rest, Raul could tell.

    It could go fast if it needed to, but usually it was moving slowly down the corridors — as though the one controlling it had style.

    He was in a different building from where the other robot was. It was full of Victorian furniture, old paintings and fancy mirrors.

    It entered a room. Raul got a shock.

    There, sitting on a soft chair was Uncle Rodrigo!

    Uncle Rodrigo immediately stood up. ‛Hello Mr. President.’

    Uncle Rodrigo liked to tell jokes, but he’d never addressed Raul as ‛Mr. President’ before.

    But he wasn’t addressing Raul.

    ‛Mr. Portali,’ came a more metallic sounding voice. ‛Once again, it is good to see you. I wish to show you my gratitude for the valuable service you’ve given me.’

    ‛I take it everything is in working order?’

    ‛Yes, Mr. Portali. Everything is working as designed. The maintenance robots work perfectly. There is no longer any need for human interaction apart from my own.’

    ‛So, Mr. President, we could say that the test phase of the project is complete.’

    ‛Yes, your services have been of utmost value. Please follow me.’

    ‛Yes, Sir, Mr. President.’

    Immediately the view swung around, as though on a swivel, showing an exit through the door and into the corridor, down a ways, and then into another room. The new room was plain, no pictures on the walls, no furniture, a tile floor.

    ‛Mr. Portali.’ The view swivelled back, and Uncle Rodriguez was again in sight. ‛Your service has been valuable, and I’m sure they would come in handy again some day, except — unfortunately…’

    A look of terror spread across Uncle Rodrigo’s face.

    ‛…you’re just not good at maintaining secrecy.’

    There was a click, click, click, as bullet holes appeared on Uncle Rodrigo’s chest, and he slumped to the ground.

    At first, Raul had the sensation of having shot an enemy in a game of Black Opps.

    But this was no computer game!

    He ripped off the VR mask, and hit the computer’s power switch without bothering to log off. Then, he sat, breathing heavily.

    Suddenly, he got up and ran out of the room and down the corridor to the toilet. There, he vomited.

    Then he went upstairs to bed.

    He was sick for a week.

    * * *

    A few days later, Raul began to recover. He actually came down for breakfast.

    As soon as his mother wondered out loud why they hadn’t heard from Uncle Rodrigo for many days now, he got sick again.
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The Rat Queen Trilogy
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The galaxy is becoming increasingly hostile towards humanity. Now, survival or extinction is in the balance.


  Nations of various galactic beings have not forgiven humans for how they forced their way into space, colonising planets that weren’t theirs. They say, everywhere humans have gone, rats and cockroaches have followed - vermine, all the same.


  Three refugees from a doomed planet are thrown together on an empty spaceship during a botched evacuation: a young man named Elton, a baby girl whom he names Becky, and a rat. With no one on board who can pilot the ship, it simply speeds onward on "auto", at just under light speed, to nowhere, until they’re captured by galactic beings. Elton, is kept prisoner and joins other humans being held on their space station, while Becky escapes into the rat infested ventilation shafts. She grows up feral, thinking she’s a rat. She smells like a rat, squeaks like a rat, and though she is rather large, the other rats think she’s a rat.


  A family of orphans, a girl and  two younger boys have also managed to remain undetected, surviving in an empty section of the space station. They find Becky, and adopt her into their “family”.


  The non-human Galactics decide to send their human prisoners to resettle a vacant planet that had been abandoned by the previous human population. There was a reason it was abandoned, and they don’t expect the humans to survive.


  But the little girl who thinks she’s a rat could be the key.


  If you like stories of survival in the harshest of environments, this is for you. Begin your journey by downloading the first instalment of this Space Opera trilogy. Just click on the cover graphic above...




Rats in the Cellar Quadrilogy

 
    [image: TheWrongTimeThumbnail]

Oscar just wants to get home to his own universe, where everything is the way he’s used to.


He knew he wasn’t supposed to go down those stairs in the cellar, but the cat led him down. Now, he’s in what seems like the same house, but things are subtly different. And there’s a copy of himself. He tries to go back the way he came, but it’s different again. His dad is a crook, and his mother says things he never heard her say before.

 
He meets yet another copy of himself who knows what’s going on, and becomes his best friend. He explains it to him: he’s lost in the multiverse. His only option is to live like a rat in the cellar, exploring all the worlds until he finds a copy of his family that most suits him. If his bedroom isn’t vacant, he could live like a twin to whoever is there - maybe. But his friend seems to know more than he’s saying.


He makes a start on his search, and then comes back to find that the world where his best friend lived, has been nuked. Other worlds have political unrest and riots. In some, his paedophile uncle has broken out of prison, and a few copies of him are now roaming the multiverse. In all the worlds, the economy is bad, and the police only protect those who can afford to pay them.


Oscar’s own world wasn’t a paradise either, but at least it was home. He wants, very badly, to find his own world, and his own parents; but the cat has different ideas. There’s only one of the cat.


If you like time travel stories with a surreal twist, you’ll love this novella, which you can read in one evening. Download the first in the series now, and begin your journey.  Just click on the cover graphic above...
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  An Anthology, containing some flash fiction, a novella and three short stories:


  The short stories:

  * A filmmaker of the future, using a new untested medium, gets tangled up in his story in The Filmmaker and the Sceptre;

  * Relativity works in mysterious ways in The Last Shall be First;

  * Geoffrey literally finds himself in The Wrong Track


  The novella: "I thought all this stuff about time warps and things was silly scifi stuff. I'm not a fan of Star Trek or any of these other things -- which I thought was for people who couldn't get a life, who sit in their parents basement with their chemistry sets and oscilloscopes. I thought I was a level headed, successful, morally responsible member of society. Until one day I stepped into the ... Wrong Time"


  The flash fiction: From a physics class of the future: what is a "flong"? in The Flong Files


  and more...



You can get this one for free if you go to my website: www.RobbyCharters.co.uk, or  click on the cover graphic above...



The Fate Master

 [image: Orphans]






Nicholas knows that his fate is to be crushed by a falling tree. He has recurring dreams about it, others have also had premonitions of it and have confirmed it to him. The only advice anyone gives him is, “Be strong and embrace your fate: it’s all for the cosmic economy.” No one has ever sidestepped their fate. The Fate Master is almighty.


When Nicholas manages to sidestep his fate by doing the truly unexpected, strange things begin to happen. Helped along by a wizened old man named Jeremiah, who sings like a bullfrog, he enters a brave new world and begins to view his destiny. That involves a young boy named Josh, a member of a Gypsy community and a wise horse named Maggie. But the Fate Master isn’t pleased, and for good reason...


If you like a surreal, metaphysical science fiction story, this will keep you buried in from start to finish.
 

   Just click on the cover graphic above to start your journey.






  Orphans of Space-Time
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  If you remember something that didn’t happen, it either means you’re crazy, or you have the ability to time travel but don’t know it yet.


When Drake was nine, he was sure he had a best friend named Timmy. But Timmy didn’t exist! Now, at age sixteen, he still remembers Timmy. When he researches in the local library, he recognises pictures of people that he shouldn’t, because he wasn’t born yet when they were last seen. He even remembers a name.


Then, he meets Johann, who tells him to cover his tracks. The name he remembers is of a time travelling assassin. 


Now, Drake is in over his head, because the fact that he can “remember”, means he also has the latent gift of time travel. But that’s not something to get all giddy about, like discovering you’re a superhero or something. First off, who’s going to believe you? For goodness sake, this is real life!


So begins Drake’s quest to save his best friend from non-existence, and stop the assassin from changing the world beyond recognition - because now, the assassin has murdered Johann, and Drake is the only one who can stop him.


It’s a series of interconnected stories ranging in size from short story to novella. You’ll be hooked at the end of the first, as it ends in a cliffhanger that can only be resolved in the second; Drake and his friends have to clean up a mess that resulted from the first adventure.


If you like time-travel stories about down-to-earth people, this is definitely for you. Buy now:  Just click on the cover graphic above.



The Other Stories:


Saving The Timeline - This is part two of that story, where they clean the mess. It's revealed that by rescuing his friend from nonexistence, Drake and his girlfriend have upset a delicate balance which has triggered an international crisis that could escalate into a nuclear war. More work to do. But they're now joined by the ones they rescued.


The Murder Vicitim Who Was Still Alive - Police Inspector Dylan Murphy is working on a strange case: the body of a six-year-old boy was found buried under a pavement that hadn’t been dug up in fifty years. But the time of death was only two hours ago. What’s even more strange: the boy, Mickey Stewart, is still very much alive.  


A Couple Years in the Early Life of a Time Traveller - Even though the nuclear war sparked by the Cuban Missile Crisis was stopped from happening, thanks to resourceful time travellers, the memory can be quite traumatic for an 8-year-old with the gift of time perception. The Kennedy assassination a year later, also confuses his mind.  


The Great Time Shift - The Novelette begins in the timeline in which Rome was conquered by Hannibal, and never became an empire. The Parthian Empire became the prominent world power, and Christianity spread Eastward instead of West. How one egomaniac time traveller created the great time shift that sent things moving the other way, and how the Order of Timekeepers was born.  


The Lives of Eoin Murray: a novella - In the beginning, there was only one Eoin Murray. He lived quite happily with his single mother up to the age of 4, when his future self arrived and murdered his mother. So, now there are two Eoin Murrays, the evil one, and the other who was raised in a different environment with better guidance. But once they merge back into one again, which side is dominant? How yet another Eoin was spawned, Eoin the Younger. 


  Again, just click on the cover graphic above...



  

 
The Eurasian


  [image: EurasianThumbnail.jpg]


  



  How do you escape from a place that “doesn’t exist”?


  
In the late 21st century, nothing is what it seems. Classmates in a virtual classroom had never seen beyond one another’s online avatars. None of Mickey’s Asian classmates knew he was a Eurasian - part Thai, part Irish - but as it turned out, they all had something to hide. They finally reveal their true selves and they’re off on their class trip. Their class has been chosen to tour America as ambassadors representing the Chinese half of the globe. 


  The multinational corporations of the 21st century appear to have transformed North America into a high-tech paradise. There, everyone wears light VR head gear that makes everyone and everything look like what they want to look like. It’s like they’re in Oz, the Emerald City, viewing the Emperor in his New Clothes - until they land with a bump in the middle of the great American outback.


  There, the West is again Wild. They find a vast patchwork of independent republics, some Nazi, some Native American, Mafia kingdoms, militant Christian states, redneck cowboy states and more. Once there, there’s no getting back, as the Multinationals don’t want their carefully guarded secret to get out.


  The Nazis were the ones who got them in, whereupon they hijacked their ride and their VR head gear so as to assume their identities. Leaving them in the Arizona desert, the Nazis go off to infiltrate the Multinational Corporate Zone. Friendlier than the Nazis are the Navajo of the nation of Dinetah. Then, they meet a trio of operatives of the Jewish Defence Association, who are on to the Nazi plot. They need eachother's help.


  The tasks of getting home and opposing the Nazi threat, seem to lie in the same direction. For that, they have to travel, crossing many national boundaries, encountering some of the strangest situations and interesting people, and they hack. They revert to methods that are available only because of the lack of any regulations, and make do with a lot less than they ever thought they could live with. It’s dystopian in some places, post-apocalyptic in others, primitive with just a bit of high-tech thrown in.


  If you like a Wild West, Post Apocalyptic narrative, featuring a mix of Asian, Hispanic, Navajo, Jewish and Irish characters, this is the book for you. Just click on the cover graphic above to start your journey.




  The Zondon
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  Seven extraterrestrials have been born into human bodies, their true mission only hinted at in their dreams. Then, Ernie finds a crystal in an archaeological site, the key to who they are.


The message emanating from the crystal jerks Ernie from his comfort zone. He isn’t being politely asked to volunteer for a mission - he’s already been on this mission since before he was born as a human. His birth was just the method of getting him to Earth, where the mission must now be carried out.


Now, he has to find and awaken the other six, all living in different parts of the world, in different situations of life. But a powerful enemy is there already, and has had a head start, with a strong foothold in the financial world, and in international crime and various terrorist organisations.


The action takes Ernie and his group all over, from Ireland, to Thailand, to Afghanistan, America, Israel, Korea, and finally into the Golden Triangle.


If you like a fast paced action and suspense, with just a bit of an other-worldly edge (a combination of quantum physics and psychic), this narrative will hold you till the finish. Just click on the cover graphic above to start your journey.



  

  

  Eetoo
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  Eetoo knows that humanity didn’t begin on this planet - the tablets tell him so. His people live simply in small villages dotting the arid landscape, carrying on their tribal traditions. Eetoo, an orphan, raises the sheep he inherited from his parents.


   
Now, Venerable Too Dah, the Keeper of the Tablets says that Eetoo is the one that the tablets say must go in search of the planet of humanity’s birth to bring back the writings from another set of tablets, which will complete their knowledge. Eetoo has also had dreams of finding those tablets. But no one has ever seen a spaceship before. How can Eetoo leave this planet, let alone find his way to the forgotten one?


  
Heptosh arrives on such a ship, seeking to find out what happened to another civilisation that had shared that planet with Eetoo’s people in the past, but had disappeared. He finds Eetoo, and asks his help, which Eetoo gives in return for a lift off the planet.


  
Heptosh takes Eetoo back to his home planet, and acts as his guardian. However, even there, no one knows the location of the planet of humanity’s birth. Eetoo makes friends, there’s romance, and he meets other space beings, some friendly to humanity, some hostile. He learns that the first human civilisation to reach the stars was cruel and unjust; a menace to other civilisations. That is why some would prefer it if humanity became extinct, as human nature predisposes humanity to follow that path. This only adds to the questions that weigh on Eetoo’s mind - all the more reason to seek what answers can be found on the planet of humanity’s birth. 


  
When he arrives, we find that it’s the first century AD.


  
This could be defined as Historical Fiction, well researched, but most definitely, a Space Opera. Neither aspect reduces the effect of the other. Let’s just call it ”Historical Space Opera”. Think: “Ben Hur of Science Fiction”.


  
Just click on the cover graphic above to start your journey.



 

  The Story of Saint Catrick
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  Dr. Catrick is a professor at the Feline University in Catropolis. As a young cat, he had a life changing experience that set him on his mission in life, to proclaim that animal species can and should live in harmony. All the while, the rodents are rising up against cat rule. Catrick and his friends encounter political agendas, prejudices, and countless other reasons for not doing the obvious. 


  If you'd enjoy a combination of Wind in the Willows, Stewart Little or Rabbit Ship Down, you'll love this one. Just click on the cover graphic above to start your journey. 


  



  Pappa Gander: the Less Better Half of Mother Goose
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  At long last, Pappa Gander gets a few words in edgewise. Read some of your old familiar nursery rhymes rewritten his way, plus a few other rhymes, limericks, some haiku, and stories...


  Jack and the Beanstalk -- did you ever wonder what happened to the cow? or the beans from the beanstalk? What did Jack do later in life? Find out in Jack and the Beanstalk, the Whole Story, Plus the Sequel...


  The Adventures of Jack and Jill -- a hilarious blend of a lot of familiar rhymes. Pappa Gander gets things a bit mixed up here, and ends up with a second version of Jack and the Beanstalk, but with the Seven Dwarves instead of the giant...


  Limericks and Haiku, some funny, though some haiku may be more thought provoking


  Robby, the author behind Pappa Gander says: "My poetic inspirations were Roald Dahl, Shel Silverstien and Ogden Nash. Also included are some of my cartoons, largely influenced by Gary Larson (Far Side). Some of the rhymes were done strictly because I found words that rhyme in an amusing way (amusing to me, anyway)." Having said that, a few of the poems are more on the serious side. 


  If you like a bit of parody and satire, and are tired of hearing the same rhymes repeated the same way, this will be a welcome break. Click on the cover graphic above, and start in...
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