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The Throne was intended to be a single seventh volume in the editors' history of the Interregnum, the turbulent years following the 1941 deposition of James IV as High King of Hibernia and the Federated Worlds of the Timestream. It was to relate the stories behind the restoration of the Throne, accompanying this with background information on the history of the Irish throne and how it came to dominate the earth now known as Hibernia (Ortho to the Metans).

Little did Rhiannon and Lady Mara guess when they put to Lucas, Lord Caine, the famous ages-old Royal Archives encryption problem in an attempt to shortcut his path to Ollamh in mathematics, that he would not only succeed and win the Murdoch prize where hundreds before had failed, but in the process rewrite Hibernian history. Thus, rather than a thirty-thousand word exposition of that era involving perhaps three chapters, we were faced with winnowing material from over forty thousand pages of never-before read primary sources penned by the participants. Moreover, the fifteenth century collection included copies of two additional MS of great significance--a brief one from the eleventh century, and a longer one from the fourteenth, plus sufficient clues to locate the originals, held in a safe deposit box at Tara from about 1440.

Culmanic Parts, book one of The Throne, began with a never before published memoir of Queen Catherine on the founding of the modern Hibernian High Kingship by Brian Boru after the battle of Clontarf in 1014, when he placed crowns on the heads of the man who had just saved his life and the woman who had turned the battle. Catherine's early life, her role in the battle, and the details of the Brian's manipulations were previously unknown to historians.

The larger second portion, subtitled All The King's Horses is a fuller version of a popular play known in late fourteenth and early fifteenth century Ireland. Authenticated from other sources as penned by Katherine the Culmanic (Queen Kat), it covered her early years growing up in the home of Rufus Maynard, co-founder of the Culmanic method with King Cullin, her part in the re-unification of Ireland under a single crown, and the genesis of the scientific and industrial revolution the culmanics touched off.

The third and majority portion of Book one covered the early life and times of Amy Rea (b 1415), her education, re-casting of the Culmanic as "Science", and involvement with prominent figures of the time in the political and military affairs of Ireland under Cormac VI and Dermot I. It concluded with her induction into the Royal Army Naval Corps as a ship's officer upon her academy graduation in 1434.

Rea's Blood, book two of The Throne, picked the history up at that point, offering by means of her own journals and those of her associates, an intimate perspective on her life at sea, the battles that shaped her navy, her rise to admiral, and the final battle at Trafalgar, during which she was shot down on the deck of Victory and killed.

Tara's Mother, book three of The Throne, continues the story in the aftermath of Trafalgar, for the land war still ravaged Europe, and the problem of a wicked regicide on Ireland's supposedly righteous throne still must be resolved.

Again, we have available to us a rich supply of primary and secondary sources--hospital records, ships' logs, military dispatches, newspaper reports by embedded participants on two fronts, the diaries kept by Amy Rea's successors and students, including Amethyst Meathe, (also decrypted by Lord Caine), later reminiscences by their associates, and of course, the definitive works by Ollamh Seanacha Amyrea Walsh published after 1480. The latter have long been regarded as authentic, as Walsh conducted extensive interviews and correspondence with Amy Rea's closest associates (including her grandfather Torin Walsh), all but two of whom were then still living, and we still have the originals of her notes and working papers. Remarkably, though this material contained veiled references to "the secret" not a hint of its substance ever leaked into published materials.

As in our other histories, we offer this in a fictionalized narrative for popular consumption. See the authors' papers in Tara History and European History for the scholarly renditions and discussions of these papers.

Weights and measures have been rendered without conversion. As this is not a scientific treatise, it should suffice to keep in mind that the Belagic distances used before 1452, though having the same names as the later Hibernian universal measures (until the nineteenth century) and the almost identical modern Tirdian Imperial, were about nine percent longer than either, and that there was only one version of the Irish mile, not a separate one for nautical use.

Dates before January 1, 1260 are in the Julian calendar. Those after March 1, 1400 are in the Patrician calendar, identical to the Tirdian Gregorian calendar in the proleptic sense. Between those two dates they differ from the latter by one day.

Finally, some notes on translation. The Irish Gaelics of the eleventh, thirteenth, and fourteenth centuries were quite different from each other, and vastly so from the modern language, considering the latter's heavy borrowings from Tirdian English and modern Babylonian. This created many challenges, and we may find that subsequent scholarly work will alter some of our best-efforts renderings, particularly of technical terms employed by the first scientists, or "culmanics" as they called themselves, for the private notes we have relied on sometimes contain words for which there is no match in the published papers of the day. We have rendered Christian, family, place, and ship names for the most part in modern Hibernian Gaelic form, which is in most cases close to some Tirdian English equivalent, but this is a challenge, in view of there being little consistency in the original spellings. Two examples: the Dutch name "Beatrijs" is rendered as "Beatrix" for both Gaelic and English, whereas the ship name "Coscar" is left in the modern Gaelic version, but translated to "Victory" for Tirdian English. However, some attempt has been made to preserve the diversity of Irish surnames, some of which had hundreds of spelling variations before the seventeenth century.

We have attempted to translate informal idiom to modern equivalents in both Gaelic and Tirdian English, but these are by no means literal. Readers should also keep in mind that until Irish Gaelic became ubiquitous in the seventeenth century, all scholarly work was published in Latin, and that every scholar had to be literate and well-read in Latin, Greek, Hebrew, and the major European languages.

 

NOTE: Although The Throne as a whole can be thought of in a sense as Volume 7 of The Interregnum, the first three books of The Throne can be read without first reading anything in The Interregnum. However, this Book 3, Tara's Mother, is sequel to Book 2, Rea's Blood and Book 1, Culmanic Parts.
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by General Editors
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Worlds of The Timestream

From: A Guide For Federation Security Agents

by Patrick O'Toole

Tara, The King's Library, 1941 (rev 2005, 2010, 2012)

 

The Timestream is a spatio-temporal medium providing access to at least six known versions of planet Earth arranged in hexagonal fashion. Each has different histories and societies, some different geologies, but all have the same physical laws and chronology. Travel from one planet to another is via timestream vehicles developed by scientists of the Federated Earths (Hibernia and Babylon) from specifications transmitted by the Metans in 1791, though a few people may achieve the feat without such assistance. At critical historical points (nexi) on one of the planets, some crucial decision(s) results in two earths, with the same prior history, but differing subsequent ones. Major events on neighbouring planets in the timestream affect each other strongly, but not necessarily symmetrically.
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Notes:

1 All but those of Water World also call their planet "Earth".

2 Tirdia: introduced by patriotic Hibernians who objected to "Prime".

3 Constitutionally, Hibernia or Ortho earth is "Greater Ireland".

4 The continents of Tirdia, Hibernia, Para, and Desert are similar.

5. Detailed information on each of the planets can be found in the Appendices at the back of the book.

* member of the "original" Federation of Worlds. Meta was later added.

 






Part I

 

 

Lost and Found
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Courtesy of Royal Army records, we already knew that James Kennedy was a MIS (Military Intelligence Service) Colonel under the direct command of MIS General and Chair of the General Staff Clement Tighen. Assigned to Amy Rea as bodyguard, he served as bosun and fleet purser aboard Victory to and through Trafalgar. He was slightly wounded when prisoner Maria O'Hare escaped custody, but was one of two bosuns to survive the battle in which Admiral Amy Rea lost her life, and was then transferred to Belfast to operate an assessment and recovery office for RANC. Per his own writings and those of his staff, his real reason for being there was to locate and care for Joane O'Donnell, Rea's flag officer, who had been injured at Trafalgar, and shipped to Armaugh Hospital. Unfortunately, the escaped prisoner, Maria O'Hare, now known by him to be Marcie Caine, sworn enemy of both Amy Rea and Joane O'Donnell, had been sent to Armaugh with the woman she had once tried to kill. Both were suffering from severe life threatening head traumas, and Kennedy feared for the life of the woman he loved should Caine recover first.

--the editors

 

Jim Kennedy, Armaugh and Belfast, November 26, 1439

By the time he could responsibly leave his new office in Belfast and make the coach trip over to Armaugh RA Hospital, yet another week had passed since leaving Dublin and Amy Rea's funeral, but he was optimistic things were looking up. He was out from under the pretence of ship's discipline as a bosun, ostensibly assigned to the Belfast yards as Fleet Bosun RANC liaison while actually still serving as MIS operative for Tighen, and in both capacities having freedom to define his work. His staff included Bosun John Savage, Artificer Lew Jones, in addition to Midshipmen Sam O'Doule, and Al Maguire, all arrived with him on Victory, all seconded to his office, for the grand lady of the seas was now a battered near-wreck with little need for crew.

The five shared a large house on a farm property with Martin Kilbane, former cook for Amy Rea, who had mustered out and was working for the Travellers' Hotel in downtown Belfast, and with Brian Baxter, also mustered out and now doing freelance scribing for Belfast clients. Since all seven preferred to eat late, they had full advantage of the master chef after he finished preparing the hotel dinner.

The property was owned by Savage and Baxter, who'd pooled their prize money for the purchase, then persuaded Kennedy and the others to take up residence with them in the rambling farmhouse, the only stipulation being that they two had a sacrosanct locked workroom the others must refrain from entering. Two local couples shared an adjacent home and supervised hands for the farm--a mixed grain and cattle operation that had been in business for decades.

The rest of Victory's rump crew had been either paid off or mustered out, many here in their home town, or, and dispersed to other RANC ships. General Tighen remained in Tara, and the three officers who'd brought Victory home had all been reassigned.

At the office, Kennedy also had the services of up to two secretaries from the RA pool and whomever he needed of a second pool of injured seamen as messengers. The office had real work--determining which of the many crippled RANC ships now anchored or tied up on the military side of the port could reasonably be repaired and refitted for service, then arranging contracts to do the work. They also had a budget quota, beyond which they could do nothing.

We'll work our butts off, but at least eat like royalty, courtesy of Kilbane. But now to find my queen, and let's hope and pray she's in better condition than she was at Cadiz. Surely Armaugh has taken good care of her.

What worried Kennedy was that Joane had been sent there in the company of Maria O'Hare, her Palace Security-directed enemy. But O'Hare's brain is damaged and she amnesiac, so surely no threat.

He stepped off the inter-city coach outside the enormous RA hospital complex and stopped to watch the changes in progress. The nearly six hundred bed facility had a vast chasm beside it where the bones of an even larger building swarmed with hundreds of construction workers. Stands to reason. The sea war has just dumped thousands into the RA hospital system, and the land war has some time and many casualties yet to go.

He wasn't prepared for the chaos inside. The entrance foyer contained four beds. More lined the hallways in every direction. About half were jury rigged in two tiers as bunks. Staff bustled everywhere consulting clipboards and preparing drug doses on the run. The din was continuous.

A little shaken, he made his way to the information counter. Behind it sat three clerks working the teletalkies, handling a continuous stream of paper from the printers, annotating patient files, room assignments, and physicians' records. Even part of their space had been co-opted for two stacked beds.

"Yes, Bosun?" The duty clerk was short, sharp, and obviously too busy to take real interest in him.

"Kennedy of Victory to visit patient Joane O'Donnell, RA Colonel, wounded at Trafalgar."

The unimpressed clerk spun a rotary card index, flipped through several cards, and replied, "Sorry, no such person."

His heart leapt. "She's been discharged?"

"Nope. No one by that name has been admitted in the last three months."

A physician edged in beside Kennedy and tossed the clerk a file. He accepted it and started to turn away.

"No, wait. She was with another woman, name of Maria O'Hare. Once they were cleaned up, they would have looked much alike, almost twins."

The clerk grimaced harshly, set the file folder down, and spun the index a second time. "Nope, also none such."

He was frantic now. "But Cadiz sent them here. Where else could they have gone?"

"Don't shout at me Bosun, or I'll have the MPs remove you to a lockup. No such patients. End of conversation." He picked up the file and walked to the cabinets at the rear.

Kennedy stood there stunned for a few seconds, then suddenly realized someone was tapping him on the arm. He turned to find himself facing the physician who'd delivered the file.

"Colonel-Physician John O'Neil, head trauma unit."

"James Kennedy, late of Victory."

"The ship of legend. Well, I have ten more patients to deal with, but the RA owes her heroes more than what that man is prepared to give." He gestured toward the clerk, who was now arguing with one of his fellows over where to file a record.

"Can you find out anything he can't?"

"Better than that. I remember them precisely because they looked much alike--similar facial structure and hair. I examined both. One had a caved in skull, severe concussion, was conscious and functional, but profoundly amnesiac. The other had a mild head trauma, assorted other wounds, but was catatonic, severely battle-shocked. The RA wing of Belfast General sent them over because they were stable, needed surgery they couldn't get there, and required long term care."

"Yes, that's them. Joane O'Donnell is the catatonic one, Maria O'Hare the other."

"Your connection?"

"Officer O'Donnell and I are very good friends. I had hoped..."

"You're not actually a relative, and obviously not their superior officer."

"So you may tell me nothing more. Tell me, Colonel, what is your security clearance?"

"Four."

"I invoke it."

"Not possible unless yours is higher."

Jim Kennedy pulled a card from his belt pouch.

"An MIS colonel passing himself off as a mere sergeant. Impressive."

"This conversation is now MIS-protected, Colonel-Physician. Now, what do you know about the two women?"

"Very well." O'Neil lapsed into medical-professional mode. "They present rather different cases, though we see a lot of both these days. With the proper surgery to repair her skull and relieve pressure on the brain, O'Hare has a modest chance of a full physical recovery. The correct physical and mental trigger might release her amnesia even without an operation, though she won't live long without surgery."

"And the other?"

"Your lady? Her head injuries were not nearly so serious and are mostly healed. Brain maybe a little scrambled. The X-rays indicated a number of broken bones now healed, some from a while back. We did remove three musket balls that looked like they'd been there a while. At this point, there's little physically wrong with her, and no external sign of head injury, though one was mentioned in the file. Mentally, it's a different story. We couldn't do a complete psych evaluation in the time she was with us, but I'd say she's deeply trapped inside a series of mental and physical horrors. I've only seen a few other cases of battle shock as bad, and none worse. All were institutionalized, and none have improved, much less recovered. Less serious cases, given time and much care, have occasionally shown slight gains, but the victims report headaches and nightmares, usually for the rest of their lives. Many suicide as soon as they begin to realize their condition."

Oh, Lord of Heaven, let me help them. Surely I can love Joane back from her Hell.

"So why is there no record of them at the desk? Where are they? Can I see them?"

He shrugged. "Can't answer the last two questions, though the first is easy. Neither name was in the RA database, so they were refused admittance."

"Refused? General Tighen could vouch for Colonel O'Donnell, and I'm sure Palace Security would for O'Hare." Though they'd have to break her cover to do it. Wait. Of course. O'Donnell is supposed to be dead, so wouldn't be in the current database. And O'Hare was a pseudonym for Caine, so also unknown. If only I had been able to get here earlier.

O'Neil waved a hand at the chaos around. "That was three weeks back. As I told the other officer who enquired last week, you can see what things are like--worse even than Belfast General. We already have five hundred per mille more patients than our design capacity, and I'll wager the nine hundred bed addition will fill in weeks. No one would have considered checking to that level on behalf of either. After initial assessment, I was informed they were classed as civilians and inadmissible, then I was reassigned to other evaluations. I never saw either again, though I did find their files in the trauma unit later. Apparently the folders were accidentally left behind when they were refused."

It took Kennedy a few seconds to process this. "Wait. Who enquired?"

"He didn't give his name but I recognized him from our school days as John Carty--goes by Albert, his middle name. Don't think he realized or cared who I was. Always was a pompous weasel. How he got a commission is beyond me."

"The Lord's son." That palace toady was here looking for them a week ago? If he's found them, he and Maria would make short work of Joane. "So they were sent off without any papers? Where?"

A voice came over a speaker then, "Physician O'Neil to the head trauma unit with dispatch."

"Sorry Kennedy, I must go. Since they had no money, you'd best try the paupers' ward in the civilian wing over at Belfast General. The civilian hospital here in Armaugh is quite small and couldn't take cases like theirs, so they'd have transported them back to the coast."
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But the next morning when he presented at Belfast General, he learned little more. The military wing had initially processed the two under the names sent with them from Cadiz, and transferred them to Armaugh. They had no further record. The civilian wing had papers for two unidentified civilian women with head injuries admitted November fourth from Armaugh, registered without papers under the anonymous names of Patty and Jane Meathe, examined, then released on their own recognizance two days later.

The charge assistant on the pauper's ward provided slightly more, "'An I recall, one of the pair was sharp and functional, just couldn't remember anything of her past. She took a panic when she saw some fella nosing around asking about them, hushed us all, and hid they two in a closet. Then, when he left, she signed the both out. Extremely protective of her silent twin she was. Fed and clothed her, cleaned her, led her about by the hand, talked to her constantly, nor mind she got no response."

"You have no idea where they went?"

"Sorry, none. Belfast is a big place these days."

It had to be Carty that came here. Why would Maria O'Hare dodge her ally? And why would she be protective of Joane when she spent years hunting her as an enemy, tried to kill her more than once? 'Course, if she doesn't know who she or Joane are, only vaguely recognized Carty, and saw his queries as a threat without actually knowing him either... When I do find them I'll have to be extremely careful not to spook them.

But, enquire as he might over the next several weeks, the trail had ended. He learned nothing more.

 


 

 

[image: 2sf-header]

 

 

Patty Meathe, Belfast, November 1439-January 1440

November 4

I started this diary today at Belfast General Hospital when they told me my sister and I had been admitted with no records, and I couldn't even remember how we were injured, even how we got there, except that it was in a green transporter. Obviously I'm going to need a record of the days so I can read it each morning, and today's self isn't cut off from the previous days' ones.

Right, so I am "Patty Meathe" and my sister's name is "Janet"--both anonymous pseudonyms the hospital made up when we could tell them nothing. Such has been standard practice at hospitals, jails, and morgues for several decades now to tag indigent unknowns. It started in the reign of one of the Meathe kings when such folk were first cared for from tax dollars, then termed "the King's children" and finally labelled with Pat and Paddy Meathe. And, how do I know all that?

I've got a superficially healed caved in head from being forcibly collided with something that scrambled my brains like yesterday's eggs. Janet's a zombie, trapped inside her brain, staring at the world from vacant eyes, unable to respond, feed or dress herself, even walk unless I take her by the hand. At least she can get by without a diaper. Now. Not a couple of days ago, say the attendants.

This here's the paupers' ward, meaning there's a charge assistant on duty sometimes, a doctor drops in for a cursory visit once a day, and our large crowd of fellow patients are mostly drunks, senile, or faking illness to get a warm bed and three meals till the hospital decides there's nothing wrong with them and sends them back to the streets.

Of the city, I know only that it wasn't much more than a sleepy village until the culmanic revolution got going a century ago, then rapidly became an important ship building centre for both military and civilian vessels. Now, you explain how I knew that, yet find the streets around the hospital entirely unfamiliar. Yeah, I suppose I shouldn't have been wandering alone outside the hospital, but a lost girl's gotta at least know the lay of the surrounding land, and the security here's a joke.

 

 

November 5

Doc says my headaches might go away by themselves; there's nothing he can do. Sheep poop. I could tell him a thing or two about head trauma, especially if I think about it a bit. The pressure on my brain is giving me headaches, affecting my eyes, wiping my memory of anything more'n a day or two back, less'n I read it here in this diary written by yesterday's self.

He also claims Janet is an incurable whacko psych case, needs to be locked up for her own good. Maybe she can't be fixed, but given she looks enough alike me that she's obviously my blood, there's no way I'm abandoning a sister to a creep like him.

 

 

November 6

Read that entry from yesterday, and I take it back. The doc can't hold a match to the jerk was in here today. I'm sure I know him from a previous life or two, and he's baddest news. Daren't ask him why, so when I saw him buzzing around like the insect I'm convinced he is, I asked the charge med assistant not to give us away and we hid. My shaved and misshapen head, and Janet's generally crumpled look may make us kinda hard to recognize, but I'm taking no chances. Saw him leave with a scowl on his face, and I don't think the MA lied very convincingly, so I'm checking the both of us out of this death trap for parts unknown before he has a mind to try again. Read that last sentence, and tell me who has more a mind--him or me. Note to self--gallows humour.

 

 

November 7

Janet surprised me today by noticing a half crown piece on the street that I'd have missed. Guess her eyes were down whilst mine were casting about for more upright prospects to ameliorate our situation. She managed to pick it up and hand it to me, though just as vacantly as she does everything else. It bought us two decent meals already, with enough over for a couple of days yet. Got to find a way to get more. It's tough living in an alley with nothing but a cardboard box for protection. I've recorded the location here in case we spend a night elsewhere and need to know how to find "home".

 

 

November 9

We did all right begging the last two days. My shaved and bashed-in head, and Janet's disconcertingly vacant stare got us some sympathy and a few coins. Not too satisfying an occupation, though.

Finding I need to keep my left eye closed when I'm out in bright light. Double images are too confusing. Headaches very severe, especially in the mornings.

 

 

November 10

It's the Lord's Day today, and I took us off to church. Like many Irish city churches, it's called St. Patrick's. It's old, a somewhat run down cathedral in the heart of the city centre, and its location forms a roughly equilateral triangle a few blocks to each side with the hospital to its northeast and our alley to its southeast. The old cathedral has fallen on hard times with people moving away from the commercial core, and is attended mostly by poor or working folk. There's little money for building repairs, and none to hire a priest, so the elders and deacons do the ministry training work. More posh folk around town join churches that meet in newer, larger, less droughty buildings.

New data point. I know I am a Christian, that I've trusted in Christ for salvation, though I've no recollection of where and when. Janet I couldn't say. She was completely unresponsive at church, worse than usual. They had a fellowship meal afterwards, said it was free to anyone, but people who had money could toss a few coins into the pot at the end of the table. So I gave them two of our precious pennies, and loaded us up with food. All right, I confess. Three heaping plates each does make us pigs, and a penny apiece hardly pays. But sometimes it's more blessed to receive than to give. Who knew when we'd get more? Had to spoon feed Janet of course, though she did eat as much as I.

The kids were nice, but the adults avoided talking to us, just stared. Guess we are a sight to frighten old ladies, but they'll have to get used to us, 'cause we're going back next week and every week. They've got food for the body, food for the soul. Besides, there are lots of injured meandering the Belfast streets these days, some with no more minds than we two, a few with less.

Church was all so familiar, like coming home after a very long absence. Jane was slightly perturbed afterward, as if something almost got through to her, but she's fighting it hard. She moans in her sleep about guns and explosions, and once she woke up in the night, grabbed my arm and demanded, "Were you out there?" Startled by hearing words come out of her mouth, it was a few seconds before I asked "Out where?" but she'd already retreated into her private Hell, and couldn't answer. Perhaps I was indeed with her some awful where. Not sure I want to know if she's that traumatized. Guess I am, too. Could we have been shot up by some street gang? We both got a lot of scars, me more than her, and some of them look like healed musket ball wounds. Who has muskets except the army? Are there women soldiers? Who could we even ask? The army would need names, and we've got none.

 

 

November 15

Today was a good day in a good week. Monday I used some of our stock in coin to buy a few newspapers at the office and we hustled the streets mornings near the hotel selling them. Twelve- and thirteen-year-olds Mike the Mouth and Harry the Hustler were working the area already and objected to the competition, especially when I outsold them both combined. I figured we were too big for them to make their objections practical, but offered suggestions for improving their sales pitch.

"If you cry out the headlines and tease the story content a little instead of just saying 'paper, today's paper', or 'get yer Belfast Herald here', you could sell a lot more."

Skinny, aggressive Mike the Mouth was uncharacteristically silent until Harry reluctantly supplied, "'Hat's all right if yer can read the blamin' headlines." He was shorter and stockier, the stereotypical freckled Irish redhead, and tended to be bossy and belligerent to match.

I was astounded. "You can't read? Why not?"

"Me ma tossed me out at five years when she got her new man, an' I ain't never been ter school."

"Me neither," Harry added. "I got beat up too many times and runned away fra' the orphanage afore I ever got learned my letters."

I never hesitated a moment on the impracticality of it. "What if I teach you to read and write?"

"What's in it fer ye? We got nawt but eatin' money."

"Good question. Let's just say I want to. Maybe sometimes you can watch Janet for me when I run errands."

"Aw right," they chorused. "We'll give it a right go."

Hey, I didn't want to jeopardize the gig in case they had help to enforce their objections. We averaged twenty pennies per half day on papers. Perhaps not as much as begging, but more dignified somehow. And don't ask me how I knew I could teach them. I just did.

 

 

November 17

Besides Harry and Mike, we've acquired three younger students--Loopy Lopez, a dark-haired simpleton boy who was abandoned here by a drunken sailor father who hit him too many times, Pretty Patrick, a too-handsome little lad with a mournful expression who limps on a battered crutch, and Silent Sally, a tiny five-year-old who never speaks. According to Harry, the self-appointed leader and protector of the five street gypsies, the latter two were sexually abused by relatives after being orphaned, and were later brought to the city and dumped. These are five pretty messed up kids, though who am I to talk? You should see Sally cuddle up to Janet--kindred zombies if there ever were such. Janet's lights almost come on sometimes when the waif is in her lap. She becomes like a mom.

I took the whole lot to church today. Told them it was the cost of their week's lessons. Asked Deacon Hargreave if we could have the chalk stubs from the Lord's Day classrooms.

"What do you want them for?" he asks.

"Writing letters on the sidewalk," replies I, somewhat coy.

"To what end?"

But he's kind, it seems, so I spill it. "I'm teaching the five little ones how to read and write."

"Using chalk on the sidewalk." He seemed hornswoggled.

"It's all we've got."

 

 

November 18

Monday papers are full of a funeral planned for today down in Tara--big time sea war hero name of Amy Rea. Disturbing sketch of the lady in question beside the article. Add back my hair, knock my face into partial semblance of order, and put the lights on behind Janet's eyes, and this Rea person looks far too like she completes triplets for we two. How can that be? And, come to think, how be it I know what colour my own hair is, when it's just fuzz? How do I know from the sepia reproduction what colour hers is? But I do. I can almost picture her...almost.

I asked Harry today where his gypsies live, and he evaded. It's somewhere down in the warehouse district, east of our alley 'cause that's the direction I see them coming from in the morning, and I gather from something Patrick mentioned about his crutch and getting in a window, that they use a basement. Probably on or under one of the commercial quays. Fine. If they're warm and dry, we gentlefolk Meathe sisters won't pry. More gallows humour.

 

 

November 23

Another big stir in the papers today. Seems this Amy Rea's will was read at a hearing by Tara's head Brehon the day after the funeral. Takes time for the news to travel here. Boatloads of speculation ahead of time about why the crown wanted representatives present for the legalities.

Turns out the lady admiral had a multitude of interests, but all in business partnerships with others. Each of those was a joint tenancy minority share and the partners got everything, but in most cases the inheritance goes to a partner name of Sean O'Donovan, or her own blood heirs, of whom there are apparently none known, or failing that, until someone named Amy Fiona MacCarthy, daughter of a couple of RANC admirals off in some foreign parts per one editorial--turns nineteen. Then the executors are to determine if the hypothetical they (or she) is a worthy heir--whatever that means--and turn the shares over if so. If not, everything goes into Rea Foundation, which she created with nearly two hundred thousand initial capital, the interest on which is for educating soldiers, financing their post-war businesses, and caring for the families of casualties.

The part that stuck out was the two hundred thousand crowns. If you say that fast it doesn't seem like much, but the most coin Janet and I've had in our grubby hands at once so far is fifty pennies, half a crown. And to think, that fortune was only a tiny fraction of Rea's leavings.

Crown representatives tried to contest the will and put the entire estate into the King's hands, but the Brehon pointed out that the executors--Lady Fox, Cara Ryan, the prince and princess of Palma, Lady Biagioni of Roma, and Lord and Lady Admirals MacCarthy--were out of the country and unavailable to depose. The crown then attempted to claim that certain other assets in the form of bearer shares and jewelry were not mentioned in the will and ought to be confiscated and turned over to the state. But with no evidence to present, both petitions were rejected out of hand, and the disposition finalized.

This all seems, well, interesting, but is it worth headlines, long articles, editorials, even a cartoon of the Chancellor of the Exchequer reaching for a child's piggy bank and getting his hand slapped? Tell you one thing. She's a bigger hero in death even than she apparently was in life. There's talk of putting up statues.

Made me think though. Her name was more than familiar, and so was that of Victory, her ship. Took Janet over to the military yards for a gander in the hopes something might twang some memories, but we were stopped at the gate and refused admission, so saw nothing. Not that the ship was there to see, but she was built here in Belfast. On the way back I picked up a book someone had left on a park bench. Turned out to be a pulp novel by some fellow named Brian the Barbarian and entitled Amy Rea and the Battle at Tuen Mun.

 

 

November 24

Our third Lord's day at St. Patrick's church, and folk have warmed up to us. No luncheon today, but people were encouraged to invite others to their homes, and we got included, all seven of us going to the Hargreaves' place. Nice people, three well-mannered kids of their own. Jane managed to feed herself, which according to this diary she couldn't a week ago. I wouldn't know apart from reading it here. Need surgery on this head of mine.

I was proud of our gypsies--all very polite and careful to use the utensils rather than their fingers. Mrs. Annie Hargreave fussed over them the whole time we were there. A fine Christian lady. And get this. The Hargreave kids, all between four and eight, busted their piggy bank to buy us a box of chalk and seven small slates for our sidewalk school. It'll make things much easier. Nearly cried.

Read that book about Amy Rea this afternoon, hoping I might learn something about myself, and why the feeling of a connection to her, the similarity of appearance to the both of us Meathes. It sorta sounded familiar, but sorta not--like a tale I'd heard once--maybe. Frustrating to get nothing more from the exercise. There are apparently many more such tenpenny novels that I daren't afford to buy, and the exercise now seems futile anyhow.

 

 

November 25

Another week, another idea. In the afternoon, our five young gypsies led us to the passenger dock near the King's Viaduct bridge and we joined them carrying baggage for tips. We made thirty pennies in two hours, including a ten-penny coin a wealthy swell gave me when he had nothing smaller. Jane helped with the carrying. I told her to pick up suitcases and follow, and she managed. But she still says nothing, shows no sign anyone's home. It came to me today that her condition could be due to something called battle shock, but I've no idea how I know that. Fact is, my own condition might be a variation of the same thing, and only part physical. Gives one pause. Neither do I know the origin of the medical opinion of yesterday's self that I need brain surgery to relieve cranial pressure. Fat likelihood of affording that on a few pennies a day.

 

 

November 26

Big doings today according to the Belfast Herald. Recall, Oh tomorrow's self, that I wrote above about Amy Rea? Well, her ship Victory returned to the Belfast harbour this morning, to much ado. Apparently she was built just across the river from here, but is little better than a floating wreck after the battle at Trafalgar. She's docked on the northern channel in the military quarter. The whole town was abuzz over the largest ship ever built in these parts. I walked Janet over that way again, but we couldn't get close enough to see anything because of the crowds. Try again another time.

 

 

November 27

Another good day. Several passenger ships came in so we seven carried bags to the Travellers' Hotel till late at night. Got a few jobs fetching and carrying for mustered out sailors, too. Made nearly a crown each. All us streeties will eat well for days. We didn't have papers ourselves, but one tenpenny came with a well-read edition. Much discussion about something new happening in the east--a canal between the Mediterranean and the Red Sea will see the first ships pass through from India bound for Europe less than a year hence. That too seems faintly evocative of a former life, but...

 

 

November 28

Another big deal in the newspapers today, though I'm not sure what to make of it. Seems the King was all set to ask the Spanish and French for an armistice, but the lords rebelled and would have none of it. The Court rhetoric was that with Amy Rea's victory at Trafalgar, Ireland had the enemy on the run, and now was the time to press for victory, not suspend the war. The King insisted on a vote, and lost what was thought ahead of time to be a close call by a five-to-one margin. Public sentiment is very with Amy Rea and much opposed to the king right now, so I suppose the nobility felt they couldn't thwart the people's will without hazarding their own positions.

The lords had been feisty on earlier occasions, and King Frederick used up his Court vetoes earlier in the year, so could do nothing about it. After all, he daren't abrogate the compact of Drogheda that John I signed with his nobles, and that recognized rex lex as not only Brehon law, but a permanently binding statute. He'd face a rebellion if he did. I suppose Frederick will continue to lobby for what he wants, though it's certainly not clear what that may be or why.

Look at what I just wrote. I know a ton of Ireland's history and legal mumbo jumbo, though nary a whit of my own life.

 

 

November 29

My project to teach the street gypsies how to read and write is coming along well. I've got them through the alphabet, and a few three-letter words. I have to keep separate detailed records, else tomorrow's self will never remember what each one has done. Would be nice to be indoors, but...

 

 

November 30

Six days of hustling both papers and baggage emboldens us to move into this basement tenement room where I now sit to write this. It costs fifteen pennies a day, has no furniture, and is somewhat a dump in a poor part of town, but it sure beats our cardboard box in the alley next street over. Hey, we feel rich averaging over thirty pennies a day. Well, I actually have no clue how Sis feels, but...

 

 

December 1

Deacon Hargreave floored me this morning by saying the church board had voted to allow us the use of one of the church classrooms for our school during the week. Not only that, but two sweet ladies promised to help three days on and three days off. A relief. I was wondering what would happen to the gypsies when I die.

My twin sister, or so I assume she is, improves slightly--far more than I can say about myself. She is still clueless, but able to follow simple instructions, feeds herself regularly, and no longer needs my help getting to the head, though I do have to dress and bathe her still. Can I love her back to life for Jesus? Perhaps she is my cross to bear, per the sermon this morning. I, however, have worse headaches than ever. Going down fast to Patrick Meathe's locker. Need help. How to get it?

Of course Janet doesn't learn much, though she has a couple of times copied a word, and once wrote out "Joane", though I couldn't get anything more from her than that. Sounds familiar. Her name perhaps? What's mine?

 

 

December 2

I saw him again today--the one I described here the day I started this diary. Don't know why my previous self thought him a threat, or why my current one does either for that matter, but it's maybe a good thing I coloured our hair--well, Janet's hair. I'll do mine when I have more--and added a few cosmetic facial scars. He passed us by without notice.

 

 

December 3

Janet astounded me today. We were walking hand in hand along the main street near the Travellers', me thinking of ways to make a little more money and trying to fend off another skull breaker of a headache when we passed two gents in earnest conversation. She suddenly grabbed at my arm and turned me toward them. One was a none-too-honest older street mick and sometimes pickpocket name of Freddie the Finger, the other a newcomer, one Commerceman O'Hanrahan, whose bags we'd carried the day before, and I only barely remembered his moniker. Memo to self: Write down everyone's name and address.

"Well," gushes Freddie, "that seems a fat wallet we've found here." Then he hefts it, opens it and flips the bills. "Lot of cash here."

"I'll call a police constable," says O'Hanrahan.

"No need for that," oils Freddie. "I've a friend who's a legal beagle just round the corner. He can tell us how to find the owner and get a reward."

"Sounds good to me," sez the other. What a doughhead. Doesn't he know it's a capital offence to practice law for money?

"For something involving this much money, he'll want a twenty crown fee, though. Tell you what. If you'll advance me his fee, I'll trust you to hold on to hold the wallet, while I go consult him."

The mark was just reaching for his own wallet when we stepped between them. "I wouldn't do that if I were you, Sir," I opined, meanwhile waving over a constabulary soldier I saw exiting a nearby alley.

"Here you, don't you two beggars interfere with us gentlemen," bluffs Freddie.

"I think, Sir, that if you examine this wallet carefully"--here I deftly removed it from Freddie's clutches and gave it to O'Hanrahan--"you'll find it's stuffed with pieces of newspaper. He's selling you a story to cheat you out of your money."

Freddie backed off then and tried to make an escape. "I assure you Sir, that I was only trying to be a good citizen, but I am late for work now. You deal with the wallet as befits a gentleman. Good day."

But as he turned, he stepped into the arms of the constable, who'd heard the latter part of the exchange. "Trying to work the dropped wallet scam again are you Freddie?" said the fine constable, snapping cuffs on his wrists. "Off to the station house with you. We'll find some honest hard work for you building roads these next few months to keep you out of mischief."

He left with a wink back to us, and I turned to wish good day to O'Hanrahan, who was flipping through the scrap paper with which Freddie had stuffed the cheap wallet. He then took his own and proffered the twenty crown note Freddie had tried to cheat from him.

"We can't take that, Sir."

"I owe you ladies at least this much. The money isn't the issue. My education in the way of Belfast streets is worth far more than a twenty. Come, take it."

Then, when I hesitated, he reached out and put it into Janet's hand. She grinned at him, and pocketed the bill. I would have protested except that it was the first time I'd seen her smile, and twenty unnecessarily paid to us was cheap indeed for a thrill like that.

"That's better. Now, how may a wholesale manager for Tara Traders help two elegant ladies?" He handed us a small printed card. Well, he knows how to be a charming liar. Is that the first requirement of being a gentleman?

"Quite considerably," I replied, "if you know of a job we, or rather I, could do--one that would get us off the streets and out of the weather."

He glanced at Janet's blank face. "Your sister cannot speak?"

"No, Sir. She'd be no trouble in an office or some such place, just sit on the floor beside me."

"Can either of you handle weapons?"

"We both can, Sir." Wait. How do I know that? But I'm sure it's true.

He didn't stop to consider. "I've rented a warehouse at Number 10 Castle Street on the Quay, and will be offloading a part cargo of Chinese silk and tea I had sent up from Dublin for resale to retailers here in Belfast. We're testing the local market for luxury goods. I've two men to look after the place days while we're selling, but need night guards. Stay awake, patrol the doors and windows, and sound the alarm if anyone tries to break in. I'll pay a crown a night for the month or so I expect it will take to sell everything, and a bonus every two weeks if all goes well."

Janet then astonished me again by gripping my arm and nodding. For the first time since we'd come here, she had a glimmer of intelligence. Hey, a crown a day was big time money for us--better if it got a rise out of her.

I wasted no time agreeing. "Done, though you'll have to loan us weapons for the duration."

"Which?"

"Full suite. Swords, sticks, knives, and staves." Now why had I added the latter? Were both of us staff fighters? That would seem...unusual, but how would I know?

"Your names?"

"Patty and Janet Meathe."

He didn't bat an eye at the obvious pseudonyms. "Be there at 1800."

"We will, Sir." I quickly wrote the address down.

 

 

December 4

Bad headache again this afternoon, and I nearly lost it all. Had to re-read this whole journal to catch up on the "me" that's Patty Meathe. The memories do come back when I refresh, but I fear that without this diary I would be more a zombie than Janet. Staying up all night as guards and sleeping through the morning was very hard on us. Hope I can continue.

 

 

December 6

Janet was insensate all night at work again, eyes open, unseeing. She walked with me on rounds more like a machine than a person. I tried exercising her with stick and staff (no blunt swords available), thinking she might come alive via some concentration. It sorta worked. She responded, but on automatic instinct. I discovered one thing. We're both pretty good at this. I beat her easily, but saw enough to know that if she had her reason behind her arm, she'd be very competitive indeed. And, how do I know?

 

 

December 7

The warehouse is a cavernous affair on one corner of the company's leased wharf. The sides have tie-ups for ships, big enough for two merchant ships on each. The fourth side is occupied by a traffic turnaround acting as a terminus for Castle Street.

Today I spotted the gypsies surfacing from underneath the Quay beside the turnaround, and later checked out their entrance. They've got what used to be part of a building basement but was cut off in some forgotten renovation, and can now only be accessed by what appears from the outside as a window well, but is actually the top remnant of an old door. My guess is the street level used to be lower and the current buildings are on fill. In fact much of our enormous wharf rests on pilings, not solid ground. Whole town is a bit of a swamp if you ask me.

 

 

December 13

Commerceman O'Hanrahan told us today he's taking more space in the warehouse and expects an entire shipload from Tara Traders' headquarters down south to arrive Monday for unloading. Apparently there's turned out to be quite a consumer appetite for silk and tea here in Belfast, and the company is doing very well indeed. He's bringing in a variety of spices as well, expecting them to sell quickly. The company owners must be rolling in crowns. O'Hanrahan completed partitioning off a section of the second floor for a suite for himself and will now live in the building. The alarm system, a Shamrock Electric Mark V, sounds a huge gong outside for the beat constable, another signal in his suite. We also have a teletalkie connection to RAl police headquarters--apparently one of the first few to be installed in this city. Hope we never need to use either, though I did notice a few neighbourhood low-lifes nosing around the building today. The instrument gives me the chills, though. I recognized it immediately, knew its purpose, have used it before, even know its internal workings. How do I know? No one to ask.

Anyhow, the real item is we're hired on for the duration, at least three months, likely more, as O'Hanrahan seems to be putting down roots. He's paid us the two week bonus he promised, but more, ten crowns each, and raised our pay. No more selling newspapers and hustling baggage on the streets. Good thing, 'cause it's a chilly winter. Yeah, and we needed money for clothes. Ours were nearly in rags. Not only that, he told us we could keep the weapons he'd bought us. Generous indeed.

 

 

December 14

On the street this morning we almost became part of an argument between two scholars here for a conference. It was about a paper by a French scholar. The argument was in French, the quotes from the paper about some obscure novelist in Latin, of course. I understood it all, and almost joined the conversation, then thought, who am I? But I noticed Janet seemed also to follow the discussion with interest.

 

 

December 16

Big doings around the docks today. With guarding paying so much and time taken teaching street kids, I not only haven't been selling papers, I haven't been reading them either. Lots of talk on the street, so I caught up today by visiting the library and reading back issues of the Herald. Seems the army decided to scrap Victory rather than put her back in service--too much money, said the high mugwumps at Tara. Editorials in the paper had a different take--that parties at Court were jealous of the ship and her now deceased admiral, and forced the army to cut the funds.

So, a couple of young midshipmen name of O'Doule and Maguire who'd served aboard the ship and were here in the city, scuttled around to schools and got children interested in restoring Victory on account that if His Cheapskate Majesty didn't have enough money, shouldn't we kids get together and make the ship at least a monument to her dead, most of whom were from right here in Belfast?

Now get this. They collected pennies, crowns, and the occasional larger donation from some four thousand children in three counties to the tune of seven hundred crowns in just a couple of weeks. When RANC put the ship up for auction, they shamed the salvage breakers into not bidding, and bought Victory for Belfast's schoolchildren for the princely sum of a single crown. Astonishing. Since RANC refused to decommission her, Victory remains a military vessel, even though now owned by local children.

Now that they had an army of kids hooked on the project by contributing their pennies to the cause, and owned the ship into the bargain, local commercepeople chipped in some real money, some guy running a naval liaison office where the middies worked managed to strong-arm RANC suppliers, and pretty soon collected promises of everything he needed to refit the ship to her old standards at bargain prices or free. Not only that, he's got soldiers, including many former crew, lined up to do the work under military supervision and has engaged civilian artisans, many of whom are donating their time. Let me tell you, as I read it in the Belfast Herald, the whole thing thrills me, though it creeps me at the same time. I have a connection to that ship. I know I do. What?

Anyhow, today Janet and I came to work early to watch Victory be towed to the civilian dock at the warehouse we guard, the very one owned by Tara Traders. Our employers aren't likely to use more than one of the four dock points at a time, so they let the kids have two for their ship. But according to O'Hanrahan, his superiors in Tara put up nearly five thousand crowns toward the work.

Strange feelings watching the ship, like I remembered, though not quite. She pulls me like a magnet.

Very bad reaction from Janet. When the banged up warship came in sight, she started bawling, moaned "Were you out there?" then hyperventilated. Thought she was going to die, and had to take her inside the warehouse to calm her down. After she slept for several hours, she'd regressed, and was as vacant as ever. Hope she recovers. I don't want to go back to feeding her all the time.

 

 

December 20

Janet was a little better again this morning, and nearly back to her partially-functional self, though still no sight on whoever is trapped inside her skull. At least my own head's only gradually getting worse now that I'm used to night shift. I'll take a side door to the warehouse so's she doesn't see the ship.

 

 

December 25

We were facing a lonely Christmas, but two families at the church who were getting together to celebrate invited us to join them. I bought both a hosting gift, and wooden toys for their combined five young children--all we could afford, even with the employees' discount at the new Tara Traders retail store on Sixth.

I'd like to say the day's experience brought back memories. Only sorta. There were times when I thought something was right at the edge of my mind--half images of sitting before a fireplace and opening gifts, but not quite. The headaches are worse every day, like knives in my head when I get out of bed. There's still no one home in Janet's head.

 

 

December 30

I'm writing this before we head out to the warehouse for our shift, as Tara Traders has for the past couple of days been unloading yet another merchant ship, even before the last cargo was fully sold. She's docked on the other water side of the wharf from, astern of, and nearly at right angles to Victory--a minnow beside a wounded whale. But the place will be packed with expensive goods, and O'Hanrahan is nervous as a cat. He's hired twenty ex-soldiers to guard the unloading, and will keep a couple with us for overnight patrolling outside the building.

I'm equally jumpy. Too many riffraff hanging about the neighbourhood. And I gotta get Janet out of her funk. Time to face reality. I hear the trumpets blowing for yours truly. I figure I can stay upright another two or three weeks max--maybe. One or two more afterwards I cross for good to the other side. Don't ask me how I know, but I wouldn't give five pennies for a patient's chances of lasting as long as I have with my busted head, and I've spent at least four of those coins already. If the Lord of Heaven cares about this damaged property of his, he's going to have to bust something loose real soon now, afore I bust out of this here wreck of a body.
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Alice Maguire, Belfast, December 31, 1439

At morning prayers that last day of the year, Alice expressed fervent thanksgiving to the Lord of Heaven for all he had done for them. She and Sam had every reason to be grateful. They were back in their home town, now as respected junior officers, with enough prize money on deposit in the local Bank of Tyrone to quit RANC and set up businesses of their own--if they were only old enough to sign contracts and had finished their hitch. Meanwhile, they had steady employment under Bosun Kennedy, who in their opinion didn't hide very well the fact that he was a senior MIS officer.

Their success at getting Victory into a civilian-funded refit program had left them feeling on top of their world. With the northern counties' children now owning the ship, local citizens paying the cost of the refit, and Jim Kennedy doing procurement, the project wouldn't cost RANC a penny, and might be done to better than RANC standards as a labour of love. But oh, how Victory and I miss Admiral Rea. How Ireland misses her. Not to mention Officer O'Donnell, who's simply vanished.

Weekdays since towing the ship to the civilian dock, she and Sam now lived aboard Victory, using the cabins down on the orlop that had once belonged to the gunner and purser, and only catching a commuter stage out to the Baxter/Savage farm on weekends. The ship was comfortable place, warm, dry, and familiar, with electric light and heating supplied from a connection to the city mains. A score of the carpenters and other artificers who were former crew also lived aboard, though most of the workers commuted to the dock area from residential parts of the city.

From the dock, a block east and two north to the procurement office was only a few minutes' walk, but through a rather neighbourhood, so the pair never travelled solo, reasoning that a girl alone wasn't safe, even if armed and trained to be far more dangerous than an adult civilian. Moreover, at Kennedy's insistence, one or both of them always carried a radio on her belt when not at home or in the office.

They had risen before dawn, breakfasted in the galley, and were now inspecting work on the superstructure from the quarterdeck. Alice shook her head sadly as she surveyed the large quantity of broken wood piled amidship where the ship's boats should have been. The scrap was the demolition remains of damaged railings, scrollwork, and furniture, much of the latter from the captains' and admiral's cabins, which they hoped to restore first for school tours and an eager-to-pay touring public. Gotta make it both safe and attractive first, though.

"Too bad," she observed, "we have to throw all that out. Seems such a waste."

"Why not make it into souvenirs?" Sam suggested. "People pay for mementoes."

"Of scrap wood? I hardly think so."

"Surely they could be persuaded if the item was attractive enough."

"You'd make this junk into..."

"Pens, knife handles, children's toys--small stuff, so's there's lots, then someone would be willing to wholesale it."

"Pens?"

"You've met that retired wood artificer Kennedy hired to re-do all the scrollwork, haven't you?"

"Culhenny? Was one of the ship's carpenters. A master craftsman."

"See that new machine he had for turning spindles?"

"The lathe? Yes, a nice gadget, one of Admiral Rea's inventions. I helped her on the prototype just before we left Olongapo. They're made by Shamrock Electric, along with a flock of other electric tools."

"And marketed by Tara Traders who rent this dock and the warehouse across the quay, yes. My point is that such lathes come in smaller sizes, inexpensive, and just right for turning bowls, pen and knife handles, all kinds of little wooden items. Finished up nicely, monogrammed and certified as genuine Victory wood, I'm sure they'd sell."

"Hey, you're onto something. We could get two or three lathes, teach some of the school children how to use them, and have them make samples. Remember the local Tara Traders rep, fellow named O'Hanrahan, who gave us the five thousand and this tie up slip? Maybe he'd display them for ordering through their new retail store."

Their attention was suddenly seized by the clatter of wheels on the street below, so both drifted to the starboard railing to lean out and take a look across the quay. Eight or ten freight wagons now occupied the area, backing to the warehouse freight doors, their horses stamping and blowing. Some two dozen men had jumped down and were headed to the pedestrian entry in the centre. Then, six peeled off and headed around the side of the building.

"Not many electric trucks around here, very different than Tara," Al commented.

"I don't like the looks of that, Al," Sam said a moment later. "Too much like a military operation."

Alice already had her radio off her belt. "Kennedy, Maguire and O'Doule here. We read a probable large scale robbery attempt in progress at the Tara Traders' warehouse across the wharf from Victory." She listened a moment, then replied, "Twenty-three armed plus nine drivers."

Then a scream sounded from beside the building, and those in front started to batter at the door. "Robbery confirmed, heading down there." She hooked the radio back on her belt, leaving it turned on. "Kennedy and a dozen men are coming."

She and Sam sprinted down the ladder to the upper gun deck where eight or ten men slept and worked, paused and blew the pipe signal for "board the enemy," shouted "follow us to the quay", ran down the next ladder to the middle deck, then forward to the entrance door and ramp. By the time they reached it, they could hear a clatter of swords and running feet behind, but didn't pause.

It was the work of seconds to descend the ramp, run along the quay to the frontal road, and reach the rear of the action. By that time she and Sam had stick and sword to hand as they might to board an enemy ship. A man who looked like a bad imitation of a worse court dandy turned sharply as they came up, spotted them, and started to say "just run along home children, and..."

He got Alice's stick in his gut and Sam's rapped his head as he doubled over, knocking him out. Hey, I guess we are children from his point of view, but we've survived a few battles.

They engaged the rear of the robbers, clubbing several down before the latter realized they were under attack. Suddenly, several younger children appeared as if from nowhere, and were all around them, darting in and back, rapping legs with sticks, creating havoc. Stupid kids will get themselves killed, but they are helping. Only then did some of the rear guard of the group before them draw swords, but the first two to cross theirs got short shrift, quickly proving they were no match for graduates of the Amy Rea school of total war.

Now, cries of "Victory" went up as they were joined by their work crew, but the pedestrian door to the warehouse simultaneously gave way to the weight of its assailants. Between the growing piles of the unconscious at the rear, and the rush inside at the fore, the crowd before them melted away, so a minute later, Al and Sam regrouped their men and made their own assault on the narrow doorway, the street children close in their wake after refusing to be shooed away. What stake have those kids here? No time to fish for answers.

Al and Sam may have been legal children themselves, but they were RANC officers, even if not yet made, so they led the way up the outer stairs and through the door, clubbing down the three men detailed to prevent them as though they weren't there. Inside, Al paused for a quick survey. To the left and right was a broad loading dock, freight doors on the outside of the building, archways into the cavernous space opposite. The broad back of one of the assailants was just vanishing through the second portal on the left, so they split their men into three parties, a third to either side of that one, with they two taking the centre.

Once in the warehouse proper, they were met with the scene of two armed women perched atop a cluster of heavy crates, backed by other crates, surrounded below in a semicircle by the remaining eleven robbers. One of the women stood forward, ready to repel attackers, the other, though also armed, hung back, not seeming to know what to do. Or, is she too afraid?

"Surrender and we'll spare your lives," one man shouted, not seeming to notice he was rapidly being surrounded himself. "We only want the goods."

"Never!" shouted the woman in front, who seemed to be in charge. She didn't notice the


































images/image.png
Wrriters Exchange [E-






images/image-5.png
S Vo o O

& CHAPTER 2 &
SV G N S & Z—





images/image-2.png
Terra
(Prime, Tirdia)

Water World Hibernia
(Ocean) (Ortho*)

The Timestream
(Per Hibernian Scholars
before September 2000)

Builder's World

Desert eta)

Babylon
(Para*)





images/image-1.png
POSTPROLOGUE





images/image-6.png
S Vo o O

& CHAPTER 3 &
B S S





images/image-3.png
S Vo o O

& CHAPTER 1 &
SV G N S & Z—





images/image-4.png





cover.jpeg
F? e EARD . SUTCLIFFE

WORLDS OF THE TIMESTREAM

TARAS
CDOTHER

TGS

BOOK 3

by

[R———





