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Cassidy Cane goes by many titles—archeologist, anthropologist, adventurer—but none more fitting than that given to her on some strange worlds: Slipstreamer.

Cassidy slips between worlds, traveling to bizarre planets and alternate Earths to find extraordinary new technologies and artifacts that might better humanity!

This time, the President-elect of Impasto, Corrie, has been exiled into our world in a "reductivity capsule" from the visually brilliant world of Turnzed, and Cassidy has to return the president and help her reclaim her rightful place by proving she didn't steal... The Key of Impasto!

Table of Contents

THE KEY OF IMPASTO CAROLYN R PARSONS & JD RYOT

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

CHAPTER ELEVEN

CHAPTER TWELVE

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

CHAPTER NINETEEN

CHAPTER TWENTY

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

SCIENCE-FICTION FROM ENGEN BOOKS

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER ONE


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


“Tell me quick. You know I simply hate waiting.”

It was rare that Professor Herbert Gamgee didn’t hear someone approach him, given his lab was in a wide-open space, stark, sanitary, silver and cold that sound echoed through like an early warning alarm. Today, however, he was clueless that Cassidy Cane was behind him until she tapped him on the back and spoke. Professor Gamgee turned, and as he did, he knocked a small glass item over that rolled to the end of the table and off its edge. With the reflexes of a much younger man, he stretched out his hand and caught it before it dashed to bits on the cold hard floor. His heart pounded. That was a close call. He peered into the bulbous globe and gulped. 

“Are you okay?” he asked.

“I’m fine, thank you. How are you doing?” Cassidy wound her hair into a ponytail and slipped a band over it to hold it in place. 

“What?” Professor Gamgee asked.

“I said, I’m fine, how are you—” Cassidy repeated.

“No, not you, her,” he said pointing to the odd-looking object he’d just saved from being bashed to dust on the floor. He turned back to it, tapped the noise-reducing headphones on his head and asked again.

“You know, Doc, there’s a fine line where eccentricity slips over into wackadoodle, and you’re close to crossing it. Her who?” Cassidy sized him up, finger at her chin. His white headphones and microphone oddly balanced with his thick glasses. Was he talking to a snow globe? No, he must have somebody on Skype. Yes. Of course.

“It was an accident, I didn’t mean to...no, no, she’s capable, she isn’t clumsy at all. I was wearing the headphones and I didn’t...yeah maybe you’re right, we can put you in a—”

“I hope you and your snow globe will be very happy together. I’ll leave you two alone.” Cassidy lifted a sardonic brow, folded her arms and waited for him to regain his sanity. She had no intention of leaving.

“What?” He yelled, this time to Cassidy and not his imaginary friend.

“Take off the headphones.” Cassidy rolled her eyes and pointed to her own ear to indicate what she was saying.

“What?”

“Take off the headphones,” she repeated louder.

“Oh, yes. Cassidy. Okay, sorry, yes. Just a moment. Corie, I have to talk to Cassidy, I’ll be right back,” he said, before he pulled off the headphones and set them on the table.

“Who are you Skyping with?” Cassidy glanced around, looking for the computer.

“I’m not Skyping with anyone.” He indicated the laptop on a shelf, lid shut.

“Then you’re talking to yourself? And what is that anyway?” She pointed to the oddly shaped rock or geode or something on his desk that he’d nearly broken when she’d startled him.

“That is not a what. It is a who. Well, it’s a what as well, I guess. It’s all quite spectacular really, she I mean. Both, it, and her. She’s your next assignment and she’s a marvel.”

“She?” Cassidy moved in closer, feeling a bit ridiculous. It looked was an inanimate object. She reached out and with her fingernail. Tap tap tap.

“No, not that. That’s her, um, container. She’s inside. Look right there, at the tiny window. I didn’t notice at first, either. I found this in a potato field in the Netherlands near the portal at Kleve years ago. It was filthy, I washed it and used it as a paperweight. Can you believe it’s been on my desk the whole time? I thought it was an ordinary lump of glass. Forgot all about it. Until yesterday when I finally heard her.”

“Okay, back up. Heard who?” Cassidy was getting exasperated at his disjointed explanation.

“Corie. Corie in the jar.”

“What?”

“Look. Here. Put these on, and look.”

Gamgee held out the headset and Cassidy took it. She put on the headphones, adjusting them to fit over her hair. 

“Say hello,” Gamgee encouraged.

“Hello,” Cassidy said, shooting him a look. 

“Hallo,” a woman’s voice answered.

“Oh, hello,” Cassidy repeated. Looking around the room for the source of the voice. “Where is she?” 

“Look in there,” Gamgee said with a triumphant grin. “As I said, look through the tiny window.”

Cassidy bent down for a closer look at the globe. There was a tiny electronic device attached to one side with tape, otherwise, it appeared to be a ball of etched glass and not really a globe at all. It was more jar-shaped, kinda fat in the middle, flat on the bottom as if it were carved out of a solid chunk of quartz or some similar crystalline mineral. She touched the top of it again, noting it had diamond-like cuts as well, tiny facets so small that it nearly appeared to be smooth until you looked at it closely. 

She picked it up.

“Careful,” Gamgee cautioned.

“I’m always careful,” she volleyed. 

Startled that it was so lightweight, she turned it over. Hollow perhaps? It caught the light as she rotated it and colours refracted off its surface, red, yellow, blue, Primary colours only. How peculiar, she thought. Then she spotted the window Dr. Gamgee had referred to. It was tiny, no bigger than a nano sim card for a smartphone, square and clear, like a little keyhole. She squinted and peered through it. 

Then it opened and she didn’t need to squint anymore. Without changing at all, in any discernible way, it expanded and suddenly, somehow, there was a full-size window in front of her. An illusion of one anyway as she still held the orb in her hand. It was impossible. The scale wasn’t right. She glanced away, everything appeared normal, the globe still the same size in her hand, yet when she looked at the tiny window. Bam! It grew larger so that while she held a palm-sized container, the window to the inside of it allowed her to look as though she looked out one of the windows in Professor Gamgee’s lab towards the outside.

“Say hello to Corie!” Gamgee said, his voice high pitched and excited as though he were introducing her to Howard Carter, the famous archaeologist who excavated King Tut’s tomb. Except this was even more unlikely than meeting a dead hero.

Cassidy looked again. She’d seen the window but no person. In fact, all she could see was a swirl of red, yellow and blue that glazed the view, like a painted curtain over a window. She was about to call him on his practical joke when the colours morphed into a more defined pattern and churned like a smoothie in a blender until it seemed as though all the colours in existence blended together like the molten wax of a Crayola 64 crayon pack. 

Then a whorl of light arranged itself in a mesmerizing prism until a tiny dot appeared in its center. The dot, that could only be explained as a point of clarity. It grew so that the window enlarged further before her eyes and she could see into its depths. 

Cassidy was held spellbound. “That’s incredible,” she said as fields of green grass and blue sky unfolded in her line of vision. Then, finally, into the field, walked a young woman, probably around Cassidy’s age, in a blue dress with a red blouse and yellow shoes. Her hair was the colour of wheat in sunshine and a smile dented her lovely face. 

“I’m Corie Kerkvest and I need you to return the key home,” the pretty young girl in the globe said. “Professor Gamgee says you are the one who can.” 

“I’m Cassidy Cane,” Cassidy replied, breathless at the scene before her. 

“Do you see her? Do you?” Professor Gamgee asked, his voice as excited as a child’s.

“I do,” Cassidy said. She could not tear her eyes away from the world in the palm of her hand. She didn’t even want to try. She wanted to look into the depths of the orb forever. 

“Oops, Corie, she’s stuck, like I was. Perhaps you should—” Professor Gamgee said, noticing Cassidy’s trance. 

The colours faded and in a moment Corie stood under a pale blue sky as ordinary as the one outside the lab, with bland white clouds that shuffled along. 

Released from the hold on her, Cassidy looked away from the globe. 

She turned to Gamgee and said in her best Desi Arnaz impression, “you, professor, have some ‘splaining to do.”
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“I should have thought to connect two amplifiers before.” The professor fussed with the electronic device attached to the side of the globe next to the first one. 

“Can’t I just talk to her without you?” Cassidy waved to the woman inside, still reeling from it all. Corie waved back. It was so strange. She should have looked like a miniature, but some trick of the window created the illusion that the inside of this odd globe was as large as the outside world — her world. Corie, inside the strange capsule, looked to even be a few inches taller than Cassidy herself. And those colours. They were just regular colours but — not. Somehow, they enthralled her far more than regular colours ever could. She had no idea why. Perhaps it was the lighting inside that caused that peculiarity. Whatever it was, once captivated, it was impossible to look away and the joy of that beauty, the swelling of pleasure in her chest from it, well, it was inexplicable really. It made her incredibly happy yet after, left her disconcerted. 

“Waiting isn’t so difficult if you learn to enjoy the view,” Corie said, waving her hand so that the clouds over her head turned once more from ordinary white puffs to startling red, blue and yellow swirls blending into an incandescent mix of brilliant hues. 

Cassidy jumped at her voice then, once more, became mesmerized by the spectacular effects.

“Cassidy,” Gamgee said.

“Leave me alone.” Annoyed, she swatted the air with the back of her hand in his general direction.

“Can you both hear me? Test-test. One, two, three...”

Corie jumped and placed her hands over her ears.

“Roger,” Cassidy shouted, “but it’s too loud though. Turn it down. For fritter’s sake, turn it down!” She had been working hard to clean up her language a bit and had taken to substituting food terms when the urge hit. Having her ears blasted by Gamgee was reason enough to break out the baked goods.

“Who is Roger?” Corie yelled, pursing her lips in confusion.

“It’s a saying, it means ‘yes,’” Professor Gamgee replied. This time the volume was at a normal level. He looked chuffed with himself at his cleverness at having solved their communication issue. 

“Alright, now you can tell me what this is about and what the job is,” Cassidy said, disappointed that the clouds were back to boring puffy white but able to look away and ask the question of the professor to his face.

“I found Corie—” Professor Gamgee said. 

“I was sent outside our—” Corie said at the same moment.

“Please, stop, I can’t listen to you both at once. Professor, go first. And you’re still a bit loud, lower your volume a bit more please.”

“Okay!” Gamgee’s voice blasted. Cassidy jumped and pulled the earpieces away from her ears.

“Wrong way!”

“Oops,” He adjusted something. “Sorry. Is this better?” 

“Yes,” Cassidy adjusted her headset as well. ”Now that we’re all wired and my eardrums have been saved from shattering, go on, Professor.” She peered at Corie who still had hands over her ears, just in case.

“I found Corie, the container specifically, in a potato field in Holland when I was scouting the portal there. It was covered in filth and I tossed it in my bag with a few other items. I brought it back with me and shined it up, laid it on my desk and pretty much forgot about it.

“Until I finally attentioned him,” Corie said. 

“How long has it been here?” 

“A year,” Gamgee responded. “Just a bit over that really. Anyway, I thought nothing of it. It sat there pretty and useful as a paperweight.”

Cassidy had noticed it on his desk; hadn’t thought much of it either. He had an assortment of odd artifacts about, some of which she’d acquired for him in her many jaunts through the portals this past while.

“I tried so hard to call him. To wake up him. But little is the sound of me.” Corie had an interesting voice pattern but Cassidy could understand her. That would improve as the universal translating kicked in. 

“So, you sat here? You could hear him? Us? But couldn’t get us to respond?”

“Yes. Sound it is in but not it is out. Certainly, it was not much to listen until arrived you. Professor talks no interesting things. All sciency and boring it is.”

“Physics
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