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This is a story about a rather unique man called Addric Sharano, one of those rare and wonderful people with unusual gifts and talents. It is not incorrect to say that he is a humanitarian at heart, and when he does encounter a problem, Addric deals with it using creative, non-violent methods.

Addric only appears to be in his early twenties, but as most of his friends know, he is somewhat older than that. Addric is a Yumi Master, which means that he is an undercover agent of the cosmic variety. And if anyone ever asks what he does, his usual reply is that he works for the peacekeeping arm of the United Nations. 

But he has never revealed that some of his assignments take him to galaxies far, far away, which has something to do with the fact that he is an employee of the Intergalactic Alliance, and his life is nothing if not interesting. 

Addric originates from a galaxy on the outer perimeter of Alpha Centauri, but Earth is the place that he now calls home. And from the front terrace of his house, a palatial villa on the coast of Spain, he has a panoramic view of the Mediterranean Sea. 

Over the years he has visited many of the fabled cities that line its fabled shores but the Mediterranean was not always a sea. It was once a vast and endless valley, but everything changed on the day that a cataclysm of titanic proportions swept across the face of the Earth. 

Addric was there on the day that a massive tidal wave wiped the planet clean. That was the day on which the civilisation of Lemuria ceased to exist, but it was also the day that thousands of people in many parts of the world took refuge in vast underground caves.

But this is the modern age, and tomorrow, he has to attend a meeting at the headquarters of the Intergalactic Council, which means his skills and talents are about to be put to another use. 

The corridors of the Intergalactic Alliance are enough to leave anyone speechless, and Addric was somewhat overwhelmed on his first visit, but now he is a familiar face and nods politely to everyone who passes by. 

And on an average day, it is not uncommon to see a mind-boggling array of intergalactic representatives of planetary systems. But today is a special day, as Addric gets his first ever glimpse of the members of the Arcturian Council.

They are obviously here for a high-powered meeting of some kind, and as Addric knows, they have worked tirelessly with human beings over the centuries. 

The Arcturians exist in a rarefied zone known as the 12th dimension and have no need of a physical body, but they are a sight to behold when they do make an appearance. And it is not incorrect to say that they are slightly transparent in appearance and not unlike a shimmering apparition.

As masters of telepathic communication, Arcturians inspire people by whispering reassuring messages in their ear. And over the last year, they have gone all out to do just that.

That has something to do with the fact that the inhabitants of Planet Earth are going through a long overdue upgrade. They have existed in a cocoon called the 3rd dimension for millennia, but now they are about to join the galactic fraternity in the rarefied zone called the 5th dimension. 

As the Arcturians know, the messages they send through one form of energy transference, or another play a vital role in helping people to negotiate the rocky path to a totally new way of being.

Only a small percentage of the population receive these messages on all wavelengths, but it will not be long before everyone is operating on the same frequency. And when that happens, the people of this planet will be very different from what they once were.

Dressed in his black Yumi robe attached at the neck by an interlocking clasp, Addric waits patiently as a group of ambassadors file through the door in preparation for a meeting of the Grand Alliance.

The room in which the meeting will be held is just one of many on the mothership of the federation, but The New Jerusalem is not a stereotypical spaceship. It is a celestial starship, and it is millions of years old.

But it is one of the ten ships known as the Inns of Heaven, all of which are over 2000 miles long and just as wide, and they are in a stationary orbit above Planet Earth, which is where they have been for thousands of years.

As he observes this procession with interest, Addric is approached by a man with shoulder length hair and penetrating blue eyes.

‘Addric, it is an honour to meet you. My name is Ashtar Sheran, and I am proud to be of service in this most crucial of times in Earth’s history.’

‘It is an honour to meet you too, my Lord.’

‘Please follow me as we have something to discuss.’

As Addric knows, Lord Ashtar has been in charge of the military campaign to dispose of the recalcitrant alien race that is responsible for the situation on Planet Earth. And over the last ten years, a team of intergalactic warriors have managed to annihilate most of the dark alliance. 

They take a seat in a rather resplendent room, and in the distance is that vision of celestial beauty, the blue and green planet commonly known as Earth. 

‘Now, Addric, I have called you here for a reason,’ Lord Ashtar says.

Addric is not unfamiliar with the history of Planet Earth but he is surprised to hear that a silent but nefarious race of aliens operate from behind the scenes and wield the whip of power through every possible means at their disposal. And over the last three millennia, they have infiltrated every level of society through a web of lies, deceit and corruption. 

‘However, if it had not been for a divine decree, we would not be permitted to do anything about this situation at all,’ Lord Ashtar says.

‘We have not been able to dispose of all of the dark lords, but we are getting there, which is where you come in.’

‘So, what do you want me to do?’ Addric says.

‘I want you to go back in time, to Pompeii, to be precise.’

‘Pompeii?’

‘Yes, the dark lords had a stranglehold over many empires, and over Rome in particular.’

‘If you agree to this mission, it would be a good idea to be there a few days before Vesuvius explodes. Your mission is to find and save forty-two orphans and get them out of there before anything happens.’ 

‘And why would that be?’

‘They are not ordinary children Addric. They were created for a special purpose.’

‘But why did they incarnate in Pompeii of all places?’

‘By design, you could say. Embedded deep in their DNA is a series of coded messages that become active when they are in the presence of the dark lords.’ 

‘They are often difficult to detect, and when these children are anywhere near them, they register on our monitors.’

‘Pompeii is one of the places where the dark lords are known to gather, but I need a team on the ground to rescue those children. And after that, I would like you to give them your sort of education.’

‘And why is that?’

‘So that their destiny can be fulfilled in another way.’

‘These children will require your magic touch Addric, and I have no doubt that they will flourish under your guidance.’

‘Perhaps you could get a few friends to help, like the indefatigable Lady Felicity Originalis. I believe that she can be very useful in situations like this.’

‘She certainly can be,’ Addric says.

‘I know that the children will be happy in your capable hands. However, I have a suggestion. It would be a good idea to assume a different identity, someone interesting might be a good idea.’

‘How different?’

‘You have the power to do anything you want. Don’t let that go to waste, especially in a situation like that. However, I forgot to mention a young boy called Marcellus.’

‘He is one of those orphans, a young boy who goes out of his way to put food on the table so that his brothers and sisters don’t starve to death. Find him and then work it out from there.’

‘I know your history Addric and I know that you can do this. Is that a yes perhaps.’ 

‘Of course, Lord Ashtar. I am at your service.’
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That is not the sort of assignment Addric was expecting, but he has had equally perplexing missions over the years, and with a little imagination, they all worked out in the end, but Pompeii, he was not expecting that at all. The big question is, would Lady Felicity be interested in this mission. He could only ask.

Before doing anything else, he decides to do a bit of research, so he ploughs through numerous books and spends hours on the internet to get up to speed but it’s all the same story. 

Pompeii’s main claim to fame was that it was a seaside location, but it was also a popular haunt for inebriated Romans looking for a good time.

‘A sinbin in other words.’

Lady Felicity is the owner of a refurbished castle in the hills of Scotland, and a place that Addric knows very well. There is no point in calling as she never answers the phone. 

A Yumi Master has no need of a vehicle, so Addric summons a portal and appears at her front door a few seconds later. He knocks politely and a rather demure woman in pince-nez glasses answers the door.

‘Mr. Sharano, how lovely to see you again. Her ladyship will be delighted to know that she has a male caller.’ 

‘Thank you, Edith, just lead the way.’

They wander down one hallway after another and eventually find the illustrious Lady Felicity on the back terrace, reclining on a banana lounge and gazing out across the green hills of Scotland. 

Felicity is a great believer in accentuating the feminine, and on this occasion, she is dressed in a classic floral dress that may or may not have been designed by Christian Dior in the 1950s. 

In one hand she dangles a pair of diamante sunglasses, and in the other she holds a martini glass adorned by mint leaves and a thin residue of salt.

‘Addric,’ she cries. ‘What a wonderful surprise. Is this a social call or do you require my services for some wonderful if impossible mission?’

‘The latter,’ he says.

‘Edith, I have no doubt that Addric would kill for a Poisoned Apple, wouldn’t you?’

‘What’s in it?’ he says.

‘Apple brandy with a few added extras.’

‘Okay,’ he says.

‘Pull up a seat or rather a banana and fill me in on this secret mission.’

‘Felicity, how would you like to spend some time in Pompeii?’

‘Before or after it disappeared off the face of the Earth.’

‘A few days before and maybe quite a while after.’

‘Doing what? Cleaning up the mess?’

‘No Felicity, rescuing forty-two orphans before they are, you know, fried to a crisp.’

‘Sound interesting Addric. Tell me more.’

To a woman who loves a challenge, there is nothing more appealing than the thought of an adventure in foreign lands. 

Unfortunately, Addric doesn’t have much to share in the way of details but it’s more than enough to invigorate Lady Felicity’s easily stimulated imagination. 

‘Well, that’s a bit thin on the ground isn’t it,’ she says. ‘Lord what’s his name could have been a bit more helpful.’

‘We have done it before,’ Addric says. ‘But we should check the place out and decide on a plan of action.’

‘I guess so, but who else are you going to hijack for this mission.’

‘I don’t know yet. It all depends on what we have to do.’

At that moment, Addric looks around only to see Felicity’s sister, Countess Demetra wandering down the hallway.

‘So, what are you two plotting and planning this time?’ she says.

‘Ah, Demetra,’ Addric says. ‘It’s lovely to see you again. How would you like to spend a few weeks in Pompeii?’

‘I could think of nicer places to spend a holiday Addric.’

‘It would be for a good cause.’

‘Well then, spill the beans.’

Addric has known Felicity and Demetra for over forty years, and they have not aged in all that time. That has something to do with the fact that they are immortals. They never knew their father, but they have a suspicion that he was a god of some sort.

‘That’s not much to start with,’ Demetra says. 

‘No, it’s not. So, ladies, is that a yes or a no?’

‘Yes, of course it is, you silly boy.’

‘But I want to be the mother figure,’ Demetra says. ‘And you Felicity can be the know-it-all fix-it lady.’

‘That’s me sorted,’ she says. ‘But what about you Addric.’

‘I have already been to Pompeii, to get the lay of the land, if you know what I mean.’

‘And what did you discover.’

‘I eventually found those orphans living cheek-by-jowl in a ramshackle old dump that overlooks a sewage outlet.’

‘And Marcellus, did you manage to track him down as well.’

‘Yes, and he has three jobs, one of which is in a male dominated den of iniquity.’

‘Doing what?’

‘Cleaning mostly.’

‘Then I believe that he deserves a helping hand,’ Felicity says. 

‘And a mother figure as well.’

‘He has four adopted mothers, all of whom need all the help they can get,’ Addric says.

‘Then what are we waiting for?’ 

‘Get your Pompeiian clothes on ladies and let’s get going.’
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A trip through time is not difficult, especially when you know how, and Felicity had mastered that artform a long time ago. The walls of her home are decorated with murals, each of which is a portal to someplace she has visited over time, but Felicity was not interested in sightseeing, she always had an agenda. 

Her purpose was to battle it out with one psychopathic despot or another. Some of those battles have never been resolved and may never be but her routine is simple enough. She studies the field of battle and steps through a mural into one place or another.

‘I don’t think that idea will work this time,’ she says. ‘Our only option is to go to Pompeii and create a link.’

‘I already have one,’ Addric says. 

As a Yumi Master, he can do many things, one of which is to open a portal to any place that he can imagine.

‘Follow me, ladies, but prepare yourself for the stench. Pompeii should have been called Stinky Poo City.’

A moment after they step through the portal, the ground shudders and the columns in the central plaza topple to the ground. Several half-crazed citizens run for cover but the commotion doesn’t last long.

‘That was scary,’ Demetra says. ‘Addric, how long before the big day.’

‘Five at a rough guess.’

‘Okay. Lead on MacDuff, but not that way. I think we are being followed by Roman guards.’

‘And they are not known for being friendly to strangers.’

‘Yes, or so I believe,’ Addric says. ‘Look what they did to Jesus and lots of other people as well.’

They head down one back alleyway after another and into a section of town inhabited by the poor, the desperate and the homeless. The aroma of effluent fills the air but the ragged little kids playing on the street don’t even notice.

‘This is so sad,’ Demetra says. ‘Oh, my God, is that where they live?’ 

The house might have been a nice enough place once upon a time but erosion and the occasional tremor have taken their toll.

‘Yes, I believe so,’ Addric says. ‘So, do you have any ideas as to how we could do this.’

‘Well, we could take them somewhere else.’

‘No, Lord Ashtar was adamant that we should not interfere directly.’

‘What does that mean?’

‘We have to concoct a highly orchestrated routine.’

‘Like what?’

‘Well, I have an idea, but it’s complicated.’

‘And what would that be?’

‘Let’s go back to my place and nut it out. The stench around here is killing me.’

They return to Addric’s coastal retreat, a hidden promontory on the coast of Spain. His den is the place where he usually conducts business, a rather grand room furnished with items that originated in the long-lost civilisation of Lemuria. 

The Mediterranean is visible through the doors and a cool breeze is blowing, so they decide to sit on the verandah instead. Felicity rarely does anything without a drink in hand and decides to raid Addric’s fridge. 

‘All I could find was Dom Perignon,’ she says. ‘My favourite beverage as you know. Feel like an afternoon aperitif perhaps.’

‘Might as well,’ Addric says.

‘So, smarty pants, fill us in on this highly orchestrated idea of yours.’

‘Most of the books that I read were historical accounts of the destruction.’

‘However, there was one rather interesting story that has possibilities, and believe it or not, with a little tweaking, it could fit this situation perfectly.’

‘Settle back ladies and I will read you a bedtime story such as you have never heard before. And hopefully you will be amazed and inspired.’

‘You can only hope,’ Felicity says. ‘So, what is this masterpiece called?’

‘Quietly They Came.’

‘Now, that is intriguing Addric. Okay, I am all ears.’
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They listen closely as Addric relates a tale of a man who had once been a shepherd, but his life changed dramatically after a confrontation on the slopes of a mountain in central Greece.

Long before Delphi was revered as a sanctuary under the watchful eye of Mt Parnassus, and long before it became the home of the legendary oracle, it was the domain of a humble goat herder.  

Ikarios had spent his youth in the wilderness battling wolves on a daily basis. He was sun-browned, of solid build with light brown hair and eyes that mirrored the colour of his soul.

From a vantage point on one of the craggy peaks that overlooked the plain below, he keeps a wary eye out for wolves, but on most occasions, it’s a wolf of a very different nature. He has encountered Panteras on numerous occasions. As to whether he is man or beast, he had no idea.

It is said by Procopio the villager storyteller that his mother was so horrified by the sight of her newborn son that she left him on the hillside to die. 

“It was not the wolves that found Panteras on that dark and stormy night,” Procopio said, “but Hades, the god of the underworld.”

The legend of the singing cave is well known to the locals, and some people believe that it even spews liquid fire. So, one day while his goats are nibbling away at a few sparse plants, Ikarios decides to venture down to take a closer look. 

It is almost dusk and the only evidence of an entrance to the underworld is a small hole in the ground, one that’s concealed by the roots of an old tree, its trunk gnarled by the wind and rain. 

The shrill cry of cicadas fills the air, along with the trill of a thousand invisible crickets. And just as he is just about to leave, Ikarios notices a pale green light issuing from a crack in the ground. 

On numerous occasions, he has heard a tremulous sound emanating from somewhere deep down below, like waves rolling this way and that.

Daylight is fading and he has a flock to look after, and even though there is no sign of Panteras, he has a feeling that he is probably close by. 

Panteras has a taste for flesh and feasts on anything that moves, and he is particularly fond of goats. Ikarios has lost too many of his flock over the years, but on that evening, an almost death-like silence floats through the air. The sun is about to set, and if Panteras is going to make a move it will be soon. 

Ikarios whistles twice and waits for his flock to gather round. They appear one after the other, looking curious as they always do, but this time they look a little more cautious than usual. 

He does a quick headcount but there are only nine goats and not ten. That can only mean that Panteras is nearby, so he takes refuge on a narrow path on the edge of the cliff and waits.

Ikarios has learnt much from the creatures that inhabit the mountain, but sometimes it’s impossible to differentiate between predator and prey. Wasps hunt spiders, spiders hunt flies, and lizards, like scorpions, or even Panteras, will eat anything that moves. 

Ikarios has some skill with the sling but he has also fashioned a whip from the hide of a goat. He steels himself and watches closely as a shadowy figure moves stealthily along the upper edge of the cliff face.

A roaring sound like that of an animal on the prowl emanates through the night, and when he comes into view, Ikarios finally sees Panteras at close range. He has bulging eyes, shaggy hair, overly large limbs, a deformed face and sharp but jagged teeth. 

As soon as Ikarios flicks his whip into the air, Panteras reaches out and grabs it. A grueling tug-of-war ensues but it only lasts a few seconds. Moments later, they tumble down the side of the mountain, hit the ground with an almighty thud and then plummet deep into an underground cave. 

As to how long he was there, Ikarios had no idea. It could have been hours or even days. And other than a vaporous aromatic essence wafting through the air, nothing disturbs the sanctity of the cave.

Not long after, he succumbs to its power, and from that moment on, his mind drifts around in a hazy circling dance. 

What he doesn’t realise is that he is not alone. Agile hands raise him off the ground and place him on a stretcher, and for what seems like an eternity, they travel through tunnels that go deep underground. 

And in the years that follow, Ikarios passes into another life, and during that time he undergoes a metamorphosis of mind, body, and spirit.

‘And that is the main character,’ Addric says.

‘And I presume that you will play his part?’ Felicity says.

‘Possibly, but there is another equally interesting character who appears later on and he has possibilities.’

‘Now I am intrigued Addric.’

‘I want to know what happens to this guy but give me a minute while I refill our glasses.’
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‘Now, Felicity, you are about to find out what happened to our hero.’

‘He dies, doesn’t he.’

‘No way, he can’t.

‘Really, now I am all ears Addric. Carry on, in that case.’

Until the day that she died in an unfortunate accident, Ikarios was married to a beautiful woman called Leandra. A year later, she gave birth to a little girl called Amadea, and as his wife and child found out, Ikarios was a wanderer. 

He spent his life travelling from one town to another, and over time, he had travelled far and wide, but he also had stories about things of which they had never heard. 

Ikarios had sailed the many seas and survived dreadful storms. He had walked with princes and kings, encountered dangerous adversaries and battled barbarians of every shape and form. 

A few months before Vesuvio erupted, he was engaged by a merchant called Lucius Agronis to paint a series of murals for his grand estate, an ostentatious villa that overlooks the city of Herculaneum.

And over a period of months, Ikarios decorates one room after another with majestic frescoes which give the illusion that a room is much bigger than it looks.

Every morning without fail, Amadea steps out the door with a basket in hand and wanders down the cobbled streets to the marketplace. 

She always stops to watch the sculptor chipping away at a block of marble, and as she is pleased to see, he has finally finished the face. It will eventually take pride of place in a shrine dedicated to the goddess Isis.

Even at sunrise, the marketplace is a hive of activity, the aroma of hot bread drifts through the air, along with numerous spices and the babble of many tongues. 

The bird sellers rarely do a brisk trade, but most people stop when they hear the sound of an aureole or that of a chaffinch, birds they have never seen before. 

On that day, Amadea is looking for fresh sardines, but she has to keep a close eye on the riff raff. She does her best to avoid two men in particular, each of whom are doing their best to peddle spurious offerings to one god or another. 

The market stalls are laden with fresh fruit and vegetables and the fisherman are busy as usual. Some are auctioning off the catch of the day, while others brandish a knife or pass the time swatting flies. 

A broad chested man in a shabby brown toga does his best to attract the attention of anyone at all. He has a clutch of baby quail in one hand, and in the other he holds a pheasant with vibrant red plumage. And in a high pitched and equally melodious vein, his wife proclaims yet another catch of the day.

‘A batch of hare,’ she cries, ‘freshly caught game from yesterday’s hunt.’

As she is discussing the price of eggs with an elderly woman, Amadea looks up, only to see a ghostly image of her father standing under an archway at the rear of the marketplace. She knows immediately that something is wrong, and races back to the house, only to find him waiting at the door.

‘Amadea, we have to leave now,’ he says. ‘Something terrible is about to happen. Let’s pack up our things and I will tell you about it on the way.’

They place their possessions in a two wheeled barrow and say goodbye to Herculaneum, and as Amadea is about to find out, they are heading for the city of Pompeii. 

Their journey takes them past farms and vineyards, pine groves and orchards, but the sleeping giant is clearly visible and it is always in their sights. 

Ikarios has spent months watching the subtle changes of the solitary peak that overlooks the Bay of Naples, and even though Amadea has not yet asked, she knows that something is bothering him.

‘That is no ordinary mountain Amadea.’

‘What do you mean by that?’ she says.

‘The people who reside at the foot of Mount Vesuvio have no idea that they live in the shadow in a sleeping giant. It has taken lives before and it is about to do so again.’

On many occasions, the mountain heaves and groans, the ground rumbles, smoke billows from its fiery cauldron. On a few occasions, a cloud of ash and fire rises into the air, and sometimes it is followed by a stream of deadly red-hot lava which can destroy everything in its path.

Vesuvio can take life in an instant but over time, it gives back in equal measure, and its greatest gift is abundance, a rich and fertile soil where vineyards and orchards thrive alongside numerous towns and villages. 

It is here on the plains of Hesperia, perched on the edge of the Tyrrhenian Sea that Greek and Phoenician traders laid the foundation of the Roman empire. 

The reason for their sudden departure gradually becomes all too clear. To confirm his suspicions, Ikarios has to go directly to the source, and in this case, that means a long and perilous climb to the top of the mountain. 

Vesuvio sits side by side with Mount Somma, both of which are covered in a blanket of grey clouds. After a grueling four hour climb, they head back down to the Valley of the Giants and spend the night amidst a forest of pine trees.

Somewhere down below, waves are lapping at the shore, and on that night, they sit around a campfire, contemplating their surroundings. 

The coastline glistens in the evening light, and as the sun sets on the horizon, the landscape changes from green to black, and the lights of one town after another flicker sporadically into life.  
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‘Wow, that’s a really good story,’ Demetra says. ‘And I am starting to get the feel for life in pre-volcanic Pompeii.’

‘So, who wrote this book Addric?’

‘Someone called Pliny, but it wasn’t the Roman author Pliny the Younger who left a record of the destruction of Pompeii.’ 

‘This was written by someone from the 18th century or so I believe.’

‘It sounds as if he was channeling a past life,’ she says.

‘That’s what I thought when I first read it, Demetra.’

‘Okay, carry on, I can’t wait to hear what comes next.’

‘It gets more interesting as it goes along.’

‘Excellent.’

Ikarios only appears to be in the prime of his life, but he has been around for a lot longer than anyone realises. Amadea has heard most of his stories but she has always been intrigued by what happened after he had an almost fatal encounter with a demon on the edge of a cliff.

‘I might have died if I had not been rescued by the people who inhabit the subterranean caverns,’ he said. 

‘I had no idea what was happening at the time, but what I do remember is that we travelled through tunnels that went deep into the world below.’

Ikarios had heard stories about the gods that frequented the underworld, but the last thing he expected is that he would end up in an inner earthly realm called Hyperborea. 

As he discovered, it was a land of plenty inhabited by tall and stately beings who never aged or wanted for anything. Hyperboria was a civilisation of great beauty and splendour, a paradise set amidst a beautiful valley and lofty peaks, a mirage of domes and temples, and luxuriant parks and gardens.

‘I spent three hundred years in that fabled domain where I had an education that would change the course of my life.’

‘Over time, I was placed in the hands of many different masters, each of whom taught me a different skill, but the most important thing I had to learn was to trust my instincts.’ 

He had to train his mind to remember that he was not just a human being but an unlimited being and one for whom all things are possible.

‘The people who inhabit Hyperborea can do things that we only dream about Amadea. And when they do appear on the surface, they assume human form.’ 

After a long period of training, Ikarios learnt how to speak other languages, how to communicate with the Earth, and how to travel from one place to another by using the power of thought. 

To hear him speak of such things is an education for Amadea, and there are many things she does not understand. On one occasion, Ikarios even said that he had travelled beyond the confines of this planet. 

‘It is possible to travel short distances using mind power, but if you wish to travel up there into the sky, you can only do so in a flying chariot, but it’s not a two-wheeled vehicle.

‘Then, what it is father?’

‘It’s a flying chariot.’

‘Really, I cannot imagine such a thing. How does it move father?’

‘The chariot is an extension of your soul, and a vehicle of light, but to travel in this fashion, you must learn to become one with the essence of your soul.’  

‘Could I do such a thing?’

‘No, you would have to be trained by a temple priest, a process which takes a very long time to master.’

‘Can you see that pinprick of light up there?’

‘Yes, I can.’

‘That is not a star up there Amadea, that is a planet called Venus, and it was named in honour of the goddess Isis.’

‘I went there once and saw it for myself. To normal eyes, Venus appears to be deserted, but that is not the case at all.’

‘The inhabitants exist in a different state to us, and if you could see them, they would appear to be beings of light.’

‘So, why did you go there?’ she says.

‘It was a part of my training. My master, who was skilled in many things guided me through the process.’

Ikarios had to undergo a period of intensive meditation in which he had to connect with the vibrations of his soul, and once he had achieved that state, he could communicate his thoughts at a telepathic level.

‘And do you use those skills now.’

‘Some of them I use knowingly, which is why we are going to Pompeii.’

The vision that Ikarios saw was not some passing aberration, Pompeii is about to be destroyed by a volcanic eruption. Amadea presumed they were going to save as many people as possible, but as she is about to find out, they are going to Pompeii for a very different reason.

‘So Addric, who will play the part of Amadea?’ Demetra says.

‘You could do it, but she doesn’t feature in the story after they get to Pompeii.’

‘That’s not going to be any fun.’

‘And is there a brilliant role for me to play?’ Felicity says.

‘There’s a young woman called Ariadne, and she would be just perfect for you, Felicity.’

‘Is that all?’

‘Wait and see. Now, for the next chapter.’ 

Ikarios has lived in many lands and has had many wives and families over the years, but the day always came when he had to pack a bag and disappear, never to be seen again. 

Amadea is not looking forward to that day as she loves her father and could not imagine life without him. For an eighteen-year-old girl to suddenly be abandoned would be devastating, and if that day ever comes, she hopes to have a family of her own.

His decision to return to the surface world was not an easy one and Ikarios could not take off in the middle of the night. Someone would know immediately and he had no choice but to do the right thing. That was a long and complicated process, and it may never have happened at all if he had not earned the respect and admiration of his masters. 

Ikarios had to appear before a committee who had the power to determine if his presence in the surface world would be advantageous to the common good. They could see into the future, and finally agreed that he could return to his native land, but before that, he had to be prepared by the temple priests. 

His mission was to be an emissary of the light, just one of many whose primary task is to shine the light in places where darkness dwells. And he could if he wished share his knowledge but only with those that he knew and trusted. 

Ikarios had developed a range of abilities which could only be used in the most serious of circumstances, and when he did so, they were not to be witnessed by anyone else. 

And if he did not adhere to those conditions, he would lose the right to remain in the surface world and would have to return to Hyperborea.

‘But father, I don’t want you to disappear, never to be seen again.’ 

‘I can assure you that I won’t be going anywhere for a very long time Amadea, and I will always be with you in one form or another.’

‘I have lived on the surface world for over eight hundred years, but I have to return to Hyperborea every now and then as I have other responsibilities.’

‘Do you have a family there as well?’

‘No, I don’t but I was married for a time. Unfortunately, my wife and I were not destined to be life partners and we never had children.’

‘Are we going to Pompeii to save your other children?’

‘My children have all passed on now, but some of their children may still reside in Pompeii.’

‘As to whether they are worthy of being saved will depend on what they have become?’

‘And what do you mean by that.’

‘Some people are good and honest souls by nature and some have been swayed by the dark side.’

‘By the power of Hades do you mean?’

‘No, by the power of Rome.’

‘It is not the mighty empire that it proclaims to be. They have used cruel and violent means to become masters of the world.’

‘The politicians and lawmakers are corrupt and arrogant, and the common people are mired in incest, gossip, superstition, and ungodly practices.’

‘And that’s just to start with.’

‘This planet exists in a state of forgetfulness, and the inhabitants have no idea who and what they are or where they come from.’

If it had not been for a bunch of inebriated men who were responsible for her mother’s death, Amadea would never have understood what he was talking about. And she would never have known about the atrocities committed by the Roman Empire, if it had not been for Leonidas, a man they were yet to meet. 

‘Those Romans were a vicious bunch, weren’t they?’ Demetra says.

Yes, and I should know,’ Felicity says. ‘I often pop back and do my best to make a few of those tyrants eat a lot more than their words.’

‘Are there any tyrants to dispose of in this story Addric?’

‘Yes, a whole cabal, but Ikarios deals with them quite adequately as you will soon see.’

‘Ah ha, so that’s who you are going to be, aren’t you?’

‘I am just thinking about it, Felicity.’

Now, the next five chapters are a bit on the touchy-feely side as Ikarios loses his wife and Amadea is heartbroken.’

‘I want to hear it anyway Addric, even if it’s not going to be a part of our routine.’

‘It’s called research Felicity. We need to know who we are and where we came from.’

‘Yes, of course Addric.’
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CHAPTER 7
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Ikarios was attracted to his wife from the very first moment he ever saw her. Leandra had glistening blue eyes and an unspoiled beauty, a woman of intelligence who could tell a tale in three different tongues. 

Amadea was just a child but she remembers the day that her mother died. They had just settled into their new home in a seaside town and were returning from the markets. It was an unkempt area of town, a reckless jumble of buildings surrounded by the poor and the destitute.

They had brought food for their evening meal and were heading up the steps when a fight broke out between a group of drunken men. Her mother was knocked to the ground and tumbled down the stairs. 

Amadea rushed to her side, but there was nothing she could do. In desperation, she cried out for her father who appeared at her side a moment later. Ikarios took his wife in his arms, but it was too late for Leandra; she had already passed. 

Ikarios may not have done anything at all if it had not been for an insensitive remark from one of the inebriated men at the tavern door. 

He placed his hands on his hips and prepared to do battle with this drunken rabble, but the look on his face was one that Amadea will always remember. 

Even a trained soldier would think twice about picking a fight with the wild men of the city. They spent their days in the tavern and were red-faced from too much wine. They were not afraid of anyone, but they stepped back a pace when they saw Ikarios heading in their direction. 

He approached cautiously, his eyes fixed on theirs, his heart was heavy with grief and he exuded an air of palpable heaviness.

‘We must talk,’ he said. ‘Follow me.’

Amadea did not find out until many years later how Ikarios handled that problem, but he chose to do so out of eyesight. 

Ikarios was just one man against many at the far end of a dark and dismal alley. Night was falling, he was an easy target and they had him in their sights.  

‘So, how would you like to die?’ one of the men said.

‘The question is, where would you like to be buried,’ Ikarios replied.

Another man, one with cold dark eyes and a sanctimonious look on his face whips out a knife, wipes the blade on his filthy toga and holds it to his face. 

‘Put that away or you’ll regret it,’ Ikarios said.

‘What are you going to do about it?’

‘I am going to take you somewhere that you have never been before.’

‘And how do you plan to do that.’

‘Where would you like to be buried?’ Ikarios says. ‘Think of a time and place and do it now.’

Before the men knew what had happened, they were standing on the edge of a ravine on a deserted island in the middle of the ocean. In the dead of night, an icy wind blew in from the Mediterranean and frenzied waves thundered onto the shore. They had no idea what had happened and were terrified to say the least. 

Ikarios left them to stew in their own juices for a few days, and when he returned, it was not as a saviour in garments of white and gold, but in a long black robe, his face concealed by a cowl. 

‘You didn’t think fast enough, but it would not have made any difference anyway. You have committed one crime too many, but you are going to pay for this one.’

‘This is where you will stay until you have been rescued by a passing ship.’

‘Sometime soon, you will hear the ponderous sound of a drumbeat, and if I am correct, it will be accompanied by the splash of oars, which means that it will be a galley, a Roman slave ship in other words.’ 

‘I know for a fact that they stop here on the odd occasion, and they are always looking for new blood to replace the old.’

‘You will be the perfect replacements for the poor souls who have suffered at the hands of a harsh taskmaster.’

‘Enjoy the rest of your life, if you can, gentlemen, but I will be back, of that you can be assured.’

They only had one question. They wanted to know who he was. Ikarios told them that he was a god of the underworld. He did not have to say anymore. 

They had encountered axe wielding Romans on many occasions and knew exactly what fate had in store. Ikarios kept his word and returned every now and then with a basket of food. 

Two weeks later, the men had vanished. He saw footprints on the beach and signs of a struggle but he saw no sign of them at all. 

‘Hopefully, that will teach them a thing or two.’
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CHAPTER 8
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‘Addric, that’s the character you have to play,’ Felicity says. ‘Especially if he can do things like that.’

‘Ikarios has quite a few tricks up his sleeve, as you will soon find out.’

‘Now for another sad chapter, where he buries his wife.’

The practice of burning the dead was the most common way to dispose of a body, but Ikarios loved his wife and was not about to place her on a funeral pyre surrounded by people who saw death as a public spectacle. 

It was a wet and dismal day with a cheerless grey sky when they took her up into the mountains, but for some reason they were followed by a white cat.

It warmed to them immediately but preferred to sit with Leandra in the back of the donkey cart. Amadea decided to call it Peppino, but Ikarios pointed out that their companion was a female and suggested Peppina instead.

It was a long trip up a stony path and it took several days to find an isolated cave, but if it had not been for Peppina, they may never have done so. She found the perfect place, a little grotto with a view of a dappled forest below. 

As they were removing Leandra from the cart, the clouds parted, and the light of a new day spread across the land, only to reveal a garden of yellow wildflowers on the hillside.

Amadea passed the time making a straw wreath intertwined with dry flowers, and a string of garlands made from a wisteria vine that grew by the roadside. 

Ikarios spent the night chipping away at a block of marble into which he carved her name and theirs and the date on which Leandra had passed.

And when she stepped inside, Amadea was amazed to see that her father had created a sanctuary for the woman he loved.

The cave was illuminated by the light of clay oil lamps, garlands decorated the walls and flower petals were scattered around the floor. 

Her mother’s body had been placed in a coffin at the rear and this is where she would spend her days covered by a block of marble and a white shroud. 

Peppina seemed to know exactly what this was about and decided to sit at her feet. Amadea remembers seeing her near the tavern door when her mother died, and even though she did not understand such things at the time, she was probably a vessel for her mother’s spirit.  

The ceremony that followed was obviously something that her father had experienced before, perhaps in some other land, or even in the temples of Hyperborea, but what he said came from the heart.

With his head held low, he recalled memories of the time they spent together and of the love they had shared. 

‘Leandra, our destiny was to be together, even if it was only for a short time, and for a few beautiful years what we shared, we did so with love.’

‘I will always remember the day that I first saw your face. You were buying flowers in the marketplace.’

‘Like the butterfly that lives for a day in the warm winter sun, you rested upon my arm, and for a brief period of time, you were a gift and a joy and a beam of light in the darkness.’

‘Days are like years in the stream of time, and they pass too quickly and in this case, they did.’

‘But the gods saw fit to repay us tenfold with our beloved daughter Amadea. She too has a knowing smile, and she is, in every way like you, serene of nature and noble in aspect. ‘

‘Fear not for her future as she is quick of mind, strong of spirit and gentle, and one day she will be as skilled in the arts as you were in music and song.’

Let it be known that our love will never die, and when the gods see fit to take our daughter back, they will stand and applaud as they are no doubt doing for you at this very moment.’ 

‘This is not the time to express the heartache within. This is a time to reflect and treasure your memory. And even though you are not with us anymore, I know that you will always be by our side.’

‘Until the day that we meet again sweet Leandra, know that you were loved, and the memory of that love will never fade, not in our minds, in our souls or even in our hearts.’
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CHAPTER 9
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‘And he was a sensitive man as well,’ Felicity says. They don’t make them like that anymore.’

‘Yes, they do,’ Addric says. ‘They’re called poets.’

‘All the good ones are dead Addric. So, what comes next.’

‘We meet a spirit of the forest, a woman with magical powers and a heart of gold.’

‘It’s a pity that she won’t be in our routine,’ Demetra says. ‘I am not holding out any hope of finding someone to impersonate.’

‘You could play the part of Leonidas.’

A man, now there’s a thought. Is he a shaker and mover?’

‘He sure is Demetra, big time, and he was born in Atlantis.’

‘That’s me covered. I think I’d do a pretty good job as a man.’

‘Okay, so, now we meet a spirit lady called Mettina.’

Every time Ikarios saw the drunken rabble who frequented the streets, he was reminded of what had happened to his wife, so they packed up their things and moved to another town.

Peppina never left their side and it was apparent that she was not about to let them out of her sight. In the evening, she would curl up at the foot of Amadea’s bed, and during the day she would find a place to soak up the gentle rays of the sun. 

She always knew what was going on, and as soon as they had packed their things, she made herself comfortable on the top of their little two-wheeled barrow. 

They set out on a clear spring day and travelled along a roughly made path that stayed close to the coast. 

There wasn’t much to see, other than the occasional hut, half-starved children living in a clearing, or farmers wrestling bundles of straw. And whenever they could, they spent the night in a sleepy little village. 

Ikarios was in no hurry to find work, not until the pain in his heart had been washed away by the winds of time. He often sat by the seashore, inhaling the scents and sounds of the ocean. And every now and then he would glance back at that lonely cave in a faraway mountain. 

It took several days to reach Spezia, a quiet coastal village at the foot of the Tuscan hills where the scent of orange blossoms mingled with the fragrance of the sea. But if you turned to the west at sunset, you could see a golden glow and the peaks of the Carrara mountains. 

Spezia was the home to a few fishermen, and after a time they found lodgings on the outskirts of the village. It was just an old hut on the foreshore where the woods met a ribbon of sandy beach. 

‘This is better than being out in the open, and it’s somewhere to shelter from the weather,’ Ikarios said. 

The loss of his wife had affected her father more than Amadea realised, but to her horror, he fell into a deep sleep, and no matter what she did, he would not wake up. 

She was all alone and doing her best to hold back the tears, and not knowing else to do, she crawled into the bed beside her father and closed her eyes.

She drifted out the door and into a forest where she encountered a tall and stately woman dressed in a gossamer cloak and a white silk dress.

‘Greeting Amadea, my name is Mettina, and I am an old friend of your father. I believe that he is ailing, which is why I am here.’

Her voice was as soft as honey, and as Amadea would soon find out, Mettina was a healer, but she was nothing at all like the old women who lived in the woods.  

‘Let’s go and see him, shall we?’ 

The shack was dark and musty, so she placed the basket on the floor, hung sprigs of a sweet-smelling plant from the ceiling, and in a matter of moments, the room was rich with the aroma of flowers. 

‘Your father is not lost Amadea, he is somewhere out there with your mother. And with your help, maybe we can tempt him back to life.’

She placed an earthenware pot on the table, along with a loaf of chestnut bread, some honey cakes and a few apples and oranges. She ladled soup from the pot and gave a bowl to Amadea. After which, she took a seat by the bed, dipped some bread into the soup and moistened her father’s mouth. 

‘Food for the soul,’ she said. ‘Food is the best remedy for a lot of things, especially a broken heart.’

Amadea knew very little about the world in which she lived, but on that afternoon, she had an education of a different kind. 

‘So, where do you come from,’ she said.

‘The same place as your father. Has he ever mentioned his homeland?’

‘No, please tell me about it.’ 

Mettina spoke of a world that was so different to this one, where there was no such thing as cruelty or illness, poverty, or crime but a world where people lived for as long as they wanted to. 

‘That is not where your father came from as he was born in this world. Have you ever heard of a place called Hellas, the land of the Greeks?’ 

‘No, I haven’t. Is it a long way from here?’

‘Yes, it is, and you would have to cross the ocean to get there, a journey that would take several days.’

‘But my father is not going to die, is he?’

‘No Amadea, he is not. Ikarios just needs a reminder that he is still alive, and that he has a beautiful daughter who cannot live without him.’

Amadea was only eight at the time but she knew that Mettina was someone special.

‘If you listen closely, you can hear the sound of a million lost souls crying out in the wilderness.’

‘I don’t know what that means Mettina.’

‘It means that one day you are going to realise what your father already knows: that this world is not a happy place.’

Amadea knew of sadness, she had seen it on the faces of the young and old, people who struggled to put food on the table, and people who had nothing to look forward to.

‘But why is it like that Mettina?’

‘Now that is a question asked by wise men and women, and sometimes by little girls as well. And the answer has something to do with the fact that this poor world is in its infancy.’

‘It’s like a child you could say, one who doesn’t know who they are or where they belong.’

‘Will it always be that way?’

‘Yes, unfortunately it will be, for quite a while, which is why it needs people like your father. He is not like other people Amadea. He is just one of many who was born under a special star.’

‘The quality that your father possesses is bravery of the soul, and in time, he will pass that onto to you. But sometimes life can knock you down, especially when the person you love is taken before their time.’

‘Which is what has happened. Your father is not dead. He is out there somewhere in the heavenly realms, but when he comes back, he will be healed. He won’t seem any different but he will be.’

‘Soup is not the only remedy that will lure him back to the world of the living,’ she said. ‘The love of a little girl can do that as well.’

‘Will he ever wake up?’ 

‘If you want to know the answers to that Amadea, you must listen to the voice of the Earth.’

‘And how do I do that?’

‘All you have to do is hold a leaf in your hand. A leaf is alive with the energy of life. The Earth breathes just like us and it feels just like us, but it knows so much more than we do. If you like, I could show you what I mean.’

‘I don’t want to leave my father alone.’

‘There’s a chestnut tree just outside the door Amadea and it probably knows all about your father.’

Mettina plucks a leaf from the tree and places it in the palm of her hand. 

‘Everything you see in this forest started out as one of these, a little baby, you could say. A seed doesn’t need to be told that it will grow into a beautiful big tree because it already knows that.’

‘How could it know that?’

‘How does a baby know that it has to grow? You see, everything you need to know is inside of you. A plant doesn’t know that it can heal unless you tell it to.’

‘If you want a tree that can heal, you have to think about that as you are planting it. And when it is fully grown, it can cure all sorts of problems.’

‘But I want to cure my daddy of his sleeping sickness Mettina.’

‘Then place your hands around the leaf and think about your father.’

It was a cool day, the wind was blowing in the treetops, and as Amadea stood there with her eyes closed, she told her father that she missed him and that she wanted him to come back.

In that moment, something stirred and Amadea felt as if she was a part of the natural world, that it was alive, that it had a heart and a soul and if she made the effort, it would speak to her.

She turns around on hearing her father’s voice, but to her surprise, her mother is there as well.

‘Mettina,’ she cried. ‘What’s happening?’

‘Be not afraid,’ she said. ‘That is your mother and father in spirit form.’

‘Everything would look like this if you had the ability to see it this way.’

‘Does that mean my father is dead?’

‘No, he is not. He is here because you called to him. As I said before, he is out there with your mother remembering the happy times they spent together.’

‘Just in case you haven’t worked it out yet Amadea, this is a dream and you are dreaming. And when you wake up, your father will be by your side.’ 

Amadea remembered nothing of that experience, other than a dreamy confusion of memories, and as to whether it actually happened she cannot say with any certainty.

A balmy breeze drifted through the door, and Amadea woke up, only to see her father stirring a pot of soup over an open fire, and as she was relieved to see, the columns of despair had faded from his face. 

He obviously knew that the remedy for a broken heart was to spend a little more time with the one that you love.
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‘Oh, Addric, that was so beautiful,’ Demetra says, ‘but when are we going to meet this Leonidas character?

‘Right now, Demetra. Prepare to meet the big kahuna himself.’ 

It is a beautiful day and strangely quiet as they make their way to Pompeii. The land is fertile, the pastures rich and green and the aroma of cattle is everywhere. The men work the fields from morning to dusk and only take respite during the heat of the day. 

Young girls chop straw into bundles and then weave it into baskets, while mothers sit under the shade of a tree spinning wool, all the while keeping a watchful eye on the children playing in the garden. 

These people do not know their mountain as well as they should, and they have no idea that they live in the shadow of a volcano. They are not aware that the noise which reverberates from below is not the sound of a hammer on an anvil. And they have no idea that the ever-present smoke haze comes from a furnace that blazes night and day.

These are good and honest people but Amadea knows what is about to happen, and she cannot abide the thought that they are just going to pass by and not warn them of the devastation to come.

‘We have to tell them something father, we have to give them a chance to save themselves.’

‘What could we say that they would believe Amadea. These people would not abandon everything on the word of a passing stranger.’

‘There has to be someone around here that we can talk to.’

Amadea turns at once, only to hear the sound of someone screaming in pain and agony, but the last thing she expected to see is a wild-eyed shepherd boy racing down the mountainside. 

His face is burnt and blistered, his arms and legs are red raw and suppurating, but the look on his face is enough to break a person’s heart. The poor boy collapses. and then drops to his knees. In desperation, his mother races up to Ikarios and cries, ‘Stranger, I know not what to do. Help him, please,’ she cries.

Ikarios knows the arts of the physician, but it is far too late for this poor boy. He is surrounded by a sea of expectant faces, so he takes a long deep breath and decides to say something.

‘I am sorry, I cannot help your son, but I can tell you why this happened.’

‘The smoke that issues from the top of that mountain comes from deep inside the ground, and in the next few days, it is going to get worse.’

‘What do you mean?’ the woman says.

‘This mountain is going to explode, and when it does, it will rain fire and ash and destroy everything in its path.’

‘But how do you know this.’

‘That mountain is a volcano. It has done this before and it’s about to do so again.’

‘Then what
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