Where’s My Helmet?

By Norman Peden 

Chapter One

Outside the rain poured down like bad music from the sky. The night was pissing against the window of his car and every pass of his windscreen wipers afforded him but one half-second’s view of the road. And as if this weather wasn’t making things terrible enough, he was lost. Desperately lost.

“For fuck’s sake,” he groaned. The doctor was tired and although it wasn’t late it was dark and certainly felt late to him. A signpost lit up ahead in his headlights. The light of hope was reflected back in his eyes. “Heh heh,” he grinned, “At fucking last”. He followed the sign towards Feltham. He had set off from Durham well over two hours ago and this was the first sign he’d seen that even mentioned the place.

Dr. Morris Stevenson was a respected researcher with the Department of Linguistics at the University of Durham. Earlier that afternoon, he had come into possession of a manuscript in a language he had never seen before. The script was seemed to contain elements related to both Greek and Arabic whereas the sentence structure seemed more related to Latin or Germanic texts. Whatever the case, Morris was convinced that this manuscript was of huge importance and should be examined at the earliest available opportunity by an old friend and collegue of his, Professor Cornelius Gantt from the University of Newcastle upon Tyne before making anyone else aware of his findings. However, Morris hadn’t been able to contact him so as a last resort was currently driving to the professor’s house, which was a couple of miles north of Feltham.

The rain was relentless. As Morris entered the village of Feltham, he decided that he was going to find somewhere to have a cup of tea before driving on to the professor’s house. Through the watery ropes of the evening, he made out a small café on the corner of the high street and Menzies Road. He pulled up into the car-park of the public house next door and ran though the rain to the café.

The little café was a cozy little place, empty except for one old bearded man at the back of the room and the two old women serving. One of these women was taking orders and making the tea at the front behind the counter, the other was busy serving the old man at the back. Morris removed his jacket, which in the twenty or so metres from his car to the café had got soaked, and hung it up on the pegs in the hallway.

“Could I have a tea please,” he asked the woman behind the counter.

“Certainly sir,” replied the woman in a quaint northeastern accent, “that’ll be sixty pence.” Morris paid the woman. “If you’d like to take a seat anywhere. Annie’ll bring it over when it’s ready.”

Morris took his seat near the back on the next table to the old man. He looked up as Annie turned around and did a double take. Annie’s features were horrific, most of her ‘face’ was composed of scar tissue and as she lumbered past him she made a wheezing sound with every step. Morris supposed she’d been caught in a fire or something. Annie heaved her huge bulk over to the counter and sat down there talking to the other woman in low whispers.

The old man in the corner was twitching, occasionally so violently he was spilling tea across the table. He was muttering barely comprehensible statements under his breath, throwing forth spit and anger. Morris couldn’t be certain but it sounded like he was saying, “we let them in,” over and over again. Jesus, he thought, what kind of a fucking place is this?

The wheezing sound behind him informed him that Annie was on her way over with his tea. This deformed she-hulk placed a cup of tea, a spoon and a small metal jug of milk down on the table and said in the sweetest voice in the world, “there you go, sir.” Morris supposed that if her lungs hadn’t been damaged in the fire, she would be in possession of one of the best singing voices in the world. Or maybe, he thought, she might just sound like gravel. He stirred some milk into his tea and took a sip. Oh man, he mused internally, I really need this. Outside the window, the rain was building up again and Morris was grateful for being in a warm dry place such as this with a nice hot cup of tea.

“SPUNK!!” screamed the old man, knocking the rest of his tea across the table. He got up with a face full of fury and began to march out. As he reached Morris’ table, he slammed down both hands, nearly causing Morris to spill his tea all over the place as well.

“It’s our fault,” the old man ranted, “we let them in – we let them in and now it’s too late. Too late I tells you!”

Morris thought for a second before asking, “What for?” The old man erupted into insane cackles.

“Naïve,” howled the old man. He then appeared to clam down slightly as Annie lumbered across.

“Now Trevor,” said Annie, “if you’re going to disturb the other guests I’m going to have to ask you to leave.”
Trevor looked Morris up and down, then snarled at him, “You lousy bastard!”

“OK Trevor,” said Annie, “out, now.” Trevor marched out the door without saying another word to anyone.

“Sorry about that,” said Annie.

“Oh, it’s all quite all right,” replied Morris, taking another drink of his tea. “You get quite used to it living in Durham.”

Although Morris knew better, something in the tone of Trevor’s voice put his on a different level to the other nutters, and as he finished his tea his imagination ran wild with bizarre ideas about whatever it was Trevor was raving on about. He put his cup back down deciding that it probably was, after all, just a load of bollocks. He bid the old women farewell, but his coat back on, and ventured back outside in to the pissing rain.

Professor Gantt was sat at his desk working hard translating some newly discovered Roman inscriptions from the vault of Feltham Abbey. He’d been there earlier in the afternoon, taking rubbings and looking around for more information that might be able to help him put the inscriptions in context. The translation was going reasonably well although the horrible weather outside worried him. He was hoping that it wouldn’t still be leathering it down tomorrow as he wished to return to the abbey once he’d done most of the translations here tonight. His thoughts were interrupted by the sound of a car outside. Headlights flashed though the window as the car approached. Hmm, he thought, I was rather hoping not to have any visitors this afternoon, as the doorbell rang.

“Hello Cornelius,” said the piss wet doctor clutching a plastic envelope.

“Morris man. You’re soaked. Come in. Take off your jacket and go through, I’ll just nip and put the kettle on.” Morris complied and a few minutes later Cornelius joined him in the lounge with an elegant cafetierre filled with coffee.

“You don’t take sugar do you Morris.” Morris shook his head. “Now then man, what brings you all the way out here, and on such a hideous evening.”

“Tell me about it. I didn’t think I’d make it. And I stopped off at Feltham for a cup of tea a short while back. Jesus Cornelius, what could possibly make you want to live in a place like this. The people here are…weird.”

“Ah hah, you must have been to Rose and Annie’s place, at the end of Menzies Road. The people of Feltham are all right, but I must admit, when I first moved out here I was taken aback. You do get used to them.”

“I tell you what though, this is a beautiful place you’ve got here.”

“Thanks Morris. A couple of centuries ago this house belonged to the estate manager of Menzies House, which is just a mile or so further up the road. It’s a nice place, I can get practically everything I need in Feltham and I’ve been doing a little part-time research into some of the history over at Feltham Abbey. Sort of a hobby, you know. I was actually working on translating some inscriptions when you arrived.”

“That’s why I’m here,” said Morris, waving the plastic folder at Cornelius. “I got hold of this manuscript this afternoon and I can’t even identify the language, let alone attempt any sort of a translation. I’ve been trying to get hold of you all afternoon, without luck, and I thought I’d better drive up here myself with the manuscript. I have a feeling that it’s important.”

“Hmm, I’m intrigued. Let’s finish our coffee and then go on through to the study and we’ll take a look at your mysterious manuscript. But meanwhile you must tell me what you’ve been doing since you transferred. How is Durham these days?”

The doctor and the professor chatted at length over coffee. Morris had first met Cornelius whilst studying for his doctorate at Newcastle. Morris had found Cornelius’ help invaluable and his knowledge of ancient languages to be without equal. At the time, Morris was preparing his thesis on the relationships between the etymology, grammar and orthography of the separate branches of the Indo-European family of languages, and Cornelius’ help with some of the more ancient, root languages was invaluable in determining the nature of some of these relationships. If anyone could help him with identifying the language on this manuscript, it would be the professor. It was possible that Cornelius would even be able to translate the document for him.

At last the professor stood up. “Well Morris,” he said, “let’s take a look at this remarkable manuscript of yours.”

“Of course Cornelius,” said Morris rising hurriedly and spilling his coffee in the process. “Shit. I’m sorry. I’ll go and get a cloth.”

“Sit yourself back down Morris, I’ll deal with it.” Embarrassedly, Morris sat back down on the settee as Cornelius went out to the kitchen to get a cloth. The incident had cast Morris’ mind back to the encounter he had had earlier with Trevor. When the professor returned with the cloth, Morris asked him if he knew anything about Trevor.

“Ah, I take it you’ve met Feltham’s resident nutter. Trevor’s story is indeed an odd one – I’ll get some more coffee if you’ll promise not to spill it again.” Morris grinned. “I promise.” The professor cleaned up the spillage and took the cloth and the cafetierre back into the kitchen returned a couple of minutes later with another full pot. Morris sat back with his coffee and listened to the professor relating the story of Trevor.

According to the townsfolk, Trevor had at one point been a very successful businessman, with several businesses in both Feltham and several of the surrounding villages. He had moved up here from somewhere in the south, most likely some place outside of London. He owned several properties back down south and whilst still living there had become engaged to the daughter of some lord or other from the surrounding area. He sold his properties and promptly moved up to the Feltham area where he bought several properties and the pair of them were married the year after. Trevor’s empire grew and grew, his marriage was very successful and everything seemed to be going swimmingly for the young businessman. Then one day, he sold off all his businesses without any warning at all. His wife came down into Feltham to ask some of the locals for help as Trevor had locked himself in the attic of his house and was refusing to come out.

The locals formed a party to try and persuade Trevor to come out of the attic, and led by Trevor’s wife marched up the hill to the house. On top of the hill however, a bizarre sight awaited them. Trevor was dancing around a fire with a wheelbarrow. He was stark naked and occasionally grabbing a handful of papers from the wheelbarrow and throwing them onto the fire. There was much discussion among the townsfolk, as his wife, fearing that he had become insane, tearfully ran towards him. As the townsfolk warily approached, Trevor’s wife started sobbing loudly. She turned her back to him and ran back down the hill, through the townsfolk, and off back towards Feltham.

Several of the people ran back towards the village to catch up with her, whilst three of the remaining townsfolk went up the hill to see what had happened. Trevor meanwhile had danced himself stupid and lay in a naked heap on the floor. The wheelbarrow was now empty and lay on it’s side. The fire was burning low and the three men took a look to see what he had been burning. Money. Lots of it. The three men walked back down the hill.

That had been thirty years ago. Trevor had burnt all the money from the sale of his businesses and his wife was left with nothing. The bank foreclosed on their mortgage and they lost the house. His wife went back to live with her parents and for the last thirty years Trevor had been living in a shed behind the old Abbey, spending his days asking for money and ranting at the people of Feltham.

“What could have caused the man to do such a thing?” asked Morris.

“You’re asking the wrong person really,” said Cornelius, “I’ve only been living out here a couple of years and besides I’m a linguist, not a psychologist.” He grinned. “Although there are rumours that the sale of his businesses weren’t one hundred percent above board, and that he’d done some sort of nefarious deal. But I don’t pay that sort of thing much heed. Now, if you’ve finished your coffee let’s take a look at this manuscript. It’s getting pretty late and I want to make an early start tomorrow.”

The two academics went though into the professor’s study and Morris removed the photocopy of the manuscript from the plastic folder he’d brought it in. Cornelius looked it over, his eyes almost bulging out of his head.

“Good Christ,” he exclaimed excitedly.

“What is it?” asked Morris, “You recognise the language.”

“Recognise it?” said the professor. “This is Enochian.”

Chapter Two

“Salt and vinegar on both lots of chips, is it?” said the young Asian man from behind the counter of Spice King takeaway, prompting pissed up giggles from Ian Simmonds, who was sat in one of the cheap plastic chair cum tables. The ‘specials’ (kebab, chips and a soft drink for three pounds) were ready and Ian’s mate Dave Norton, also laughing, went over to collect the food. Every time the two guys asked for the Spice King special, the lad behind the counter would ask this question and the more pissed the two friends were, the funnier it became.

As Dave sat back down and the pair began to eat their specials, three men of varying heights entered the shop. Dave was facing the door and noticed them come in. “Fucking hell,” he gasped. Ian spun round and caught sight of the guys. One of them was huge, possibly seven foot tall, another was around five foot ten maybe eleven, and the third couldn’t have been much over four foot. Ian was still sniggering about the Asian’s earlier question, but this was too much. He buried his laughter in his kebab.

The odd trio were ordering pizzas and seemed unable to agree what size of pizza to get, which reminded Dave of the old comedy sketch with John Cleese and the Two Ronnies. Eventually they settled on mediums.

“Fucking right weird them lot,” commented Ian in a low whisper.

“Tell me about it,” said Dave. “A fucking giant, a dwarf and a human all hanging about with each other.”

“I haven’t ever seen anything like it before. I mean sometimes you get the odd dwarf or giant hanging around with a group of people – that isn’t anything too out of the ordinary.”

“I know what you mean,” laughed Dave. “I know what you mean.”

The three other guys left with their pizzas, as Dave and Ian finished off their kebabs.

“Come on,” said Dave, “let’s go then.”

For once it wasn’t raining in Manchester, and the lads ambled off in the direction of their flat. The pair of them had been working at the same small graphic design company for the past two years and had quickly become best of friends. Ian was a photographer with an eye for strange and quirky images which would then be handed over to Dave, who would work his magic on the digital images to produce finished artwork. At the moment the lads were working on a project producing artwork for a Dutch software company that produced some sort of complex mathematical modeling software and had been out celebrating the fact that they had completed all the artwork for this project. All they had to do was put it all together in a portfolio and then Dave was to fly out to Amsterdam to deliver the artwork. This could, of course, all be done electronically nowadays, without either party actually meeting in person, but Dave wasn’t about to pass up the opportunity for a weekend in Amsterdam. 

Dave had gone over there a month ago to meet up with the company’s marketing man, Ludas Binnenman. He took a taxi directly from Schiphol airport to the office of WKS, Wiskunde en Kunst Softwaretechnologie. Ludas came down to meet him in the foyer of the modern office block.

“Dave Norton?” Ludas asked. Dave nodded, “Hi, Ludas Binnenman. Pleased to meet you. Please, follow me to the lift.”

The two men took the lift to the third floor and the WKS office. Once seated in the meeting room and equipped with coffee, Ludas proceeded to introduce the company. Essentially, each WKS product was aimed at a different market, from aerospace companies to financial institutions. The software would take raw data in the form of numbers and locate and identify patterns and trends. The output could take many different formats from formulae to graphs to predictions about where the future numbers where heading.

“The most important thing about this software, and which is the most important thing we have to get across in our marketing material, is that it turns meaningless numbers into something meaningful. It sees patterns where there don’t appear to be any. It finds meaning where there doesn’t appear to be any. You get the picture.” Dave got the picture all right, and his mind was racing with possibilities. “Can I take a copy of your software with me?” he asked Ludas.

“Yes, of course,” replied Ludas.

After he arrived back in Manchester, he discussed his ideas with Ian and they decided that Ian would take photographs of patterns from a multitude of sources. Patterns of leaves, patterns of traffic, patterns on wallpaper, basically anything with a pattern. They would then feed the pictures as raw electronic data into the WKS software and use the results to apply graphic effects to the photographs themselves. These altered images would then be ran back through the graphics effects so that when they were looked at closely, it would be obvious that they were all made up from numbers.

It took them a while to get anything really useable from this idea, having to fiddle some of the data to produce decent results, but they were sure that WKS would be very happy with the artwork that their own software had helped to produce. And it was some of the best work Ian and Dave had done together in the last two years that they had been working together.

The lads sank a couple of cans each before retiring reasonably early in order to put the completed artwork for the Dutch project together in the morning. 

At around four in the morning, Dave suddenly sat bolt upright in bed in a cold sweat. “Fucking hell,” he muttered. Although he could only vaguely recall the nightmare he had just woken up from, the last part of the dream he could remember vividly. He was being held down in the dark on a cold metal table by several small pairs of hands, while a voice rasped, “where is it?” over and over again. Despite his protests of ignorance, the voice continued. And then he woke up.

He got up, put on a t-shirt, and went though into the kitchen. Ian was frying eggs. “What are you doing?” demanded Dave.

“Just making some eggs.”

“What the fuck are you making eggs for at four in the fucking morning.”

“I were hungry.”

Dave paused for a moment to consider this. “Make us some then.”

Dave went through to the lounge, and a few minutes later Ian came through with a couple of fried egg sandwiches.

“Here you go son,” said Ian handing over one of the sandwiches.

“Nice one mate,” said Dave and tucked in. As they ate, Dave told Ian about the nightmare he had had.

“Perhaps you got abducted by space aliens,” suggested Ian unhelpfully, “and you’re only just remembering it now.

“Fuck off.”

“I’m being serious. There were a story in the paper a couple of days ago about a woman who got abducted in Rusholme. A bloke who knows about UFOs says there’s been an increase in sightings all over South Manchester.”

“Yeah, but that sort of stuff is all bollocks. Everytime there’s something in the paper about UFOs, some bloke says ‘Ooh there’s been an increase in sightings’.”

“Yeah, well, I’m just telling you what it said. And I reckon it were right.”

“Why’s that?”

“Because,” said Ian leaning in closer, “I reckon I’ve seen one.”

“Bollocks.”

Ian proceeded to relate his story. He had been walking past the ‘shit field’, so-called because the local populous seemed to use that field exclusively to walk their dogs. A large red and gold spherical object floated overhead, and hovered above the field close to where Ian was walked. Dave shook his head as Ian spoke about how legs extended from the spacecraft allowing it to land, and how a large hatchway had opened, forming a ramp up to the craft from which a large-headed gray alien with the body of a slug had emerged, slithering slowly towards him.

“So what did you do?” inquired Dave.

“Well, at first I were a bit scared, but when it got near me confidence returned and I told it to ‘fuck off’.”

Laughing, Dave asked, “And then what happened?”

With a deadly serious face, Ian replied, “It went back into it’s spaceship…and fucked off.” The pair of them burst into laughter, and after calming down, bade each other goodnight and retired for the last time that evening. The remainder of Dave’s sleep was uneventful, and the pair of them awoke early in the morning to set off for work where they hoped to get their project all finished off.

The next day was spent collecting all the images and putting them into some sort of order, making a few finishing touches and generally checking that everything was ready for Dave’s visit to the WKS office in the afternoon. Once the final preparations had been made and the portfolio had been assembled, Dave ‘phoned for a taxi to take him to the airport. As the taxi took him to Manchester airport, his mind drifted back to the three strange men he and Ian had seen in the takeaway the previous evening. The more he thought about it, the weirder it seemed. Maybe there’s something going on, he thought. Then he thought, no, that’s just being paranoid.

After checking in for his flight, Dave sat in the departure lounge reading a copy of a lads’ magazine that he’d bought. The magazine carried a small article reiterating the story about the increase in UFO sightings in the Manchester area. This got Dave thinking about wild possibilities for designs. He had some work to do for a techno night that a friend of his ran at a nightclub in Manchester. They all love that space alien shit, he thought, and with this sort of stuff in the press, as long as this increase continues it’d practically be free advertising for the club night.

And as Dave boarded the plane, his thoughts turned to the weekend he would be spending over in Amsterdam. This, he thought to himself, is going to be an absolutely fucking top weekend.

Chapter Three

The UFOlogist which Ian had referred to as appearing in the newspaper article had, unbeknownst to the two lads, been drinking in the same public house as they had been that evening. He went by the unusual name of Spartacus Jones, although he was usually known as Keith. The pub attracted a fairly unusual crowd, which was one of the main reasons Ian, who liked to photograph unusual people, drank there. Spartacus was meeting someone there who had contacted him through the newspaper after reading his article. His contact had the codename Iscariot. Spartacus was well used to dealing with the sort of people who insisted on using codenames, usual either ex-military who didn’t want to be identified, or simply paranoid.

Spartacus was a complex character full of contradictions, the most relevant of which to his job was that he was a skeptic who desperately wanted to believe, although all his investigations up until this point had not even started to convince him that there was anything sinister going on unknown to mankind. And every new case he began would produce another spark of hope in his imagination, which would usually be extinguished approximately five minutes into conversation with the witnesses.

The last case Spartacus had been assigned to concerned a sighting in Doncaster. After the witness, one Nigel Robertson, had contacted the organisation that Spartacus worked for, a questionnaire was mailed out to him, as was standard practice. When Spartacus reported in to Curtis Hutchings, his superior within the organisation, Hutchings handed him a copy of the completed questionnaire.

“Oh come on Curtis, don’t send me to Doncaster. Every case I work on seems to be in South Yorkshire,” protested Spartacus.

“Keith, Keith, Keith,” sighed Hutchings, “Can’t you just accept a case without complaining about it?”

“Of course. Just as long as it isn’t in South Yorkshire. I’m sick of it.”

“Objection noted,” said Hutchings, “but I haven’t got anyone else to go up there at the moment. Besides, we had a ‘phone call from the guy after we received this questionnaire and he said that the questionnaire is just the tip of the iceberg. It could be big, it could be nothing, but I need to get somebody up there as soon as possible in case it is something. Come on Keith, this’ll be the last one. I promise.” Spartacus sighed. Although he was sick of being up there, he knew Hutchings was a man of his word and besides, as Hutchings had stated, it could be big.

“Okay,” he said, “I’ll do it, but only on the understanding that this is the last time I’ll have to go up there for a while.”

“Thank you Keith,” said Hutchings standing up, “I knew I could count on you.” They shook hands, and Spartacus left taking a copy of questionnaire with him.

On his way up the motorway to Doncaster, Spartacus stopped at Woodall Services for a coffee, a sandwich and a cigarette and took this time to familiarise himself with Mr. Robertson’s questionnaire. The document described a sighting of five lights in the sky which Robertson had described as looking very much like stars, but moving at high speed. The lights would move round in a circle then pause for a second before all flying across each others path, and then the process would repeat. The document also stated that Robertson had watched this phenomenon for around twenty minutes before the lights suddenly vanished.

Linda, his researcher, had already investigated into any simple explanations that could be used to write this one off (he desperately needed an excuse to get out of this case), but unfortunately she had turned up nothing. After perusing the document, Spartacus had begun to become slightly interested in the case, hoping at last he could prove at least to himself that there was something going on. His sandwich eaten, coffee drank and cigarette smoked, Spartacus returned to his car and set off for Doncaster.

Arriving at 23 Helton Avenue, Spartacus parked on the road as there was a battered old Ford Granada in the driveway. He breathed in deeply and rang the doorbell. The door opened revealing a large man with a squarish head and a thick angry looking neck. “Hello sir,” said the man quickly extending a thick tattooed arm.

“Er, Keith Jones. From the Knutsford Northern Association for UFO Findings.”

“Ah, you’re the guy from KNAUF. I’m Nige. You’d better come in. I’ve got a lot to tell you.” 

Spartacus followed the man inside to a squalid untidy room. Nigel motioned towards a large armchair at the side of the room. Spartacus sat quickly down as Nigel picked up a wooden chair and placed it opposite the armchair with it’s back towards Spartacus. He sat down on it, leaning forward on the back of the chair.

He began to relate his bizarre tale. The sighting he reported had been the last event in a chain of events stretching back over a period of years. He believed that both himself and his wife had been abducted by aliens which was why they were constantly following him around and bothering him. He also believed that his father had been abducted by the very same aliens.

“One day, I were driving along in me car,”  he said motioning out of the window at the Granada, “and I seen summat in me mirrors. First it were on me left, then it were behind me, then I seen it on the right. It were a fucking alien man, running up the road behind me, so I push me foot right down on the accelerator. I must of been going at about an ‘undred mile an hour, but it’s still legging it up the road after me. It caught up to me, and bends down to look in the car at me wi’ it’s big blue eyes. It had to bend down ‘cause it were about twelve foot tall and I could see that it were in the niff. All of a sudden the engine bust and the car slowed down. I were shitting meself but the alien just kept legging it at about an ‘undred and twenty mile and hour off down road.”

Jesus H. Christ, thought Spartacus, what the fuck am I doing here?

“So I pull over to side of road, get out the car and open the bonnet and there’s all steam coming out. I thought, what am I going to do? ‘Cause I didn’t have a ‘phone or owt, and I were in middle of nowhere. But when I looked at engine, I knew what were up wi’ it. I went and got me tools out the bonnet and I fixed it. And I fucking knew what were up wi’ it. I han’t ever been able to fix cars or owt, but I knew.”

Spartacus spotted an opportunity. “Was it a problem with the heater matrix?” he asked.

“Er, well, er, it were. Aye, it were.”

“So how did you fix it.”

Nigel became agitated. “Look,” he said angrily, “do you want to fucking hear the rest of the story or not?”

“I’m sorry Nigel,” said Spartacus nervously, “please continue.”

Nigel’s mood suddenly changed and he bounced up out of the chair. “Do you want a cup of tea?”

“Er, yes please.”

While Nigel was in the kitchen making the tea, Spartacus decided that he had a perfect opportunity to do a spot of snooping. A quick inspection of the flat turned up an abundance of communication equipment, mainly CB stuff thought Spartacus, and all the books on the bookshelves seemed to be about UFOs. Shit, he thought, this guy is an absolute fucking crackpot. Spartacus picked up one of the books and was about to have a look to see if it was full of notes or had sections highlighted or something, but Nigel returned. Spartacus had just enough time to get back to his seat before Nigel entered with two cups of tea.

“What you got there?” said Nigel handing Spartacus a cup of tea. Nigel sat back down on his chair and put his tea on the floor.

“Er,” said Spartacus looking at the front cover, “How To Cook In Space.” Spartacus regretted the words as soon as they left his mouth, but Nigel only grinned.

“You never know,” he said, “maybe if I sorted them out with their tea one night they might stop fucking bothering me.” Spartacus stared back at him.

“Joke,” said Nigel, laughing.

Spartacus offered Nigel a cigarette which he accepted and they both lit them up. Over the tea and cigarettes, Nigel explained about how the lights he had described in his report hadn’t been traveling in the atmosphere, but had actually been traveling between stars at speeds of up to thirty million light years a second. After they had finished the tea, Spartacus asked him about the large number of UFO books he had. “Do you collect them or something?” This was a mistake.

“What are you trying to say?” boomed Nigel, “What are you trying to fucking say?”

“I’m not trying to say anything.”

“You think I’m making it up, don’t you? You think I’m fucking making it up?”

“No, no, I -”

“GET OUT OF MY HOUSE!” yelled Nigel as his face became fire-engine red. Spartacus wasted no time in complying, as Nigel chased him down the driveway and into his car. As Spartacus turned the keys in the ignition, Nigel was there banging on the roof of the car screamed, “GET OUT OF MY HOUSE!” As Spartacus drove off, his skepticism increased even further, he could still see Nigel jumping up and down with rage in the rear-view mirror. This, he thought to himself, is why I fucking hate South Yorkshire.

Spartacus had arrived at the pub early, and was thinking about the Robertson case as he drank his pint. He got up to go to the toilet and on his return he noticed a small man with rat-like features at a table in the corner reading an out of date Manchester Evening News. This was the issue which had ran his story about the Manchester sightings. This could only mean one thing, that this man was his contact. This man was Iscariot.

“Iscariot?”

“You must be Keith.” The rat-like man extended a hand which Spartacus shook.

“Would you like a drink Iscariot?”

“Oh,” said Iscariot, folding away his newspaper, “ I’ll have a pint of bitter please,” and he said this last word in a way that Spartacus hated. His voice sounded like grease dripping from a hot pan, as if he was pleased with himself for getting a drink out of Spartacus.

Spartacus stood at the bar ordering the drinks and watching Iscariot sitting there. He was fidgeting in a nervous, ferritous way. He’d better have some useful information. He paid for the drinks and returned to the table.

“So Iscariot,” said Spartacus, “Can we drop the codename. Iscariot is a bit of a mouthful.

A wry smile crossed Iscariot’s ratlike face. “Call me Judas.”

“OK Judas,” said Spartacus, trying to smile, “what have you got for me?”

“This article you’ve written,” he said, pushing the folded newspaper back and forth across the table, “there’s something that you’ve neglected to mention.”

“And what’s that?”

“If I was to describe to you a large brightly lit object roughly the same shape as a spinning top, with two wings lit slightly less bright than the main section, what would you say? A few people mention this sort of thing to you.”

“Well it’s not secret, I mentioned it to the newspaper but they didn’t report it, but yes, more than half the sightings in this area over the last couple of months have involved an object which eye-witnesses say matches that description.”

“And so far you haven’t found any rational explanation for this?”

“No.”

“I see,” said Iscariot.

For fuck’s sake, thought Spartacus lighting up a cigarette, I could be here all fucking night.

“Well, I can’t give you all the information right away you understand.” Or at all, thought Spartacus.

“But,” he continued, “I can tell you one thing straight away.”

“OK,” said Spartacus, “I’m listening.”

“This object or objects are very real, but they don’t come from outer space.”

“All right,” said Spartacus, “Where do they come from?”

And as Iscariot explained to Spartacus where this mysterious object or objects were coming from, three men of varying sizes sat at a table across the room watching the pair intently.

Chapter Four

“So what exactly is Enochian?” asked Morris looking again at the manuscript for any clues.

“That’s a good question,” said Cornelius. “Some people believe that it’s simply an invented language used only by a handful of occultists, certain members of the Order of Hermes for example and formed much of the basis for Aleister Crowley’s Thelema and the Golden Dawn. Others believe that the language was indeed revealed to the Elizabethan astrologer Dr. John Dee and his medium Edward Kelly by the archangel Raphael during their search for the fabled elixir vitae or philosopher’s stone. And there are some who believe that this language is indeed the language of the angels, and was spoken in the Garden of Eden before the fall of mankind.”

“So it’s probably just a hoax. Something written for a bit of a laugh, to waste some of my time.”

“Possibly, possibly. However, you yourself brought this manuscript to me because you believed it to be important. Now why did you do this?”

Morris thought for a moment. “I did indeed recognise certain element of language structure, certain syntactical idiosyncrasies in common with Latin or Germanic scripts and certain stylistic elements synonymous with Greek and Arabic – maybe even Hebrew.”

“So,” began Cornelius, “if indeed this manuscript is a hoax -”

“- it would be a very cleverly put together hoax.”

“Exactly.” The professor smiled. “Now, taking it as read that this manuscript is either a very intelligently put together hoax, or that this manuscript is indeed for real which, believe me, would make it a very important discovery, surely you deem it worthy of further investigation?”

“Well, when you put it like that, yes. So what else can you tell me about it?”

“Just an initial glance is really enough to see that it is Enochian – you’ll note that the language uses a quite unique alphabet. And you have noticed for yourself that the language follows rigid enough syntactical and stylistic rules in common with other ancient languages. However, I myself will be unable to translate most of this. I have only briefly studied the language and, well, let’s just say that was during my wilder days.” The professor coughed.

“You don’t mean -”

“I will admit that in my younger days I…dabbled in the occult. But it was only a hobby for a couple of years. I found the whole thing rather difficult to take seriously.”

“I’m not surprised,” said Morris, “It’s all a load of old bollocks.”

“Don’t be too sure,” Cornelius countered. “There’s a lot that we don’t understand, things that we try to explain with science or religion, and, at that point in my life, neither science or religion gave me the answers I sought. I thought I might possibly find answers in Magick, however, it wasn’t to be.”

“OK,” said Morris, “So what do you think we should do about it.”

“I think,” said Cornelius, “we should get some more coffee. And then I’ll see what I can make of this manuscript. I’ll also see what other information I can dig up, and tomorrow we’ll call an old friend of mine from my undergraduate days – I believe he’s regarded as something of an expert in occult matters nowadays. So you must stay here tonight so we can make an early start tomorrow.”

“Er, OK, but what about your brass rubbings,” said Morris motioning at the half-translated works on the desk.

“Hmm, the rubbings,” said the professor. He considered this for a second. “Fuck them. They can wait.”

Upon his return with more fresh coffee, Cornelius began to describe the discovery of the Enochian language by Dr. John Dee and his assistant Edward Kelly. Dee studied mathematics and astronomy at Cambridge in the mid-16th Century. After completing his Bachelor of Arts degree, he spent some time in Holland where he met and studied with many esteemed scholars of the time before returning to Cambridge to complete a Masters degree. He was then forced to leave the country after building a machine which caused him to be accused of being a magician. It is entirely possible that this machine was a 16th Century forerunner of Babbage’s difference engine. Such accusations would plague Dee for the rest of his life.

Dee returned to England after Edward VI recommended him for the post of Rector of Severn-upon-Severn and spent his time in this position honing his astrological skills until Queen Mary had him imprisoned in Hampton Court for practicing witchcraft. He was freed two years later and with the accession of Elizabeth I found himself in favour once again. He again traveled Europe and when he returned to England he set himself up with a mansion at Mortlake on the Thames river, where he began to put together his legendary library containing over 4,500 occult texts many of which were destroyed by angry mobs convinced that he was dabbling with diablerie. Dee made his living from astrology, but studied Talmudic and Rosicrusian theories and practiced alchemy in his spare time.

In 1581, following a tradition established by Nostrodamus, Dee began to practice crystal-gazing. After a year, whilst gazing he encountered the angel Uriel who gave him a piece of convex crystal. After using this crystal many times, Dee decided to recruit an assistant who could write down the things Dee was seeing. That assistant was Edward Kelly.

The pair were given a stone tablet by the archangel Raphael which formed the basis of the Enochian language as known today. The tablet, known as the ‘Great Tablet’ or ‘Tablet of the Four Watchtowers’, was a 27x25 rectangle of Enochian letters which contained the secrets of the Universe. The Universe, according to the tablet, is comprised of 33 aethyrs, or spheres of existence with the physical world being the lowest. The Great Plan of the Universe was revealed to the pair in 48 keys, made up of 19 invocations in the Enochian language. The final invocation, known as ‘The Call of the 30 Aethyrs’ is counted as 30 keys making a total of 48.

The two men traveled in and around Poland for a number of years, until whilst in Prague Dee received a copy of the Necronomicon, or the Book of the Names of the Dead by Jacob Eliezer, the Black Rabbi. Kelly’s fascination with this grimoire disturbed Dee greatly, and the pair went their separate ways. Kelly was imprisoned in Prague for witchcraft and died trying to escape from gaol. Dee returned to England and again found favour at the court of Queen Elizabeth. He became chancellor of St. Pauls Cathedral and then Warden of Manchester College before retiring to Mortlake in 1603. Dee wasted his fortune searching for the philosopher’s stone and after James I again suffered accusations of being a wizard.

“He finally died penniless in 1608 and although I’ve been discussing his fascination with astrology and mysticism, is probably better remembered as a mathematician, astronomer and collector of old books and documents. He was probably one of the countries first modern scientists.” The professor finished off his coffee.

Morris looked puzzled. “But I don’t believe in spirits or angels, and besides, the Necronomicon is just a myth. It was the invention of H. P. Lovecraft for his Cthulhu Mythos.”

“Oh no,” said Cornelius, “not at all. Upon his return to Mortlake, Dee translated the book into English although it was never printed. And whether you believe what Dee and Kelly were seeing were angels or not, the fact remains that they made some fascinating discoveries and astonishingly accurate predictions.”

“So what happened to Dee’s original copy of the Necronomicon?”

“Well, after Dee’s death the book went into the collection of Elias Ashmole and eventually to the Bodleian Library at Oxford University. It remained there until 1934 when it was stolen. Nobody knows where it is now.”

“And the philosophers stone? Surely that’s another myth as well.”

“Well the stone was first mentioned by Zosimos of Panopolis back in the 3rd Century is was originally believed to be an alchemical substance used in the transformation of base metals into silver and gold. The idea itself goes back to the teachings of Aristotle, that all things tend towards perfection.”

“Ah, I see, hence the Order of Hermes. Transformation.”

“Exactly,” said Cornelius smiling, “and Hermes’ equivalent within Egyptian mythology is Thoth, the central figure in the Golden Dawn. Nowadays the philosophers stone is variously considered as the force behind the evolution of life, the universal power which binds mind and soul in human oneness, or the highest and purest form of thought.”

Finally, all of this had begun to make sense to Morris. “So what do you think we’ll find in this manuscript?”

Cornelius got up and went to one of the bookshelves. He paused for a few seconds, scanning the tomes before selecting one and returning to his seat. He located a section in the book and laid it out on the desk next to the manuscript.
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“The table in this book will allow us to convert the Enochian alphabet into a more familiar one.”

Several minutes later, the professor had completed his task.

“This is what I’ve got,” said Cornelius handing his notepad to Morris. This is what was written:

ILS ASCHAN CASARMA PRAF

IAIDA OROCHA AG CRIP IAIDON

CACARG AR BASGIM BAGIE

CAPIMAO NONCA TORZUL

OD INSI AAIOM LANSH

YOLCAM IALPIRGAH

DE PATRALX DS ORRI

CARMA PSEA PIR OIAS PILD

CASARM IDLUGAM DARR

OD IVMD ILMO HARDIMI

TORZUM OD INSI CAOSG

“Yes!” cried Morris, “I could see the structure. I could see it. The grammar’s obviously there. I can see it.”

“Calm down Morris. This hasn’t really told us anything. Now let me see if I can translate any of these words.”

“I’ll put the kettle on.”

Morris came back in a few minutes later with yet more coffee. “Well, have you managed to make anything out of it yet?”

“Hmm. Come and take a look.” Cornelius had highlighted several words on his notepad. “If memory serves me correctly, most of the Enochian root words are spiritual or based on the four elements. You see here the words Iaida, Iaidon, Ialpirgah? These words all refer to powerful beings, most likely spirits or angels. I’m fairly certain that the manuscript contains some form of invocation. The only other words I recognise are all earth words…here you have rock…and here, stone.”

“But what does this all mean?” asked Morris impatiently.

“I’m not sure. This manuscript may contain one of the Enochian keys, or it may contain some later invocation. I have a friend who may be able to help decipher it further, an old university friend from my undergraduate days. He still has quite an interest in matters of the occult and could be of great assistance.” The professor closed his book and turned his chair to face towards Morris. “There is, however, one thing you haven’t yet explained.”

Morris looked surprised. “Oh? What’s that?” 

“How on Earth did you come into possession of this enigmatic document?”

Morris smiled. “Now that is a curious story in itself.”

Morris had been working on an article for a research journal describing the effect of modern communications and media on regional accents and dialects. The journal had already approached him to write some sort of article and he had been prompted to write on this particular subject after hearing a group of young girls using ‘valley’ slang. What the fuck is this about, thought Morris, I bet none of these kids has even been to California.

He was sat in his office at the university earlier that afternoon working on his article when there was a knock at the door. “Come in,” he said.

In stepped a friend of his from the Department of Archaeology, Doctor Simone Eastwood. “Morris,” she said with some urgency, “I need a favour.”

“Sure,” said Morris, “Come in, take a seat.”

“I can’t,” said Simone. “I’m setting off for the airport in a minute.”

“OK. Going anywhere nice.” She smiled.

“I’m going to Rapa Nui.”

“Easter Island? It’s all right for some.”

“It’s an absolutely fantastic archaeological site, but it’s largely unvisited. I’m really looking forward to it.” She smiled again.

“So how can I help?” asked Morris.

“I’d like you to look after this manuscript for me while I’m away. I’ll be gone for about three weeks and I’ll pick it up when I come back. I’m not sure what language it’s in – if you fancy having a go at translating it you’ve got three weeks.” They both laughed. “Anyway,” she continued, “I don’t want to leave it at home. I want it to be somewhere safe and you’re someone I can trust.”

“No problem.” She handed the document over to him and he took a quick look at it.

“Interesting,” he said, “I’ll see what I can do.”

“Take care Morris,” said Simone, and she turned and left. Morris thought he sensed concern in her voice. He picked up the telephone on his desk and dialed a number.

“Hello Roger? Yeah, about that article…something’s come up. It might have to wait until your next issue…”

Chapter Five

Spartacus was sat in the pub smoking a cigarette with half a pint of unfinished beer in front of him. His encounter with Iscariot had been a strange one to say the least and he was now sat there trying to come to terms with what he had just been told. The recent sightings in the area were, if Iscariot was to be believed, of flying craft built right here on Earth, and that if he wished to see one for himself he was to travel to a place in Wigan two days from now. When pressed for more information on who had built these craft and what they were doing in Wigan, Iscariot became quiet and thoughtful, before weaseling out of the question by changing the subject or asking ambiguous questions. Finally he just got up and left and when Spartacus followed him outside, he was nowhere to be seen.

He finished off the remaining lager and was sat there pondering over the encounter and wondering whether it was worth visiting Wigan on an off-chance when he was disturbed by a familiar voice.

“What are you doing, sat there with a face like an Easter Island head?” It was the voice of his unfortunately named friend, Frederick West, who was now sitting himself down in the chair opposite. The heavily built man planted his pint down on the table and asked, “Still chasing UF-fucking-Os?”

“Yes Fred,” he smiled, “I’m still chasing UF-fucking-Os. I was hoping to avoid you this evening and I was doing pretty well up until now.”

Fred laughed a huge great man laugh. “’Ere, I’ll get you another pint. You look like you need one.”

Fred was one of Spartacus’ oldest friends. The pair of them had been friends since school and although they were out of contact for a few years, they had ran into each other again after they had both moved independently to Manchester. When Spartacus originally moved to Manchester, Fred remained in Chorley working as a scaffolder. In the time that they hadn’t seen each other, Fred had attended some evening courses and had been working as a care assistant with autistic children, although had now enrolled as a mature student at the Metropolitan University.

Although he enjoyed working with children with learning disabilities, Fred was now studying for a degree in order to get into management. When they bumped into each other a couple of years previously and had caught up, Spartacus had asked him why he was considering moving into management. Fred told him that he’d worked in a few places and how none of the managers he had every worked with had seemed to care about the children they were responsible for.

“I know it seems a bit of an odd decision,” Fred had said at the time, “but the only way to change the system is from the inside. I just want to prove to people that the children are far more important than balancing books. Just because you work at a private institution, doesn’t mean you have to distance yourself. Just because you’re running a business, doesn’t mean you can’t care. At the end of each statistic is a kid, man, that’s what people seem to forget.”

Fred was approaching the end of the second year of his course, and was currently trying to decide whether to take a year out. It wasn’t like he needed the experience or anything, he just missed working with the kids. Maybe this was because at heart he was still a kid himself. He had a tendency to get very excited about the smallest of things and had once been described as ‘a toddler trapped in the body of a pirate.’

Maybe this was a little unfair, but he was obviously excited when he came back from the bar with two pints of lager.

“I read that article in the Evening News. They called you Keith.” Fred was one of the few people to whom Spartacus had revealed his actual name.

“Yeah, I wasn’t that impressed with it really, but it’s led to something pretty interesting.” Spartacus lit up another cigarette.

“Go on,” said Fred.

“Well, you know how I was up in Doncaster a couple of days ago visiting that nutter,” said Spartacus.

“Yeah, yeah.”

“Well, I went to see my boss yesterday to hand in my report, and I’m walking back up into town to get some shopping done and that, and I get this call on my mobile. The bloke of the other end’s got this weird accent, almost definitely European but I couldn’t pinpoint where, telling me that he’s read the article in the Evening News and he has some information for me. He tells me to meet someone, a contact, with the codename Iscariot here tonight.

Anyway, I come down to meet him and he tells me that the sightings mentioned in the article were of objects from here on Earth and that if I wanted to see some for myself I should go to this park in Wigan in two days time.”

“Well, are you going to go?” Fred seemed more keen than Spartacus.

“You know, I don’t know.” Spartacus swigged on his pint. “How can you trust a man who calls himself Iscariot.”

“Fair point. But what have you got to lose?” Fred was right. Spartacus doubted that he would be doing anything more interesting on the night in question. Maybe if something else turned up he wouldn’t bother, but as long as there was a chance that visiting Wigan would turn up something interesting, what did he have to lose?

“Fancy tagging along?” Spartacus pleaded.

“No,” said Fred with a blank expression.

After the pub had closed, the two men had gone on to an after hours blues bar that Fred knew. Fred had tried to get Spartacus to join him there on a couple of occasions, but he always had something else that he had to do (like going to bed and getting some sleep), but tonight he had had a few pints and nothing to do in the morning and thought, what the hell? at least it’ll make Fred happy.

The bar was in a cellar on the high street, with a narrow doorway sandwiched between a bank and a supermarket. Spartacus had walked this high street often but had never noticed the doorway before. The guys made their way down the narrow steep stairs into a dimly lit stone and brick room with a bar at one end and a stage at the other. On the stage the band, Stationwagon, were playing a slow set, blues with a touch of surf, and to Fred and Spartacus it didn’t feel like they were in Manchester anymore.

Spartacus went to the bar to get drinks while Fred stood by the front of the stage watching the band. There were about seventeen other people in the place including a massive ape-like bouncer at the door and a thin old woman in a leather jacket behind the bar. The whole place reminded Spartacus of something, some scene from a film maybe, he couldn’t put his finger on it.

“Two double Jack Daniels with ice, please.” The woman poured the two drinks and a single for herself.

“This is a nice pla-” Spartacus stopped mid-word as the old woman belted back the drink. “Er, never mind,” he said, and made his way to the stage with the drinks.

The men sank two more bourbons (singles) as the band played out the end of their set. They were at the bar when the band finished and two of the musicians joined them at the bar.

“Fucking brilliant set mate,” said Fred to the singer.

“Cheers mate,” said the singer. He extended his hand and grinned, “Jim Station…real name.”

“Fred West,” said Fred shaking Jim’s hand, “real name.” The pair of them thought this was hilarious, however Spartacus wasn’t amused. He was beginning to feel very pissed, and a bit nauseous. He sat down at a table, while Fred hung with the band. He put his elbow on the table and rested his head in his hand.

“Do you mind if I join you?” Spartacus looked up to see a woman with a pale face and black hair.

“Not at all,” said Spartacus.

“My name’s Kelly,” she said.

Spartacus tried to look at her straight. “Mine’s Spartacus. Hello Kelly.”

“Hello Spartacus.” Shit, thought Spartacus, I meant to say Keith.

“And what do you do?” asked Kelly.

“I chase UF-fucking-O’s. Please excuse my language.”

Kelly laughed. “You should meet my friend Alan. He’s into weird shit.”

Spartacus stared at her. Sending that this had annoyed him, she changed the subject. “So are you going to tell me how you came to be called Spartacus? I mean it’s quite an unusual name.”

“No.”

“OK, why not?”

“Too pissed.”

Fred and Jim rolled over to the table. “All right Kelly,” said Jim, “and I believe you’re Keith.” Spartacus looked up at Kelly and put his finger to his lips then nodded to Jim. “Well,” said Jim, “this place is going to close in a minute, so we’re heading back to mine. You’re both welcome to join us.”

“Think I’m going to shoot actually,” slurred Spartacus while he stood up.

“I’m heading on with these guys,” said Fred, “I’ll see you later man.”

“I’ll catch you later.”

Spartacus walked across to the stairway.

“Goodnight mate,” he said to the bouncer.

“I’m not your fucking mate,” was the response.

Spartacus chuckled as he staggered up the stairway, out of the bar and into the street. He was about to light up a cigarette, but was all out. Fortunately the supermarket had a twenty-four hour counter next to which sat a tramp. He bought his cigarettes and tossed his change to the tramp.

Like some sort of schizophrenic jukebox playing a broken disc, the tramp began to repeat over and over, “…we let them in…it’s too late…we let them in…”

Spartacus walked off down the road laughing and smoking one of his new acquisitions, waving his hand in the hope of attracting a taxi.

Spartacus woke late the next morning with an over-sized headache. Bollocks, he thought. He got up, took a really hot shower and got dressed. His hunt around the kitchen eventually turned up a couple of paracetamol which he washed down with a cup of tea. He had decided to spend the afternoon getting his stuff together for his visit to Wigan the next day. The instructions he had received from Iscariot were clear enough. He was to go to the seventh hole of the golf course at Haigh Hall Country Park at half past one in the morning and wait there.

Spartacus had only been to Wigan a couple of times recently, but he used to be quite familiar with Haigh Hall. His parents had taken him there often when he was a child. He had fond memories of walking past that grand old building, up to the park at the top where he would play on the swings, and then round past the fish pond and on through the walled gardens. It must have been twenty years since he was last there. He had played in a crazy golf tournament on the miniature golf course there, but he’d never even been on the full-sized one.

Spartacus decided he’d go up there early in the afternoon to get a feel of the place and get something to eat, maybe talking to a few of the locals seeing what he could dig up. Spartacus had never been UFO-spotting before, and as he drank his tea wondered whether there was anywhere where he could get hold of some night-vision equipment and stuff.

He picked up his telephone and dialed.

“All right Curtis. It’s Keith.”

“Keith, Keith. What can I do you for?”

“I’m going to Wigan tomorrow to investigate these recent sightings and I was wondering, you don’t know where I can get hold of any night-vision stuff do you.”

“For Christ’s sake Keith! This is the Knutsford Northern Association for UFO Findings, not the fucking army.”

“Yeah, that’s what I thought. Thanks anyway.”

Spartacus didn’t know anyone who was the ‘survival’ type, a fact that was usually pretty comforting, but at this moment in time it would have been pretty useful. He certainly wasn’t going to go out and buy anything. As he stuffed his satchel with notepads and reference books, he decided that whatever he was getting himself into, he would be investigating this one with his bare eyes.

Chapter Six

“Good morning Morris. I trust you slept well? Please, sit down and have some breakfast.” The professor sat at the table with an impressive continental breakfast in front of him.

“Thank you Cornelius,” said Morris looking at the food, “I had a reasonably good sleep.”

“Only reasonably? You haven’t been thinking about this manuscript all night have you.” The professor hammered into another slice of toast with marmalade.

“I had a peculiar dream, that’s all. I was on some sort of metal plinth, being held down by several sets of small hands. A voice was asking over and over again ‘where is it?’ I woke up in a cold sweat around four. But after that I slept magnificently.”

“Glad to hear it. Now please, have some breakfast.”

After the two academics had eaten, they set about making plans for the day. Cornelius was going to remain at home and carry on with his work, but was first going to set up a meeting up for Morris with his old university pal who would probably be the best person to help Morris with the manuscript. Cornelius gave him a call.

“Alan? It’s Cornelius.”

“Cornelius man, long time no speak. What are you up to?”

“The usual. Research. However I have something here that may interest you.”

“Okay man, I’m all ears.”

“A friend of mine, Morris Stevenson, brought over a photocopy of a manuscript last night and it’s Enochian.”

“Enochian? Really?”

“Yes, I thought you might be able to help him decipher it. I seem to remember you have quite an interest in Enochian.”

“Well, it’s not really my thing, but I should be able to help your man out. Does he have the original?”

“I think so. One second -” Cornelius covered the mouthpiece with his hand and asked Morris whether he still had the original. Morris nodded affirmative. “Yes, he still has it.”

“Cool. Tell him to fetch it down with him and I can meet him this afternoon.”

“Excellent. I’ll let him know.”

Cornelius hung up. “It’s on for this afternoon. He wants you to bring the original. You should be able to pick it up on your way down to Manchester.”

Morris nodded again. “Are you sure you won’t come with me Cornelius? I’m sure you’d be a great deal of help.”

“Yes, I’m quite sure. I couldn’t possibly be any more help than Alan in any case. Here, I’ll write down his name, address, ‘phone number and directions to his house. Any problems just give me or Alan a call.”

Morris and Cornelius sat down to have a cup of tea and then it was time for Morris to leave. Morris thanked the professor for his hospitality, and walked to the front door. As he was leaving Cornelius said, “Morris?”

“Yes, Cornelius.”

“Let me know what you find out.”

Morris walked to his car, got in and set off back home. The drive back was nothing compared to the nightmare journey that had brought him there. It was a beautiful day although a little cold, and in any case Morris was protected from the cold air in his car. Around half an hour later, Morris had returned to his house. He took out his keys and walked to the front door, but something was wrong. The lights were on and Morris never left his lights on. He unlocked the door and went inside.

His lounge was a mess. Furniture was overturned, drawers were hung half out of his desk. Oh fucking hell, he thought. After looking around, Morris could find absolutely no sign of a break-in. Could somebody have managed to get keys? Nothing appeared to be missing and so Morris decided there was no real need to get the police involved. After he had made his call, he decided to put the manuscript in the car ready for his trip to Manchester. Several minutes of frantic searching made him realise that the original manuscript was missing.

Well at least I know why Simone was so concerned, thought Morris, and why she wanted to leave the manuscript with someone she could trust. And I’ve let her down. But who could possibly know that he was in possession of the manuscript? He decided that he would wait until after his trip to Manchester before trying to contact Simone. Should he telephone the police? Despite the fact that he had suffered a break-in, he felt a strange reluctance to report this crime. Finally he decided he would go immediately down to Manchester. After meeting Alan, he would consult Simone to get more information on the manuscript before involving the police.

He got in his car and set off for Manchester. It took him around two and a half hours to get down there, but he eventually located Alan’s house. He knocked and Alan came to the door. He was a tall man with a bowl-shaped haircut, a moustache and a short beard and he was dressed head to foot in black.

“You must be Morris Stevenson. Welcome to the Alice Bailey Cabal.”

“Thank you.” Morris followed Alan into the house. The lounge walls were painted various bright summery colours where psychedelic designs played in and out of each other. Laid on large cushions on the floor were two almost identical looking women, one of whom was smoking what appeared to Morris to be a marijuana cigarette. The large cushions, of which there were several, seemed to be about the limit for furniture in the room.

“Everybody, allow me to introduce Morris Stevenson. He has brought with him a very interesting manuscript. Morris, this is Kelly and this is Kim.”

“Actually Alan,” said Morris with a small cough, “the manuscript has been stolen. I have, however, brought with me a photocopy.”

“Curiouser and curiouser,” said Alan, “we must take a good look at this manuscript but first some tea,” and with that he left to prepare some.

One of the two girls, Morris wasn’t sure which, offered him the spliff. Morris felt out of place enough so he complied. He took a drag on the spliff. Although he had smoked marijuana a few times during his undergraduate days he had never really found that it had done anything for him. This however was much different. The colours seemed brighter, more vivid. After a second drag the patterns on the wall came much further to the forefront of his mind. He decided to pass it back to the girls.

Alan came back through with a small tray with four cups of tea and a small silver sugar bowl, which he placed in the centre of the room. He then sat down on the cushions and motioned for Morris, who was still stood by the door, to join the rest of them on the cushions. “It might be more comfortable if you were to remove your shoes,” suggested Alan helpfully. “So how is Cornelius? I haven’t seen him for a few years now.”

Morris filled Alan in on what Cornelius had been up to, about how he had taken up the professorship at Newcastle, and some of the various projects that he knew Cornelius had been working on, while the four people finished the tea and the spliff. Morris’ head was swimming by this time and he decided he would be better off getting this manuscript explained and then finding somewhere local to have a cup of coffee and put his head back together. He pulled the photocopy out of his pocket. “So Alan,” he said, handing the document over, “what do you make of this?”

As Alan stared at the document the expression on his face changed. His eyes grew wider and his mouth began to open. “Good Lord,” he exclaimed.

“What is it?” asked Morris. The two girls didn’t really seem very interested. Morris suspected that they had probably been smoking that marijuana all afternoon.

“If I’m not mistaken, and I rarely am, this could be the most important occult discovery of the last fifty years.”

“Really. What do you think it is?”

“There is a very real possibility that this is the 23rd Enochian key.”

Morris sat back and tried to remember all that Cornelius had taught him about the Enochian system of Dee and Kelly.

“I thought the system contained 48 keys. What’s so special about the 23rd?” he asked.

“Dee and Kelly discovered 19 keys, the final of which is known as the Call of the Thirty Aethyrs which is often counted as 30 keys. This however is incorrect. Tell me Morris, what do you know of the Hermetic Order of the Golden Dawn?”

“Not a great deal. Only what Cornelius briefly mentioned, that a small subsect of them would invoke the Enochian calls during their Magickal practices.”

“Enochian Magick was largely unpracticed before Aleister Crowley came on to the scene. The man, dubbed “The Great Beast” by his own mother was the key figure in reviving the Enochian tradition, and claimed himself to be the reincarnation of Edward Kelly. I cannot vouch for this, however he was definitely a magician of great power and influence.”

“Yes, Cornelius did mention something about Aleister Crowley.”

“Dee and Kelly’s Great Tablet referred to thirty-three Aethyrs. The Enochian keys to invoke the final three Aethyrs are keys twenty, twenty-one and twenty-two. Crowley was convinced that there was a twenty-third and final key but never managed to discover it. And now it looks that you have managed to get hold of it. This definitely explains why somebody would want to steal it. Please tell me how it happened.”

Morris explained how Simone had given him the manuscript to look after, how he had taken a photocopy to Cornelius and after returning to his house, how he had discovered that somebody had broken in and found the manuscript, but that nothing else was missing, while one of the two girls rolled up another spliff.

“I don’t think I should smoke anymore,” Morris protested.

“Oh, you should,” said Alan grinning wildly. “You’ve got a lot to take in this afternoon and I sense that you’re reasonably skeptical to all of this.”

“Well, I don’t believe in angels or Magick or anything like that if that’s what you mean.”

“That’s exactly what I mean. You need something to open your mind and this,” he handed the spliff across to Morris, “will help you to overcome your mental blockages.”

“If you insist,” said Morris, and he took a few drags and passed it on while Cornelius explained further.

“I have my suspicions about what is contained in this manuscript although I have not yet made any serious attempt to translate it, and if I’m correct, then I will also have a very good idea who broke into your house and why they would be interested in taking it.”

“What?” said Morris. “Who?”

“If I told you now, you would never believe me. In fact you would get up and walk out now.” The spliff came back round to Morris. He took a deep inhalation and Alan told him.

“That’s preposterous!” shouted Morris, rising. “I’m leaving,” he said walking to the front door.

Suddenly he was sat back down on the cushions with the spliff in his hand.

Alan, sensing that the marijuana had switched on Morris’ perception of alternative realities, smiled. “You see what I mean?”

Morris was quite unphased by what had just occurred. “Yeah. I see what you mean.”

“So we’re just going to sit here and get stoned while I give you the background piece-by-piece until you are ready to receive the truth.”

“All sounds good,” said Morris. “Can you start by explaining who Alice Bailey is or was?”

Alan rolled up another spliff as he explained this history of the woman whom he had named his cabal after.

“Alice Bailey was born and raised right here in Manchester. She was a very prominent figure within the church, although a number of events in her personal life affected her and she developed her own personal system of belief. She believed that a person’s Divine life affected and helped to guide the Plan for humanity, and that this Plan required the co-operation of intelligent trained people spread across the world, in collaboration with the spiritual beings who governed the Earth.”

Morris just sat there and listened, too stoned by now to really do anything else. He was accepting what Alan was saying, but still not actually believing that the Earth was governed by spiritual beings. In his opinion, the world was governed by a series of arseholes who had no interest in science and culture except when they could distort it to build weapons and create propaganda. But he sat there and listened as Alan continued.

“The rest of her life was devoted equally to her church, within which she founded an esoteric school of Christianity, and collaborating with a Tibetan mystic, Djwhal Khul. Together they wrote a series of books presenting the next phase of the Ageless Wisdom to humanity. My main interest with her history began when I first became interested in telepathy, of which she and Khul wrote extensively, and when I learned that she came from right here in Manchester, she seemed an excellent choice for naming this cabal.”

“Yes,” said Morris, “I can see that.”

“Now,” said Alan, “are you ready to hear what is contained in your manuscript? Ready to realise what it means, and why we could all be in grave danger if the knowledge contained within has fallen into the wrong hands?”

“Yes,” said Morris, “I am ready.”

Chapter Seven

Dave checked in to his hotel. He had had a reasonably pleasant flight, despite the fact that he generally wasn’t a good flyer. He had slept for the last twenty minutes or so, only waking when the plane touched down at Schiphol airport. He had bought some cigarettes (delightfully cheap) and then caught the train into Amsterdam. 

His hotel was only a short walk from Centraal Station and he didn’t have much luggage so he marched out of the station. The air had quite a cold bite and Dave was thankful for his woolen hat which had come into his possession after the Glastonbury festival earlier in the year. The hat was black with rainbow stripes around it.

On the bridge outside the station, a scruffy old man with a beard barked the word “COCKS!” at him, before telling him that “we let them in, we let them in, and now it too late!” Slightly unnerved, Dave had made it to his hotel without any more nutterous encounters.

“Dave Norton,” he said to the young woman at reception taking off his hat.

She entered this information in the computer before saying, “Yes sir, do you have a credit card.”

“Er, yeah,” said Dave handing his card over. She took a print from it and then asked him whether he would prefer a smoking or non-smoking room.

“Smoking please,” said Dave thinking about the ‘cheap’ cigarettes in his pocket.

“Here you go sir, room number 23. It’s on this floor, turn left after leaving reception.”

“Thanks very much,” said Dave taking the keycard. She smiled.

Dave unpacked his bag and took a shower, before heading down to reception with his portfolio and ordering a taxi to the WKS office where he was scheduled to meet Ludas. He was feeling pretty tired so he asked for the taxi come after half an hour to give him time to have a quick coffee in the bar.

The hotel bar was quite a casual affair, and reminded him of the sort of bar you find at an airport, more of a café than a bar. The hotel had a collection of British newpapers, so he selected today’s issue of his favorite tabloid, ordered a coffee and took a seat at a table. He was already smoking one of the cigarettes he had purchased at the airport when his coffee arrived, and while he read his newspaper, smoked his cigarette and drank his coffee, his mind was awash with possibilities of what he could do over the course of the weekend. He hoped Ludas had some suggestions for him, otherwise he would have to do the standard ‘tourist thing’. He got up and called Ludas from the lobby to let him know he was on his way.

His taxi arrived and he put on his hat and set off. Ten minutes later his hat was off and he was at the office. Ludas was sat downstairs in the lobby of the building waiting for him. It was late, already past office hours and the rest of the building was deserted.

“Dave,” said Ludas walking over and shaking his hand. “Very nice to see you again. Shall we go up to the office?”

“Yes,” said Dave, and the two guys walked over to the lift and pressed the button.

In the lift Dave explained the changes that had been made since the last proofs that Ludas had been sent, the final touches that had been added, and about how him and Ian had put it all together. Ludas seemed impressed. The doors opened and Ludas and Dave went into the office.

Ludas took the portfolio from him and walked over to his desk. Dave sat opposite. Ludas spread out the artwork across the desk. As he sat there perusing the material, doubts began to creep into Dave’s mind. It’s crap, he thought. He’s going to hate it. He’s going to look up and tell me that it’s good, but that it doesn’t adequately reflect the company or the specific product. Ludas had a look of intense scrutiny on his face. This is it, thought Dave. This is where he tells me that he’s not really impressed. Ludas slowly looked up at Dave and fixed him with a stare. Here it comes, thought Dave.

“Dave,” said Ludas slowly. Dave glanced momentarily at the artwork and then back to Ludas. “This is absolutely fantastic.”

Dave felt a wave of euphoria wash over him and relaxed back into his chair.

“I’m glad you like it,” he said coolly.

“This calls for a celebration,” said Ludas boldly. “Are you hungry?”

“Oh, definitely,” said Dave rising. “I haven’t eaten since Manchester.”

Dave and Ludas called a taxi from the office and headed off. In the taxi, Ludas explained where they were going.

“This is a very unique restaurant. I have certainly never been anywhere like it before. It’s a themed restaurant, based on a successful television series.”

This didn’t sound very appealing to Dave who was putting on his hat. “Which series?” he asked.

“Ah, you’ll find out soon enough.” A couple of minutes later he said something in Dutch to the driver and the taxi pulled over and let them out.

They were stood outside Planet A-Team. Dave took off his hat and put it in his pocket. Outside there was a life-size plastic statue of Mr. T in the role that made him famous, B. A. Baracus. Dave couldn’t believe this, an A-Team themed restaurant. It just didn’t make sense. He followed Ludas in where Ludas arranged a table for the pair of them. The waiter, who appeared to be dressed as ‘Howling Mad’ Murdoch, sat them at their table and brought over two menus. As they looked at the menu, they discussed the remainder of the weekend.

They were to celebrate closure of the project by having a couple of bottles of champagne at Denizens, a new large bar out to the east of the center, and then head back into town for few more drinks. If they weren’t too pissed or tired, they would possibly go to a club.

‘Howling Mad’ Murdoch the waiter returned. “Gentlemen, have you decided yet?”

“Yes,” said Dave, “I’ll have the Eggs ‘Dirk’ Benedict.”

“And I’ll have a ‘George’ Peppar’d Steak. And could we have two cups of Mr. Tea?”

“Certainly gentleman,” said the waiter, and then he turned and left.

While they waited for their food to arrive, they talked about what they were doing, what Dave’s next project was, what the next version of Ludas’ software would be. The subject turned to Ludas’ background. Ludas was originally from Ede, but after graduating from the University of Amsterdam he had decided to stay on in the city. He had originally started out as a programmer before moving into product marketing, so he knew the products he was responsible for inside out from a technical as well as from a sales point of view. He had only been working at WKS for the previous five months, but had soon got to grips with the product and was certain that the material Dave and Ian had produced would be perfect for promoting the new software.

The food arrived and the pair enjoyed an excellent meal. They asked for two more cups of Mr. Tea and the bill. Several minutes later the waiter came back with the tea and the bill, which Ludas took care of. Over the tea they discussed whether they should get a taxi or a tram over to Denizens.

“A taxi will probably be quicker,” explained Ludas, “however a tram will give you more of a view of the city, which is quite beautiful.”

“That sounds nice,” replied Dave, “but it’s pretty dark now, so I think it would be better to just get a taxi there.”

“Yes, I see what you mean. A taxi it is.”

They finished off Mr. Tea and left the restaurant. Dave put his hat back on and a short taxi ride later and they were at Denizens. The bar stood by itself and it seemed to be an odd choice of location. Nevertheless Dave took of his hat and him and Ludas stepped inside. The bar was fashionably lit in almost ultraviolet shades of blue. There was house music pumping as loud as it could be without being offensive. Ludas marched over to the bar to order a bottle of champagne while Dave located a table for them both. 

All the tables in the bar were single-legged with a reflective silvery surface. The ones along the right-hand side of the bar were surrounded with circular sofas and Dave selected a free one and sat himself down at it. Presently Ludas arrived with an ice-bucket containing a bottle of champagne and two glasses. He put the bucket down on the table, sat down and then poured the wine out into the two glasses. He then raised his glass and proposed, “to business”.

Dave raised his glass and clashed it against Ludas’. “To business,” and the pair of them drank.

Dave took another look around. The bar was only about half full of people, mainly people in suits (marketing, thought Dave) and attractive young women. He was rather hoping that the champagne would attract a couple of the more frivolous women. In the centre of the room there was a glitterball suspended from the roof. Dave was quite happy that these devices had come back into fashion, and beams of blue and purple light ricocheted off around the room. It was the sort of place that if they stayed there for a couple of hours people would start dancing. Dave reckoned that the music would be turned up in about an hour and a half’s time.

“So Dave,” said Ludas with an inkling of a wink, “what are you going to do?”

“I don’t get you,” said Dave.

“Well, what I mean is, are you going to keep working for Fatlamp Communications for the rest of your life, or what? What are you going to do?” Ludas said with a smuggish confidant grin on his face.

“Probably not,” said Dave. “Me and Ian have always been thinking about setting up our own company.”

“Then why don’t you do it?” asked Ludas, his smug expression unchanged.

Dave thought for a minute before answering. “It’s a question of contacts. You, know, I know a few people whose products I can market, but our sales people come up with good ideas about who would be interested in using our skills to market their products.”

“Yes,” said Ludas, relaxing back in his chair, “but where exactly are you aiming your targets. What I mean to say is, who are your target audience before we talk about your target market?”

“Well,” said Dave. He was getting a bit pissed off with this interrogation. “I suppose our target audience is anyone who wants us to market their stuff.”

“Yes, yes, that will be the case with any marketing firm,” replied Ludas. Dave was beginning to get angry. “But what,” continued Ludas, “is your primary market?”

“Well, that would be technology companies,” said Dave and he sat back at that instant, arms folded.

“You are, Dave, I believe, beginning to get my point.” They both looked at the last of the champagne in their glasses. “What I am saying to you Dave, and do not take offence, is that you could easily start your own advertising and marketing company if you had the requisite contacts in the technology market.”

“I suppose so,” said Dave. He was definitely beginning to see Ludas’ point, however, he was by now getting pretty pissed. “So you have the contacts then.”

Ludas sat back in his seat, his point made. “Why not?” he asked with a face expressing the innocence of a child.

Dave was lost. The ideas Ludas was putting into his mind were, at worst, running away with him, at best they made perfect sense. But Dave wasn’t stupid, and he realised that this was a ‘pissed thing’.

“Ludas mate,” he said confidently, “It all sounds good, but I don’t think now is the time to talk about it.” And with that he drained his glass.

“You are right,” said Ludas., similarly draining his. “Let us go back into town, where, if you are not offended, we can discuss things in more detail.”

Dave didn’t know whether he did want to discuss things ‘in more detail’ but he did know that he wanted to at least move closer to his hotel. Dave had quite a suspicious nature and didn’t really like this change in Ludas’ tune. They asked for a taxi at the bar, and presently one arrived to pick them up. “Town please,” said Dave pulling on his hat and pre-empting Ludas, just in case.

This taxi tore about the back-streets leaving Dave completely oblivious to where they were and where they were going. Ludas was speaking to the driver in Dutch which wasn’t helping to alleviate Dave’s fears. A few minutes later, after Ludas had said something else to the driver, they stopped in front of a bar in the centre of town – almost opposite the station. Dave’s paranoia calmed itself a bit. He took off his hat and they both went inside.

“Two large beers,” ordered Ludas, before turning to Dave, “I normally drink the small beers, but when I am with the English I feel like I should drink the pints.”

Dave nodded at this gesture, but was still treating everything Ludas did with suspicion.

“Dave,” said Ludas when the beers had arrived, “I sense that you are not that happy. Is this because I only talk business?”

Now Dave felt guilty. “No, not at all.”

“Yes, but something is bothering you. Please tell me what it is.”

So Dave told him. “It’s just that, no offense Ludas, but I hardly know you and here you are talking business plans.”

Ludas regarded him carefully, before saying, “Dave, this is Amsterdam. Here we speak our minds. If I have offended you I am ultimately sorry.”

This last gaffe caused Dave to splutter his pint. “Sorry Ludas. I’m being far too untrusting.”

“If it will help,” said Ludas, “I will tell you a funny story.” Dave nodded his concurrence. “Once, when I was living in Ede, I was invited to a party in Amsterdam.”

Dave was interested, and although trying not to show it had now polished off a bottle of champagne and most of a pint of lager.

“It was at a friend of a friend’s house. I’m sure you are well aware of the type of party. Anyway, I had drunk maybe too much -”

At this point Ludas noticed that Dave had finished his pint and took the liberty of ordering two more. They duly arrived as Ludas continued his story.

“OK, so we were all drunk, but I thought it would be a good idea to steal this, how do you call it? Planted plant?”

“Potted,” said Dave, halfway though his second pint.

“Ah yes, potted plant. So I pick it up and walk out of the house.”

Dave sniggered into his pint causing Ludas to do the same.

“And behind me I hear ‘Look, Ludas is walking out with the potted plant’.”

By now Dave was in stitches. “What happened?” he asked.

“Well, there were people coming down the road after me at this point, so I started running and threw the plant into someone else’s garden.”

Dave could hardly take much more.

“And then everyone at college the next day, were calling me Ludas the Plant Thief. Everybody laughed about it except me. I could not remember doing such a thing.”

The pair of them were in absolute hysterics. They ordered more beer and by this point both were pretty much pissed up.

“I got at story,” said Dave, “and this is true because it happened to me.”

Ludas was already laughing.

“We went out, a few of us, I think we were watching a football match, and I didn’t remember getting home.”

Ludas almost choked on his pint. “I think I get the idea. Another?”

Two more pints arrived, as Dave continued his story.

“So anyway, I wake up in somebody else’s bath.”

Ludas almost collapsed laughing.

“And,” Dave continued, “a whole bunch of people – people whose house it was – woke me up calling me a filthy bastard.”

“What,” laughed Ludas, “had you done?”

“I hadn’t done anything, but there was a full human poo on the the kitchen floor.”

Ludas’ face dropped. “And you had done this?” he asked disgustedly.

“Well, I don’t know, but all the change out of my pocket seemed to  be concentrated around the poo, together with my house keys and bank cards.”

Ludas was mortified. “This is not funny,” he announced.

“Ludas,” said Dave, “I’m only joking.” Dave’s face would have betrayed him totally at that moment if Ludas hadn’t been so drunk. “Another beer?” suggested Dave, hoping that Ludas had believed him. Ludas nodded slowly, the damage already done.

Chapter Eight

The train pulled into Wigan Wallgate train station and, as he got off the train, Spartacus noted the time. Time for a pint, he thought. He walked out of the station and straight into the pub on his left.

“Pint of lager,” he asked the barlady.

“Do you want Heineken or Fosters?” she aked him inturn. The question itself was enough for Spartaus to realize he was in the wrong sort of pub.

“Er, I’ll have a Fosters please.” He tried his best to look confident, failing miserably.

“Fosters is off,” said the barwoman.

“OK,” said Spartacus slowly, “I’ll have have Heineken then.”

Spartaus took his drink over to a corner of the pub. The place was typical of a town pub at a weekend, overloud music with blokes in Ben Sherman shirts in the way of birds in tight tops and skirts, one of which approached him now.

“All right,” she said. She could have been anywhere between the age of sixteen to forty. “Who are you?”

“I’m Keith,” said Spartacus. “Who are you?” he asked.

“My name’s Lisa. My friend Dawn fancies you.”

Oh Christ, thought Spartacus, I have to get out of here.

“Really,” said Spartacus.

“Yeah,” said Lisa. “She’s over there.” Lisa pointed her out and Spartacus’ jaw dropped.

“So what do you do?” asked Lisa.

“Er,” said Spartacus trying to get a better view of Dawn, “I’m a UFOlogist.”

“What’s one of those?”

Spartacus turned round and looked her in the face. “I research UFOs. My goal is to prove to the world the existence of extra-terrestrial civilizations.”

“Oh, I see,” said Lisa. “Dawn’s last boyfriend were a nutter as well.”

“I’m not a nutter,” said Dave unconvincingly. “I don’t believe in extra-terrestrial life myself.”

“So why are you doing it?” She smiled at him in an innocent way it was impossible to ignore.

“I want to believe,” said Spartacus, “I really do. But I’ve been researching this shit for almost seven years and I haven’t actually seen or heard anything that has made me think ‘perhaps there is something in it’. When I first got into it, it was all pretty funny, you know, here I was, fresh out of University without any real job prospects and I join this agency for a bit of a laugh really, and now here I am. Seven years later, without any real job prospects – possibly less than when I left University.”

“You’re really clever aren’t you?” asked Lisa. Spartacus smiled. Lisa was cute. “So why did you join up in the first place?” she asked.

“Good question. I’d been trying to get a real job the first few months after leaving University without any chance whatsoever, so I decided I’d take the first thing that came up. I ran the Alien Contact Group when I was at University and the guys at KNAUF, that’s the Knutsford Northern Association for UFO Findings, which is who I work for, ‘phoned me one day and asked me whether I wanted to join them. I didn’t have anything else going for me at the time so I signed myself up.”

“That’s such a sad story,” said Lisa, looking at her empty bottle of Alcopop.

“I’m sorry,” said Spartacus, “would you like a drink?”

Spartacus bought Lisa a drink. “So what are you up to later?” she asked.

“I’m going to invesitage a possible UFO sighting.”

Lisa started laughing. “No,” she said, “Stay here.” She went to kiss him but Spartacus pulled away. “I’m sorry,” he said, “but I’m here on a mission.”

This really pissed Lisa off. She took the bottle that Spartacus had bought her and walked off. Spartacus sat there, unhappy with his actions.

Why, he asked himself, couldn’t you have just gone for it? You’re only going on what one Judas Iscariot has told you. He wondered what he should do. The girl was pretty attractive and Spartacus hadn’t seen any action in a while. What am I doing? he asked himself.

He decided to leave it and walked across the road to the North-Western station. Here there was a taxi rank and he took the first available opportunity to ask, “Can you take me to Aspull?” Moments later he was on the road. There were several other villages in-between Wigan and Aspull and Spartacus watched the change in surroundings with note. The first change was the amount of high-rise buildings around the Scholes area, and then as he progressed through Whelley and New Springs, the working class nature of the people who lived there.

I’m going to be careful, he thought. These people are pretty insular. From what he knew about rural Northern towns in Lancashire, he knew he would have to be careful about what he did and said. It’s not as bad as Yorkshire. He consoled himself with this thought.

The taxi dropped him off in the middle of the village of Aspull. The centre of the village was a crossroads, the so-called ‘Fingerpost’. He decided he would walk whatever way came to him naturally and so he headed off in the direction opposite Wigan. Eventually he came across a pub on his left and went in.

The pub was packed, in quite a contrast to the the pub he had been in in the centre of Wigan. He ordered and took his pint and sat next to the speakers that had been erected in one corner of the pub. It was karaoke night at the Moorgate. Spartacus sat nervously as one of the locals, Steve, got up to do his regular act: a cover of Billy Ray Cyrus’ Achy Breaky Heart. What the fuck have I got myself into? Soartacus asked himself.

“Don’t tell my heart,” crooned Steve, “my achy breaky heart.”

The crowd in the pub were going mad for this, and Spartacus asked himself whether he was simply bored or whether this crowd were simple a bunch of Cyrus style rednecks. Spartacus decided on the former and tried his best to enjoy the evening.

After several more terrible turns at the microphone, Spartacus offered his own services.

“Got any Billy Joel?” he asked, hoping that he would get more than the standard answer of ‘yeah, we got Uptown Girl’.

They had Honesty, and Spartacus thought the inhabitants of Aspull would enjoy it more if he performed the whole thing in the club style. As he moaned out “Yhaanersty!” is became painfully obvious that the locals took their singing very seriously indeed. Spartacus sat back down to allow Steve one more rendition of ‘Achy Breaky Heart. Spartacus was much more a fan of the Smiths. Where’s How Soon Is Now? on the list, or William It Was Really Nothing?

After the minor scene that erupted from Steve’s encore, Spartacus decided it was time to head North. From the Moorgate, he followed the road round and right at the end up Haigh Road. He marched up through what was left of Aspull until he entered Haigh. On the corner of Haigh Road was a pub called the Balcarres Arms. Spartacus was no fool. He had read that the Balcarres were once the owners of Haigh Hall and that anything connected with them should be investigated. Beginning with this pub.

“Pint of, erm, Fosters,” he asked for, checking out what was available.

The woman behind the bar spotted at once that he wasn’t from around those parts and asked, “Would you prefer a Stella?”

Spartacus’ face lifted. “Certainly,” he said.

He sat down in the corner as usual and felt a discomfort. All he had eaten that day was a couple of croissants he had picked up while he was still in Manchester. As he sat there he farted a pure stench of eggs. He had hoped that the smell had only traveled vertically when a man next to him asked, “was that you, you smelly swine?”

Spartacus replied that it wasn’t but his opposite knew better. “Nice one mate. Proper eggy one that bastard.” His counterpart smiled grotesquely.

“I admit it, it was me,” said Spartacus, fostering some respect from the massive man. “I’m going to Haigh Hall tonight,” he continued bravely, “because I’m hoping to see some UFOs.”

“Sorry mate,” said the bloke, “I can’t and won’t help you out with that. You can keep that weird shit to yourself with your smelly farts. I don’t care whether you’ve been eating motorway food or whatever. Sort it out mate.” And with that, he got up and left.

Spartacus left the pub at closing time. He thought incidentally about what his best friend Fred would think – I mean here he was in the middle of fucking nowhere or was it knowhere? And why did he really care? Because he needed to know the truth. He set off along Copperas Lane.

When he reached the end of the Lane, he followed the directions given to him by Iscariot, over the golf course to the bunker on the seventh hole which was where he’d been asked to turn up.

Sat round the bunker were three lads of around seventeen years of age. They seemed to be very disturbed by Spartacus’ presence. “Hello,” said Spartacus hoping that a gentle introdution would be acceptable.

“Who are you?” asked the leader of the three nervously.

“I’m Keith,” said Spartacus.

“No,” said another of the lads, “I’m Keith.”

“Rubbish,” said the third, “I’m Keith.”

“Your name is Keith?” asked the first one.

“Actually, my name is Spartacus. People call me Keith for short.”

“He’s called Spartacus,” tittered the lads in the background, but the first one hushed them.

“You’ve been honest with us Spartacus. We’ll be honest with you. We’re all fucked on acid.”

Spartacus understood. “Thanks for letting us know,” he said.

“Jim,” said the first one, “have you got any trips left?”

“I have Steve, but these cost me three quid,” protested Jim.

“Just give him one,” said Steve forcefully. “You’ll sort him out, won’t you Keith?”

“I don’t know,” said Spartacus.

Steve asked him a couple of questions designed to induce Spartacus into admitting what he was up to.

“Here, take this,” said Steve passing Spartacus a triangle with half a hobbit’s face. “Lord of the Rings is all the rage,” added Steve.

Spartacus dropped the half-tab. “So guys, what are you lot up to?”

The lads were already pretty fucked and only Steve could explain. “We like to get fucked on tabs out here because we know no-one will turn up. Except you, who we’ve already fed drugs to. By the way, you owe Jim.”

“How much Jim?” asked Spartacuws.

“Just give us a couple of quid.” Jim was too fucked to know whether Spartacus was giving him money or magic beans. Spartacus passed him a couple of pounds.

“What the fuck are you doing here?” asked the third member of the group.

“That’s just Tim,” explained Steve.

“You got Jim and Tim?”

“That’s right.” Steve laughed and his laugh seemed to split into a million different frequencies all hitting Spartacus at the same time.

“What are you doing here?” asked Jim.

“I’m looking for UFOs,” said Spartacus with a grin. “I feel a bit weird.”

This had Steve, Jim and Tim in stitches. “You’re looking for space aliens.”

“I seen pixies,” said Tim.

As Spartacus came up on his trip., his conversation with Steve got more bizarre.  Steve was asking him why he was out here on a fairly cold night, looking for UFOs. Spartacus was well up on his hobbit by that time and replied, “It’s what I’m meant to do. It’s what I’m here for.”

“Yeah,” said Steve, “but what makes you go out and say ‘I’m going to hunt UFOs’? What is it?”

“Dunno,” said Spartacus, absolutely fucked off the hobbit he had ingested. Suddenly lights sprung up across the golf course.

“Here we go,” said Spartacus.

“Fucking spiders again?” exclaimed Tim. “Ignore him,” said Jim, “what’s happening?”

Spartacus was lost for words. Two hundred yards in front of him and object was landing. An object that bore an exact resemblance to that which had been described by the people reporting it to him, or at least the people of the Manchester Evening News.  Spartacus, although fairly high on acid, knew what he was looking at. He had read the description in every witness statement he had taken and now he was looking at it face on.

The wing section, or ‘the bit that was darker than the rest,” according to his witnesses, he now saw come into sharpish relief. He couldn’t be sure because of the acid, but it appeared that the ‘wing section’ or ‘the bit that were darker than the main bit’ was in fact some appendage from the main craft spinning around at the same speed. As the space-vehicle ground to a halt and began to slow down, Spartacus hoped it was indeed the acid showing him what he now saw, because in all his years of paranormal investigation, he had never seen anything that had chilled the very blood in his veins like the site he saw now.

Chapter Nine

Dave walked into a quiet Dutch bar where he had arranged to meet Ludas earlier in the afternoon. The pair of them hadn’t got mental last night, just headed back into the centre of town and had a few more beers. Ludas had rang him earlier in the afternoon to ask him to meet him here in a bar a stones’ throw away from his hotel. He had arrived a bit late, but there was no sign of Ludas. There were only four other people in the pub, a group of three old people in a corner at the front and a young man sat alone on a table at the back. The man had a notepad and was looking around and scribbling stuff down.

Dave ordered himself a beer, lit up a cigarette and sat at the bar. His mobile telephone began to ring.

“Hello, Dave speaking.”

“He Dave. It’s Ludas. Somethings come up and I’m going to be around twenty minutes late. Please accept my apologies and if you can hold on for that long I’ll see you in a short while.

“No problem Ludas. I’ll see you then.”

The young man got up and stood at the bar next two Dave. He ordered a beer in English.

“Where are you from?” asked Dave.

“Manchester,” replied the man, “but I’ve been living over here for the last couple of years.”

“Whereabouts in Manchester?”

“Well…” said the man, “I’m actually from Wigan. Sorry. I just get used to saying Manchester because most of the people I meet out here haven’t heard of Wigan.”

The man’s beer arrived and he returned to his seat. 

Dave went over to the table.

“You don’t mind if I join you, do you mate? It’s just that I’m meeting someone and they’re going to be a bit late.”

“Yeah, no problem. What are you doing over here?” Dave took off his hat and sat down.

“I produce artwork for an advertising company and I’ve been working on a project for a Dutch software company. The guy I’m meeting is the marketing guy so we wrapped up the project yesterday.”

“Oh. Nice one,” said the man. “Sorry mate, what’s your name?”

“Dave.”

“I’m Norman.” They shook hands.

“So Norman, what are you doing out here?”

“I’m trying to write a book. I entered a competition where you have to write a novel in a month. The only rule is that the finished book has got to be at least 50,000 words in length.”

“You don’t get marked or anything?”

“No. You email the organisers at the end of the month with your finished novel and they run the word count function on it. 50,000 or more, you pass. Anything less, you fail.”

“So what do you win?” asked Dave intrigued.

“Er, nothing,” said Norman.

“So what’s the point?”

“Well, the point is that you’ve written a book. Almost everybody at some point in their lives has said ‘I’m going to write a book’ but hardly anyone ever does. This project takes away all the pressure because you don’t have to think about it, you can just write any old shit that comes into your head.”

“I sort of see the point,” lied Dave.

“Anyway, it’s got to the point now where I’ve got to start developing some sort of plot. I’ve got about three different stories on the go and it’s a case of tying them all together and turning it into something that’ll keep the reader excited.”

“Why bother? I mean, if you only have to write the 50,000 words why bother keeping people interested.”

“It’s my fault. I set up a website so people could download what I’d written so far and suggest stuff. So far I’ve not had any decent suggestions, but the whole thing’s built up sort of a cult following.”

“And now you feel forced to carry the ideas through?”

“Yeah man. That’s it.”

“Cool. What’s it about?”

“I haven’t really worked that out yet.”

So how much have you written so far?”

“18,474 words. I’m a bit behind on my word count, but I’ve been sat at home trying to write all afternoon and can’t get anything down, so I thought I’d come out, have a beer and see what grabs me.”

“Speaking of which, do you want another?”

Norman looked down at his glass which was almost empty and then looked over at the bar. “No I think I’m going to get out of here. There’s a dwarf working behind the bar.”

Dave looked over at the bar, but only saw the barman. “What are you on about?”

“The barman. He’s a dwarf.”

“He’s taller than you!” Dave was sure Norman was talking rubbish.

“My dad has only given me two pieces of advice in his life. The first is that you can always tell a dwarf by the shape of his arms.”

Dave looked back around. The barman’s arms were in slight disproportion to the rest of his body. He also noticed that the barman’s forehead was taller than average, almost bulbous. Yes, thought Dave, illuminated. This man is some sort of tall dwarf.

“What was the second piece of advice?” said Dave turning round to face Norman.

“Never,” said Norman, “never trust a dwarf,” and with that he got up and walked out of the pub. On his way out he passed Ludas who was just arriving.

Dave hardly noticed Ludas come in. He was casting his mind back to the incident in the kebab shop a couple of days previous. The three gentlemen of varying heights all seemed to exhibit signs of dwarfism, including the giant. A horrible feeling gripped Dave, a feeling that something just wasn’t right. Something on a fundamental level was not right. Dave had had that feeling twice before in his life.

The first was when he was he was a just a child. His mother drank a lot of tea and he collected the cards that were given away free with the boxes of tea. One of the series was about ‘Unexplained Mysteries of the World.’ There was a particular card which upon first glance appeared to be just a picture of a man sat against a wall on a bench smoking a cigarette. What’s unexplained about this? thought the young Dave. 

He read the back of the card which detailed how when the wife of the man had the photograph developed, a pair of child’s hands appeared around her husbands waist. There was not enough room for anyone, even a child, to fit behind the bench. The young Dave turned the card back over and saw the hands, and this gave him the most horrible feeling he had ever experienced, this feeling that something was not right. Dave would refer to this feeling in the future as, the ‘hands feeling’.

The second time Dave had the ‘hands feeling’ was while he was at university. Dave and his friend Peter were on their way to Peter’s house to get some work done. They’d had a couple of pints and popped into Dave’s place on the way back to have a spliff. Dave lived on the sixth floor of a tower block, and they made their way up there and had their smoke. After leaving Dave’s room to walk back to the lifts, they heard a lot of noise in the corridor like a bunch of people having a conversation. As they got to the lifts, a lad was just getting into the lift where Dave and Peter supposed the other people they’d heard were.

“Hold it!” shouted Dave, but the lad got in and the doors shut. “Bastard,” said Dave pressing the button to go down. The same lift doors opened and the lift was empty. When they arrived at Peter’s house they discussed it with one of the lads that Peter lived with and said it was very, very weird. Peter’s housemate looked up and said, “Well lads, it is Halloween.” That’s when the ‘hands’ feeling struck a second time.

So this was the feeling which passed over Dave as Ludas sat down opposite him, where Norman had been sat.

“What is wrong?” said Ludas, “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

“Maybe ghostly hands,” muttered Dave.

“What?”

“Oh nothing. Look I’ll get a couple of beers.”

Dave got up and went to the bar. Norman had been right, there was no question of it. The arms, the head. If it were not for this man’s about average height, he would definitely be a dwarf. Dave quickly ordered the beer and put two glasses down on the table.

“I just got to go to the toilet,” he said, hurrying off up the stairs at the back of the bar.

In the toilets, Dave took off his jumper and examined his arms in the mirror. Normal. Dave breathed a sigh of relief and pulled his jumper back over his head. He wet his face to calm himself down a bit and then went back into the pub. He returned to his seat to see Ludas looking concerned.

“Please Dave,” said Ludas, “tell me what is wrong. I will help in any way I can.”

“You can’t help,” said Dave and explained what was going on. He told Ludas Norman’s story about his father’s advice, and about how it was all true. Ludas cast a look over at the barman.

“Jesus!” he exclaimed. “You are right. Little dwarfy arms.”

“Ssh! Ludas man, for fuck’s sake.” Dave looked up to see if the barman had noticed, but if he had he showed no sign of it. The only signs he did exhibit were signs of dwarfism.

“Sorry,” said Ludas. “Please excuse me for a moment.”

Ludas got up and walked to the toilet. He came back after a minute or so with a wet face and sat back down opposite Dave.

“Thank the Lord Christ for the gift of human arms,” he said, breathing a deep sigh of relief.

Dave’s mobile telephone began to rang again.

“Hello, Dave speaking.”

“Dave? It’s Ian.”

“Hello Ian. I’m just having a pint with Ludas. How’s it going?”

“Dave. It’s Simone. She’s gone missing on Rapa Nui.”

Chapter Ten

Both the girls had left now and although Morris had stated that he was ready to hear and accept Alan’s ideas, he hadn’t managed to convince himself that this was the case. Still the spliffs he had smoked had begun to open his mind a little and he was prepared to listen to anything Alan said, on an entertainment value at least.

“Let’s start by analysing the break-in at your house. I’m guessing that there was no sign of forced entry,” said Alan passing Morris another spliff.

“That’s correct,” said Morris. “How did you know?”

“Everything will become clear shortly, but I have already mentioned that I have a suspicion about who broke in to your house. This theory is based on the contents of the manuscript and a small amount of background noise. Now I must ask you another question. Do you possess a cat?”

“Again you are right,” said Morris, still confused. He passed the spliff back.

“So there is a possibility that this burglar or burglars could have gained entry through your cat-flap?”

“That’s ridiculous, they’d have to be…well, tiny.”

“Exactly,” said Alan.

“You think it was little children?”

“Little children? Or little people?” Alan stared at Morris.

“Little people?” Morris didn’t know what to think. 

Alan handed him the spliff again. “Morris,” he began, “what do you suppose is the single greatest threat to the future of the human race?”

“Well, the threat of nuclear or biological war probably.”

“Until you turned up at my house this afternoon, I would probably have agreed with you. But now I know that this is not the case.”

“Okay,” said Morris, “then what is this threat and what does it have to do with the break-in at my house and the theft of the manuscript.”

“Oh, it has everything to do with the break-in at your house, for you see the greatest threat to humanity is or are dwarves.”

Morris sat back laughing with sheer disbelief. He gave the spliff back to Alan and said, “You’re telling me that dwarves broke into my house through the cat-flap and stole my manuscript. I’m sorry, I don’t believe a word of it.”

“And why exactly don’t you believe that? Is it because you believe dwarves to be incapable of such a thing, because you see them as people with a disability just trying to get along in a world ran by able-bodied people, because you find them…funny?”

“Well, I don’t know,” sniggered Morris. “It’s just that, well I can’t imagine it.”

Alan sighed and put out the spliff. He started to roll another and continued.

“Of course not,” said Alan. “You’ve been conditioned not to think about dwarves like that. Humans and dwarves have been forced to live together since the destruction of the Dwarf Nation around 11,000 years ago.”

“The Dwarf Nation?” said Morris, trying not to laugh and failing miserably. “I’ve never heard of such a thing.”

“Yes you have,” said Alan. “Plato briefly mentioned it in his dialogue Timeaus and expanded on it in greater details in his dialogue Critiaes.”

“Good Lord!” exclaimed Morris. “You’re talking about Atlantis.”

“Correct Morris,” said Alan lighting the spliff he had been rolling. 

“I am indeed talking about the lost continent of Atlantis. After it’s destruction, the surviving dwarves, who were few in number, were forced to live side-by-side with humans and to say they were not treated very well is a gross misunderstatement. Dwarves have always held an inferior position to humans and a huge amount of resentment has built up over the thousands of years since the destruction of their nation.”

“Wait, wait, hold on a minute,” said Morris, “You’re talking about dwarves and humans like they are two separate races.”

“Oh, they are,” said Alan, taking a deep toke on the spliff and passing it to Morris. “And although they are genetically compatible, the offspring produced by a mixed couple will either be dwarven or human. One of the two sets of genes will take over completely. Occasionally, some of the human genetic material will make itself dominant resulting in a dwarf of average human height, but this material will not be passed to their offspring.”

“So you mentioned something about a conditioning? What do you mean?”

“Dwarves shortly after the downfall of Atlantis were feared among humans due to their advanced level of technology and culture. The only way they were eventually able to integrate themselves into human society and culture was by making themselves objects of ridicule, by appearing as the bad guys in fairytales, by appearing with freak shows, by dressing up as jesters, by jumping up to try and take things held up at a height by humans. This has all stepped up over the last few years with dwarves now impersonating human celebrities and appearing in hardcore fetish pornography. The cleverest move they have made in recent times was the foundation of the Little People of America in 1957 by the dwarf leader Billy Barty. This detracted a huge amount of credibility and dignity from the dwarf population, and the human world are far too busy laughing at the ‘funny little men’ to realize what a threat these creatures actually pose. It is my belief that the dwarves have developed their technology to a level that far surpasses the level they had reached in the glory days of Atlantis.”

“Ah,” said Morris, handing the spliff back. “Somebody has sold you a load of absolute crap. All this is just a clever marketing ploy for the new Lord of the Rings movies coming out.”

“Fucking Tolkien,” said Alan with extreme distaste, spitting into the ashtray. “That bastard was in league with the evil little fuckers, portraying them as heroic miniature warriors on a quest to overturn the evil oppressors of the state. Little hobbits designed to be cute dwarves beloved by children and adults alike. Even the inscription on the ring:

‘Ash nazg durbatulûk,

Ash nazg gimbatul,

Ash nagz thrakatulûk,

Agh burzum-ishi krimpatul’.

Do you recognise it?”

“Sounds like Babylonian,” said Morris, “but without any references I wouldn’t be able to translate it.”

“It’s not quite Babylonian, but it translates roughly as:

A time for hurt,

A time for harm,

A time for bulbous foreheads,

And disproportionate arms.”

Morris was fighting hard not to urinate in his trousers, but Alan went straight on.

“Let me tell you Morris, Tolkien sold out the entire human race, because since the publication of his books dwarf activity has stepped up tenfold. No, this is no clever marketing ploy, for I have been following dwarven activity for over twenty years, although the release of the movies, I believe, is going to coincide with a serious attempt to destroy humankind forever. I think you are now ready to hear a translation of your manuscript, but be warned: when you realise exactly what this manuscript represents and the hands into which it has fallen, you will begin to fully understand the extent of what could be about to befall the human race.”

Morris took the spliff back off Alan. He was going to need it. He sat forward in his chair and said, “I’m ready.” Alan held up the photocopy and began to translate.

“Oh you gods who dwell upon high,

Beneath nought else but the Almighty,

Until that day of fury,

When you shall descend,

And walk amongst us,

With the highest power.

Bring forth your Holy Flame,

Of rock and of stone,

Pass though the way of the Old Ones,

Who are, have been, and shall always be.

I give to thee the Philosophers’ Stone,

And call upon the ancient stone gods,

To arise and walk the Earth.”

Morris sat back and thought about this. The fact that the manuscript was written in Enochian indicated some sort of Hermeticism was involved, and the mention of the philosophers’ stone again indicated that some sort of transformation was involved but Morris couldn’t figure out what it was. Unless…

“Fuck my bare arse!” he exclaimed suddenly, “they mean to transform the entire world.”

“Yes,” said Alan, “from the human world of Earth to a dwarven world, some sort of New Atlantis.”

“But I thought the philosophers’ stone was another myth,” protested Morris, “Dee spent his whole life searching for it and was never able to find it.”

“That’s because Dee didn’t know what he was looking for. A translation of Zosimos’ work during the Middle Ages contained one huge error. The word ‘perikafalaia’ meaning helmet was confused in the translation process with the very similar ‘petrakefalaia’ as it seemed to fit what Zosimos was describing in his text.”

“Stone of the head?” suggested Morris utilising his knowledge of Ancient Greek.

“Exactly,” said Alan, impressed at Morris’ linguistic ability, “and this became the philosopher’ stone of legend, a compound widely believed to be some form of arsenic sulphide with the ability to transform base metals into precious ones such as silver and gold. Eventually the term came to represent the unity of main and soul and later the purest form of pure thought. This final idea may be the closest as there are those who believe the philosophers’ helmet imbues the wearer with the ability to think in an infinitely focused way. But nobody really knows. The helmet has alas never been found.”

“So you think the dwarves might want to utilise this helmet in some way to bring about the end of humanity.”

“It’s entirely possible that they might want to use it in some ritual when they are calling out to their stone gods.”

 “Oh Good Christ!” said Morris leaping up, “With this sort of power, taking control of the Earth would be easy. They must be stopped at any cost.”

“Calm down Morris,” said Alan. “Sit yourself down man. Even if your leap of inference is indeed correct, which I sense it may well be – we have smoked enough marijunana, there is quite simply nothing we can do at this moment. Let us think rationally about this and try to develop some sort of plan.”

Morris sat back down and began to focus his thoughts.

“They don’t yet have the philosophers helmet,” he said thinking carefully, “but they must be close to finding it. If we could find it first-”

“Morris I think you’re right,” said Alan, interrupting him. “But how can we ourselves locate it if the dwarves themselves have been unable to do so yet.”

“We could use…” said Morris uncertain. “We could use…Magick?”

“Ah, so you have developed at least a small amount of faith in me over the course of this evening then? We will need very powerful Magick to locate such a powerful object and we will need to commune with some very powerful entities and this will require a very powerful tool.”

“Good grief,” said Morris. “What are you saying man?”

“I’m saying that we require a copy of Al Azif, the book of Abdul Alhazred, the mad Arab. I am talking about the Necronomicon.”

“But I thought that the only copy was stolen from the Bodleian library back in 1934.”

“Not the only copy, no,” said Alan. “Although that one is probably in the hands of the dwarves by now. No, there are at least two more copies in existence. One is in Latin, and original translation by Olaus Wormius, and is a copy of the one given to Dee by Jacob Eliezer, the Black Rabbi. It was at one time in the possession of Aleister Crowley, and it is thought that another member of the order, Sonia Greene, told the author H. P. Lovecraft of it’s existence. Hitler has mad about all things occult, and the Necronomicon was no exception. The British Government knowing how powerful a weapon this book could become if it fell into the wrong hands placed it for safe-keeping in a coalmine in Wales. We must travel to this coalmine and retrieve the copy which I  believe may already be in the hands of the dwarves.”

“So what about the other copy?”

“Ah, the other one. Hitler’s own copy, no less, and it is located near Salzburg with a few other Nazi occult items. One rumour is that the book is bound in the skin of concentration camp victims. I think we are better off going to Wales.”

“Alan,” said Morris, worn out, “I think you’re right.”

Chapter Eleven

The craft had completely stopped spinning and had lost most of it’s glow, and Spactacus was sat there in complete and hideous astonishment. The appendage he had noticed when the craft landed was in fact a large spout and the whole craft bore the exact same shape as a common teapot, such as you might find in any kitchen although substantially larger in size. It was about the size of a four story building, and a large hatchway was beginning to open near the bottom of the teapot. This hatchway poured light across the golf course and although Spartacus was still affected by the acid he had taken, he was positive he could see small humanoid figures moving about from the trees to the left-hand side of the course into the light and up across the ramp into the teapot.

Suddenly the teapot lit up brightly and began to rotate, the spout tearing through the air until it became just a rotating blur, and then the whole thing lifted off the ground and off into the air and within seconds had moved out of Spartacus’ field of vision. 

“Now I’ve seen everything,” said Spartacus.

“Tell me about it,” said Steve. “We’re getting out of here, like, now.”

The three lads took off in the direction opposite to the way the UFO had been, in this direction Spartacus could see a figure walking over. When the figure got closer Spartacus recognized it as the figure of Iscariot. What the fuck, thought Spartacus.

“I take it you saw it then,” said Iscariot. “From the look on them lads’ faces, I’m pretty certain they saw something.”

“I don’t really understand and I’m not sure I really believe it,” said Spartacus in a confused way. “What was it?”

“What did you think it was?” asked Iscariot lighting up a cigarette. He offered Spartacus one, which he took and lit nervously, his hands still shaking somewhat.

“It looked like a…well, like a giant teapot,” said Spartacus, feeling like an idiot as the words fell out of his mouth.

“And did you see who or what were entering the flying teapot?” asked Iscariot.

“I can’t be certain, small people about four to four-and-a-half foot tall maybe,” replied Spartacus. “You already said that these craft are from right here on the Earth so I’m ruling out aliens so what the fuck can it be? Midgets?”

“Close. Not midgets, but dwarves,” Iscariot fixed him with a look that meant he was deadly serious, but Spartacus wasn’t prepared for this statement.

“What’s the fucking difference?” he asked earnestly.

“Jesus,” said Iscariot. “I can see we’re going to have to teach you a lot. Midgets are short people whereas dwarves are different. There are several signs that can help you to tell the difference, such as the bulbousness of the head, but they are just clues. The only surefire way to tell a dwarf from a midget is by looking at it’s arms.”

“Wait a minute,” said Spartacus. “We’re on a golf course in the middle of nowhere and you’re giving me a lecture on the differences between midgets and dwarves? It’s five o’clock in the morning. More to the point, who is we?”

“‘We’ are an organization who have existed for a number of years since our founding members began to realise the scale of the dwarf problem we are facing today. I think you are now qualified to meet our leader.”

“Your leader? Secret societies? What is going on?” Spartacus was pretty flustered.

“Come on,” said Iscariot, “I’ll give you a lift home and then you can meet our leader tomorrow. I know he’s dying to meet you. Believe it or not you could have some very valuable information that we could use. You’ve come this far, and I will understand if you back out now, but please come along with me tomorrow. You want to find out what is really going on, don’t you? Come on, my car’s on the car-park just at the other end of this next hole.”

Spartacus was too shattered to argue and he followed Iscariot across the golf course to the car-park and into his car.

Minutes after they had set off, Spartacus had dozed off, awaking only on arrival at his front door back in Manchester. He got out the car and Iscariot wound the window down.

“Get yourself some kip and I’ll pop round tomorrow about ten o’clock, okay?”

“Yeah man, sounds good. See you tomorrow.” Spartacus turned round and walked to his front door as Iscariot rolled the window back up and drove off into the early morning twilight. Spartacus went in, went straight upstairs and threw himself into bed thoroughly exhausted.

The next morning he was awoken by the ring of his doorbell. Fucking Iscariot, he thought. He got up and went downstairs to let him in. It was Iscariot grinning. Spartacus offered him a cup of tea while he freshened himself up. Iscariot accepted, and Spartacus came back from the kitchen after a couple of minutes with a cup of tea.

“I’m just going to take a quick shower. I’ll be about ten minutes,” said Spartacus.

“Okay by me, I got all day. You don’t mind if I smoke, do you?” he asked politely.

“Er, there’s an ashtray over there on the side.”

Iscariot scanned the room with his rat-like face and spotted the ashtray. “Alright man,” he said getting out his cigarettes. “I’ll see you in a few minutes then.”

In the shower Spartacus was wondering what he had gotten himself into. Dwarves, flying teapots and secret societies – this was all too much. Had he really spent the last seven years chasing dwarves? And could you really tell a dwarf by the shape of it’s arms? I wonder what this leader is like, thought Spartacus as he soaped up his balls. 

Minutes later he was clean and dressed and making his way downstairs to speak to Iscariot. Iscariot had finished his tea and was smoking another cigarette. 

“Another cup of tea before we go to meet this leader?” suggested Spartacus.

“Yes, that sounds nice,” said Iscariot, “although I’d prefer a coffee if it’s not too much trouble.”

“Not at all,” said Spartacus disappearing off to the kitchen again.

After they had drank the tea, it was time to leave. Iscariot drove them to a pub in Withington. They went in, got drinks from the bar and sat down waiting for the leader to show up. Spartacus caught himself checking out people’s arms. Iscariot was sat nervous and ferretous as usual. Maybe, Spartacus supposed, the reason he’s so jumpy is because he too is scanning for dwarves. Perhaps he’s had a really bad experience with dwarves and that’s why he has joined this secret society. Or maybe he’s just half rat – half rat, half human. Spartacus almost felt pity for the unfortunate fucker.

They finished their pints off with no sign of the leader yet, and so Spartacus got another couple of pints in. When he returned to the table he was surprised to see Fred sitting there with Iscariot.

“Er,” said Spartacus confused, “what’s going on?”

Iscariot grinned. “I believe you already know our illustrious leader, Mr. Frederick West.”

“What the shit?” muttered Spartacus.

“Sorry I couldn’t tell you earlier but I needed you to see the flying teapot with your own eyes before I could tell you anything. You would have never believed me otherwise. And the dwarves man. There’s no way you’d believe dwarves were flying around in a teapot if you hadn’t seen it yourself. We could use somebody like you on the team. What do you say?”

“I still don’t get it. How come?”

“How come I’ve known the secret of UFOs for years and let you search for them for the last seven years without saying a word. The truth is, I’ve only known myself for a matter of months. It all started at work. One of the autistic children was muttering over and over again ‘we let them in…now it’s too late…we let them in’.”

Spartacus’s mind leapt in horror to the tramp he had encountered at the supermarket the other evening. Fucking hell. he thought.

“I didn’t really think anything of it until a few days later when another of the children began saying the same thing. I would have normally assumed that one child had copied the other, but they were in separate wings of the building and this seemed very unlikely. Every few days one of the children would mutter or chant this over and over again, and then I spoke to you one evening about the recent sightings in the Manchester area – something we now know to be the dwarves in their teapot. If you remember, I asked you for times and dates of sightings? Well, they corresponded exactly with the strange activity in the children. So I began to experiment.”

Of course, thought Spartacus. He had always believed that nutters were simply receiving more input than their minds could handle. “What do you mean experiment?”

“One day I noticed there were two children chanting in the same room, and that their chants were slightly different, like they were picking up more information or something. This led me to the discovery that if you create a battery of autistic children, you can focus this communication and that is how I found out that the dwarf centre of operations was in the network of tunnels underneath Haigh Hall. I also learnt when and where this activity was due to take place, so I went out there to investigate and that’s when I discovered the teapot.”

“Wait a minute, I don’t understand,” said Spartacus, getting flustered. “A battery of autistic children.”

“Oh that’s easy. You just Sellotape a few of them together.”

Spartacus and Iscariot exchanged uncertain glances.

“So why the increase in dwarf activity? What do you think they’re up to?” asked Spartacus.

“They are searching for something, some sort of helmet, which they believe to be somewhere in the South Manchester area. I don’t have any more details because the dwarves rarely discuss this matter over their communication systems. I think they might be aware that someone is eavesdropping, I don’t know, but they have been getting more careful recently.”

“So what can we do next?” asked Spartacus.

“I spoke to another member of our group earlier today, which is why I was a bit late. It seems that last night he was visited by an academic who had some possible leads on this helmet. He’s going to do some research and then we’re going to visit him and see what he knows. All that we know about the helmet is that we must prevent the dwarves from finding it at all costs. Alan didn’t say anything definite, but he hinted that if the dwarves were able to locate and take possession of this helmet, it could spell nothing less then the destruction of the entire human race.”

“Fucking hell,” said Spartacus, “I don’t like the sound of that.”

“Me neither mate,” said Fred, “me fucking neither.”

They had a couple of more pints and talked about lighter things. Iscariot had left after the second pint and the conversation eventually turned round to talk about Iscariot.

“Why are you working with a ratter like Iscariot?” asked Spartacus, feeling bolder after a few pints.

“It’s a bit of an odd story, but I suppose I feel sorry for him. You are aware of the film Time Bandits?”

“Yes,” said Spartacus, “it’s got all them dwarves in it.”

“More than that, it’s based on a true story. When Spartacus was a kid, he was kidnapped by a band of dwarves who had been hiding in his wardrobe. When some fireman found him wandering around near where he lived after a fire had burnt down his house, he was babbling incoherently about traveling to different times and adventures he had had. One of the fireman was either friend or family of Terry Gilliam who turned these fantastic tales into a movie. The truth is that the dwarves had taken him to their lair and brainwashed him into believing that he had indeed been traveling backwards and forwards in time, but the lair was destroyed by angry parents after several other children in the area had also gone missing. Iscariot got home to discover that the dwarves had taken their revenge on the humans by burning down his house with his parents still inside.”

“Christ,” said Spartacus, “the evil little bastards.”

“One of my collegues at the care home I was working at had been in charge of rehabilitating him after his awful experiences at the hands of the dwarves, and about a month ago he introduced me to him. I had already known that the dwarves were up to something, but after I met Iscariot it became clear that these beings were capable of absolute evil. I didn’t know exactly what they were up to, but I knew that it couldn’t have been good. That’s when, together with some friends of mine, I decided to form a group to thwart their hideous plans. I wanted you involved from the start, but when I learnt that you were already researching their activities in the form of UFO sightings in Manchester, I thought it better that you should find out for yourself. Unfortunately none of your witnesses were actually very helpful, so I thought I’d give you a bit of a prod in the right direction in the form of Iscariot. And now here you are. So are you with us?”

“Definitely,” said Spartacus. “Let’s stamp these hideous goblins out once and for all.”

And with that they finished off their pints and left.

Chapter Twelve

Sunrise over Rapa Nui, known colloquially as Easter Island, is one of the most beautiful sights in the entire world, and it was this sight that now greeted Doctor Simone Eastwood as she gazed out of the window of her hotel bedroom. She had arrived here a few days previously on a flight out of Santiago and was staying in a modest hotel on the outskirts of Hanga Piko which wasn’t too far from the capital of Hanga Roa. She had been troubled by nightmares since arriving on the island in which she was lying on a cold metal bench being held down by several small pairs of hands, whilst a voice in the background rasped “where is it?” over and over again, and waking early she had managed to catch dawn breaking nearly every morning since.

She shivered in spite of the heat as she dwelled upon the troubled sleep she had been having. At least she was getting an early start, as the archeological experiments she was conducting could only be done during the daylight hours. She had been spending most of the daytime working and going into the town during the early evenings. The experiments were fairly exhausting and so she was having plenty of early nights. She would have liked to have had more time available avfter writing up her results, but usually she was just too tired and would go to bed once her write-up was complete.

If only I wasn’t having these nightmares, she thought, still staring out of her window. I’d be able to spend more time in the towns, mixing with the Rapanui inhabitants of the island and taking in some of the culture. As well as broadening the mind on a general sense, Simone believed that this would help her with her research. Her main goal here was to determine whether the builders of the Moai, the massive huge stone statue heads, were of Peruvian descent or whether they were, like the current inhabitants of the island, descended from Polynesians. She found the second alternative more likely as she had already found evidence of the Rongorongo script being used, which was the only written language in the whole of the area.

Although many people only know Easter Island for it’s famous statues, it is a fascinating archaeological site with many ancient petraglyphs and xyloglyphs, or stone and wood carvings, several of which Simone and her colleagues had already turned up. These carvings, although from a later period than the Moai, demonstrated that Polynesians had been dwelling on the island for a long time, but whether they had built the statues was still in question. Admittedly these statues did share similarities with Inca carvings from the same period, however something told Simone that it wasn’t Incas who built these statues, it was someone else, probably the Polynesians. The problem with her theory was a simple one: nobody could explain the presence of Pacific Islanders this far east on this, the remotest inhabited island in the entire world. It is closer to the Chilean coast, although it is still far enough from there to place a question mark over the Inca theory.

She was startled by a knock at the door.

“Who is it?” she called, turning to face the door.

“It’s only me,” shouted a voice through the door.

“Come in Gravel,” said Simone.

Gravel was an archaeology student who studied at the University of Reading. He had completed his second year and had taken a year out to be assigned to a number of digs. This was his first such dig and he was quite excited to have been assigned a trip to Easter Island as his first, albeit as a mere site hand. He had, or course, been to several sites in the UK on field trips, but something like what he was doing now was one of the main reasons he had kept up an interest in the field.

He had first become interested in archaeology while he was a road worker a few years ago, which was how he had earned his nickname, Gravel. Several of his jobs were cancelled in a row due to the discovery of ancient artifacts in the ground while the roads were being dug. At first this had simply infuriated him, but after the third time it happened he decided to take a closer look into the subject. He bought a book and found that he was quite interested and, of course, he had always been a big fan of the Indiana Jones movies.

He enrolled at the University of Reading the following September, but by the end of the semester he had grown quite bored of it. Studying slides of Mesopotamian burial mounds was a lot less interesting than the adventures Dr. Jones had. He was about to pack it all in, when he heard by chance that the University had teamed up with several others to send a few students around for a year to various archaeological sites across the world.

This swung it for him and he got his application ready straight away. He spent the following year studying as hard possible, as good results at the end of the year would present a very good case for his selection for the year out program. He performed really well, even coming top of his class in several subjects, and was eventually selected for the program. And now here he was, on Easter Island. He had a right to be excited.

“Emile sent me over,” said Gravel as he came in, slightly out of breath. “He wants to make an early start this morning, so I thought you might want to quickly grab some breakfast en route to the site.”

“Sounds good,” said Simone. “I just have to get a couple of things together and then I’m ready. Do you want to leave now?”

“Yeah,” said Gravel. “I’ll go and start the car and you can meet us in the car-park in a minute.”

“Cool,” said Simone.

Gravel dashed off again, and Simone picked up her satchel and placed the notes she had made the night before neatly inside. She picked out a bottle of water from the minibar and put that in as well, and then she slung it over her shoulder and went out to the car-park.

The site where they were working was a short drive away, up on the west coast of the island. The warm air and sunlight felt amazing combined with the cool breeze from driving in a convertible Landrover with the roof down. This is the only way to travel on this island, thought Simone as they cruised along the coast. After crossing town, the roads became nothing more than dirt tracks, and looking carefully they could just about make out the Moai looming in the distance.

Arriving at the site they could see that Professor Emile Cavamos from the University of Santiago was already there dusting away at one of the petraglyphs they had discovered, and a short distance away sat Boka, a Polynesian hired hand. Also just arriving was the other member of their party, a young archaeologist also with the University of Santiago, Jimmy Roja, who now waved to them as he saw them approach. Gravel parked the car a short distance away and then he and Simone walked down to the site. It was getting hot already and Simone had already applied a high-factor sun-cream. She was glad that she had taken a bottle of water along.

“We’ve found some more of the same petraglyphs that were so prolific at the other site,” said Emile when they had both made their way down to the site. “I have a feeling that we’ll find them all over the island.”

“More of the Rongorongo script?” asked Simone. This was a good sign that lend additional credence to her Polynesian theory.

“Yes,” said Emile. “It seems to follow the same pattern as before. Again, it appears to be some sort of myth concerning the original inhabitants leaving the island in large round boats after the first Polynesians began to settle here about 1600 years ago, but as nobody has ever managed to translate the hieroglyphs, we still can’t be certain what it means.”

“Any clues as to whether these original inhabitants built the statues or evidence to support the theory that it was indeed the Polynesians?” she asked.

“No,” he said sighing. 

He also was of the strong opinion that the Polynesians had constructed and transported the Moai statues and had written several articles on the subject. Supporters of the Peruvian theory had pressed him for first hand evidence which was his main reason for being here, as well as the fact that he always preferred to be out in the field and had always wanted to visit the island regardless of work. Unfortunately he had to spend a lot of his time writing articles for the university for the university to continue to support him, and for archaeological publications to supplement the income from his research grants. This particular expedition was in part supported by the Rapanui tourist industry in order to clarify some of the issues surrounding the island. Of course, being of Polynesian descent themselves, they were as adamant about proving that the Moai were a Polynesian construction as were the team themselves.

The team worked all morning, either on dusting the objects they had partially uncovered or searching the site for more artifacts. It began to get really hot and they decided to head into Hanga Roa to take a lunch somewhere indoors. They took both cars and Simone and Gravel arrived in Hanga Roa before the others. There are only around two thousand people on the island, mostly Polynesian or Chilean and most of them lived in this town. They had arranged to meet in a small restaurant which Simone and Gravel now stood outside.

“Iorana,” said the old Polynesian man who ran the small establishment coming out to meet them. This was a standard Rapanui greeting “Pehe korua?”

“Riva-riva,” replied Simone, and they followed the man inside. They sat down and waited for the others to arrive. Unfortunately the man didn’t speak English and Simone’s Spanish was rusty enough to be useless. They sat there and waited for the others, in particular Boka who could take care of the ordering, to arrive. After a couple of minutes the others entered the place.

Ordering was a complex process as Boka spoke only Rapanui and a handful of Spanish, and so Simone and Gravel had to make their wishes clear to the Chilean archaeologists who could order, usually requiring the assistance of Boka. As such they seldom received what they asked for, although all the food they had eaten here was of excellent quality. They decided they would allow Boka to order. When the meal arrived it was a simple dish of tuna with mashed potato, simple yet exquisite. They had also ordered a bottle of Chilean wine.

“Manuia,” said Boka lifting his glass, “paka-paka.”

“Paka-paka,” they all replied lifting their glasses.

After they had eaten, they talked for a while and finished off the wine before stocking up on water and setting off back for the site. Again it was Simone and Gravel who had arrived first, however they were still busy applying sun-cream when the others arrived. The remainder of the afternoon was spent in much the same way as the morning, with people swapping tasks to alleviate the monotony. Although archaeology was a fascinating subject for all of them, it was only really exciting when somebody on a dig made a new discovery. The rest of it was plain legwork, although everybody worked hard convinced that the next discovery was just around the corner.

And then it came.

“Simone!” shouted Emile. “Come quickly!”

Simone dropped her trowel and ran over to where the professor was digging.

“What do you make of this?” he asked with a look of astonishment on her face.

He held in his hand a small stone tablet very different from the other petraglyphs they had so far discovered. On one side it had some carvings which shared definite similarities with the earlier discoveries, but also contained some marked differences. The other petraglyphs all had characteristic Polynesian swirling shapes where as these were similar shapes but more clearly defined, almost block-like in comparison to the earlier finds. Whatever the case, this object was definitely not Polynesian in origin.

“Where did you find this?” asked Simone.

“Just back there, substantially lower in the wall than the other artifacts,” explained Emile.

“But we weren’t even looking that deep,” said Simone.

“No. I was frustrated because I could remove another artifact and I kicked the bottom of the wall and my foot struck stone. I haven’t damaged it.”

“Do you realise what this could represent?” said Simone barely containing her astonishment. “This drawing isn’t either Polynesian or Inca! It’s something else completely!”

“Wait,” said Emile, and he slowly turned the tablet around to reveal the reverse side.

“Oh my word,” said Simone in almost a whisper. The shock had knocked all the breath out of her system and a feeling washed over her that she had only experienced once before when as a child her cousin Dave showed her a tea card entitled ‘Ghostly Hands’.

On the reverse side of the tablet was a five across by four down table of strange letters which the professor didn’t recognise. Simone, however, recognized them in an instant.

“You recognise them?” said the professor, seeing Simone’s absolute amazement.

“I…I have a manuscript in the same language,” said Simone almost shaking. “That’s the only other time I have ever seen it.”

Chapter Thirteen

Morris and Alan had sat up nearly until dawn. They had decided to set off for Wales early in the afternoon to give them both plenty of time to sleep. Unfortunately Alan had been woken up in the late morning. Fred had called him on his mobile at around eleven o’clock.

“Yes,” said Alan, “what is it?”

“It’s me Fred,” said the voice on the other end of the connection.

“And?” demanded Alan. He was a sore fucker when he was woken up.

“Well,” said Fred, justifiably upset at Alan’s manner. “It’s just that I have a new report on dwarf activity. The only thing is I have another guy involved. It’s the guy I told you about, Spartacus Jones?”

“Yeah, I remember,” said Alan. “He went along with the plan then?”

“Oh yeah,” said Fred. “Totally. He has now seen the enemy with his own eye. He also believes that the Balcarres family may somehow be involved, although that’s more based on a hunch then anything concrete.”

“Hunches is good,” said Alan. “We shall have a meeting round at my house later this evening.”

Fred and Alan had met a few days ago though Alan’s friend Jim Station of the band Stationwagon. After the Stationwagon gig Fred had tagged along with the band back to Alan’s to smoke a not inconsiderable amount of marijuana. Alan had already smoked quite a lot that evening and his mind had opened to the extent that he noticed Fred’s aura upon his entrance.

Most people’s auras are a light shade of green, symbolising, as far as Alan was concerned, a peaceful nature and a lack of knowledge (Alan didn’t go so far as to call it ignorance or even naivety) that often overwhelmed other people who had at least dabbled in the occult. But as Fred had entered the stage, Alan had noticed a colour of aura that couldn’t accurately be described. Alan himself, lost for other descriptions, had defined Fred’s aura to be bell-end purple, a colour between pure pink and pure purple but possessing characteristics belinging to neither.

As Jim and his company, consisting of Fred, Kelly and Kim, had made themselves available of cups of tea and marijuana joints, Alan had investigated from his bookshelf the nature of a person with an aura of purest bell-end purple. Alan had to mix and match and had decided that this aura represented someone with a story to tell. Alan had involved himself reasonably deeply in dwarf mythology and believed that this bell-end purple aura was indeed a symbol of someone who also understood dwarfism under similar terms.

As the evening got underway and Alan fuelled his visitors with alcohol and marijuana the conversation became a discussion of current events. Alan decided this was his moment to test his own particular version of reality.

“I truly believe that the bombing of Taleban stronghold in Afghanistan is causing disproportionate harm to the civilian population of the country.”

Fred looked up instantly and it was at that moment that Alan realised that Fred was fully aware of some aspect of the dwarven plot.

After Jim and the girls had left, Fred had agreed to stay but looked extremely uneasy. This was hardly surprising after Alan had dropped so many ambiguous statement into the evening conversation.

“So,” said Alan, “what do you know about dwarves?”

Fred had realised on an unconscious level that Alan had been questioning him on the subject all evening, but when the matter eventually had come up in conscious conversation it was no less of a shock to the man.

“What….what do you mean?” asked Fred uncertainly.

“You know what I mean,” said Alan. “I have been researching various dwarven matters for some time now. You may disguise it from the others, but you can’t disguise it from me. I noticed your aura when you came in.”

“OK,” said Fred. “I admit it. I have been following dwarven activity in the local area for sometime now. I know they are up to something, but I can not conclude anything. If you can shed some light on the subject, I’m willing to listen to anything you have to say on the matter.”

The pair of them had talked for hours in an attempt to correlate their knowledge. Alan had talked about the possibility of the dwarves coming from the lost continents of Lemuria and Atlantis, about how they may have influenced the early stages of the civilizations of the Incas, the Mayans, and possibly extending their control as far east as the early civilization of Egypt, Mesopotamia, and even Someria. Examples of ancient art dating back as far as eight thousand years shared certain similarities, and after a while and a few spliffs Fred had started to imagine a civilisation far more advanced that our own, leaving their trail from west to east across the globe as they fled their decaying islands.

“You might think all that I have said this evening is the pure shit of the bull, but if you can find me an archaeologist who can explain the fact that all the first civilisations to flourish used hieroglyphs, and how all the next generation of civilisation  began to use scripted letters. This happens all across the world without any contact between the different civilisations. I have plenty of academic friends within the fields of linguistics, anthropology and archaeology who cannot explain the phenomena that I have just described.”

Fred had agreed with Alan’s theory that there was a race who existed long before the human civilisations described tonight by Alan. In his mind there was absolutely no other way to explain the blatant similarities between early cultures spread across the entire world at this early stage of human development. Although he was fairly stoned at this point, he had always believed that there was something going on behind the scenes. But all Alan had to offer up until this point was pure speculation. Fred, on the other hand, was in the possession of pure fact.

“I have been gathering information for the last two weeks about what these creatures are currently up to,” Fred explained. “The results have terrified me to the point of almost non-involvement, however you seem to know a lot already so I feel that I can indeed continue.”

Alan was nodding while rolling up yet another marijuana cigarette. “Yes, I agree,” he said, motioning with his hand for Fred to continue.

“I have noticed that the mentally disabled - ”

Alan interrupted him with a glance.

“That’s the people on a separate psychic wavelength,” Fred continued noting Alan’s disgust at his original comments. Oh Christ, he thought, another liberal. Fred in his time looking after autistic children had come across various people in search for his blood. At first he had referred to them as spackers which hadn’t gone down well with his collegues. He then began to refer to the children as scopers which went down even worse. What’s the big fucking deal, he thought. I’m looking after these children like they are my own. Surely that’s more important than the various words I use to describe them?

“Exactly,” said Alan. “You must have realised that the children you were looking after were on a totally separate psychic wavelength to either you or I.”

Fred was tempted to point out that the deal was that Alan was thinking of was of autistic savants, known more frequently and more unfortunately as idiot savants. The kids that were assigned to him were just autistic. He nodded, however, allowing Alan to continue.

“The people with a psychic imbalance,” Alan said.

“I had noticed that children with autism had begun to pick up various signals, in line with what the other mentally disabled in the area were also picking up. I spent a lot of time correlating these signal before, ahem, determining a way to concentrate these signals. It is via this method of study that I have developed ideas as to what it is these dwarves or whoever are after and what they want to study.”

“So you know where they are going to be and what they are going to do?” asked Alan intrigued.

“I can work out certain probabilities and usually locate their ideas or intentions. But recently this has become much harder for he to do and I require assistance.”

“Anything I can do,” suggested Alan.

Alan woke Morris with a cup of tea. Morris was not used to smoking the same strength of marijuana that Alan had provided him with, but found himself able to cope, although a cup of tea was most welcome. Maybe a glass of water would be more helpful, he thought as he lay there, but nevertheless he was up and dressed by the time Alan had come back suggested breakfast.

In the meantime Alan had received another call on his mobile telephone.

“Alan,” said the voice on the other end of the line. It was Fred again.

“I’ve just had a call from Iscariot,” said Fred. “He has met a bloke who has some information Iscariot believes is useful. Should I bring him to the meeting this evening?”

“If he’s cool,” said Alan. “Our mission is too important to jeopardise at this moment.  Bring him along, just be fucking careful – check his arms before you do anything!”

Although it was early afternoon now, Alan took Morris to a small café a few minutes walk from Alan’s place. Over a fry-up they discussed the meeting that was to take place this evening. It would be composed mainly of people who had information regarding the dwarves, and made up fully by people who were willing to assist the others. In short, all attendees of the meeting would have had their lives affected in some way by the activities of the dwarves.

“I’m confused Alan,” began Morris, “into how much detail about the manuscript, for that’s all I really know about, into how much detail do you want me to go?”

Alan sat back calmly in his seat, unworried by the troubles this meeting could potentially cause. “It’s going to be very informal,” he said, “I’m hopefully going to coördinate everything reasonably successfully. Everybody has something to say,” he continued, “it’s just that everybody has different idea and believes to a slightly different level. My goal is to structure the evening in such a way that the beliefs coincide early on, so that the serious speculation can once every interested party has said their piece.”

“All right,” said Morris. “I’m going to explain what I know for fact about the manuscript and then I’m going to shut up.”

“You know more about that manuscript that you think you do,” said Alan smiling. They then finished their breakfast and then headed into town to do some more research into secrets they had already begun to uncover.

“Here’s a strange thing,” said Alan quietly so as not to disturb the other patrons of the library. “A friend had mentioned the Balcarres family to me earlier today. Check this out. The last surviving member of the Balcarres family burnt his money and practically disappeared.”

“What was his name?” demanded Morris suddenly.

“Trevor,” said Alan, “Trevor North, Earl of Balcarres.”

Chapter Fourteen

The cabal of people gathered round at Alan’s house was almost complete. The members consisted of Alan himself, Dr. Morris Stevenson, Frederick West, Spartacus Jones, Jim Station, Kelly Kowalski, and Kim Canvers. The only people missing were Iscariot and the man he had decided to introduce to the group. They had waited patiently for Iscariot to arrive, but had now decided that they would begin the meeting without him. Alan wasn’t too big on furnishings and so they were all strewn around on large cushions on the floor.

“Okay,” said Alan, “I know we are still waiting for one or two others, but I feel  that we should begin now. We are all gathered here due to the fact that we have all become involved to a certain extent with the plot of the dwarves to destroy all human life upon this planet. I would like, if he doesn’t mind, to introduce Mr. Keith ‘Spartacus’ Jones to everyone.”

Spartacus looked uneasy with the introduction of his actual given name, however he nodded his ascent at Alan who continued.

“Spartacus, whom most of you know as Keith, has invaluable information regarding the beginnings of the current and very real dwarf threat.”

There was no centre stage to speak of, so Spartacus merely sat up and began to tell his part of the tale.

“Humanity was first alerted to the modern dwarfist threat in July 1947 with the famous event known to the world as the Roswell incident. At this time large pieces of ceramic and several dwarf bodies were discovered on a ranch just outside the town of Roswell, New Mexico. The story was covered up by the US military who presented a cover story that the ceramic pieces came from a device designed to measure barometric pressure. This of course is nonsense, but the military were so disturbed by the dwarven remains that they found that this sort of excuse was inevitable. The subsequent cover-up operation led fringe Americans into believing that it was some sort of alien creatures that had been involved at the crash site. The subsequent autopsy tapes which were released to the public a few years ago show quite clearly that the creatures involved are dwarves. The bulbous foreheads, the disproportionate arms. All this points to obvious dwarf involvement, attempting to tamper with the future of mankind. Since this time there have been a staggering number of people who claim do have been abducted by beings from outer space,” he cast a look at Iscariot who smiled weakly back, “though fortunately the crash highlighted to the few who realised the threat from the enemy within and therefore dwarven operations became subdued for a number of years. The kidnapping of humans grew to it’s highest levels during the late seventies and early eighties. We have seen a marked downturn at least in the late nineties, with less people reporting dwarven crimes than ever. Maybe this is due to a decrease in dwarf activity or maybe it’s down to other factors. I myself believe that the increased information made available though Hollywood films beginning with Close Encounters of the Third Kind in the seventies and E.T. in the early eighties has scared the dwarves off somewhat. We still don’t know whether Spielberg is on the side of dwarfism or against it. There is evidence to support both cases and I don’t want to throw any personal assumptions at you. But it is down to the decrease in dwarven activity and no other reason that we are alive and living free today.” Spartacus lay back on his cushion after giving this speech, exhausted.

“I would like to thank Spartacus for his heartfelt words. Now I would like to say a few words myself regarding more esoteric aspects of dwarf behavior and suggest a plan of attack which myself and Frederick believe is planned and, unless stopped, will happen.”

Alan took a drink of water and continued.

“My friend Dr Morris Stevenson,” said Alan pointing out Morris to those who didn’t know him, “brought to me a photocopy of a manuscript. This manuscript describes the 23rd Enochian Key, a call to awaken the stone gods who once ruled the Earth and whom I now suspect the dwarves to be descended from. This key calls for the gift of the philosophers’ helmet of legend, commonly confused with the philosophers’ stone, which is a result of a mistranslation. After the first attempt at translation of this manuscript by an old university buddy of mine, Professor Cornelius Gantt who I’m sure many of you have heard of for his huge advances in the field of linguistics, Morris’ house was broken into, probably by dwarves, and the original manuscript taken.” 

“Aha,” said Jim. “I always knew there was something wrong with the legend. I mean philosophers’ stone? How ridiculous is that?”

“Exactly,” Alan continued. “We do not believe at this moment in time that the dwarves have possession of the helmet of legend, however it is certain that they have been concentrating their efforts in an attempt to locate this mythological and possibly real artifact. Their efforts in this area can be described better by my friend Frederick West.”

It was Fred’s turn to sit forward and talk to the group. “I have been able to effectively eavesdrop on the dwarven communications utilizing the power of autism. Allow me to explain. It is often difficult to send high speed transmission down coaxial cable due to the fact that at high frequencies the cable itself acts as an antenna, picking up extraneous signals that distort the original message being sent across the wire. If you will forgive the technical nature of my analogy, for it is the only similar thing I can think, a similar effect is produced with studies of autism. Autistic children can, like the coaxial cable, pick up extraneous signals which happen to be from the unknown communication system the dwarves are utilizing. By placing these children closer together I have been able to focus the signal to the extent that I have been able to receive reliable information regarding when and where the dwarves will appear, and have been able to ascertain their intentions. It seems that they are searching for something, possibly Alan’s helmet of legend, and that they believe they will find what they seek in the South Manchester area.”

Fred was interrupted by a buzz from the doorbell. One of the girls, either Kelly or Kim, got up to answer the door. Iscariot burst onto the scene with the ‘bloke’ he had met.

“This is Ian Simmonds,” said Iscariot. “He overheard me talking at the bar earlier about three people of varying height who I believed had been following us, possibly relating information to the dwarf population at large.”

“All reet,” said Ian nervously not expecting to be before a crowd so large.

“He had been at a takeaway in Withington with his collegue Dave Norton a few days earlier when three men of varying height had entered. Since then he has seen them a few times in a few places which seem to correspond with where we have been having our meetings. I asked him whether there was anything unusual about the people apart from their varying height. Go on,” he said to Ian, “tell them.”

“They all seemed to have disproportionate arms,” said Ian still nervous. “All three of them, giant human and dwarf alike. I hadn’t noticed when I were getting my kebab, but the second time I seen them it were more obvious. When I overheard Iscariot talking in the pub I knew we were on about the same folk, and when he asked me about the arms I knew this was something important.”

“So,” said Alan. “We have some spies amongst us. Do you think that they were responsible for the raid on Morris’ house?”

“I couldn’t tell you,” said Iscariot, “but there’s something else that I think you should be aware of. Go ahead Ian, tell them.”

“My mate Dave who was with me when I first seen these weird dwarves has gone off to Easter Island.” Morris’ eye widened. “His cousin Simone has gone missing.”

“Not Simone Eastwood?” shouted Morris trying to scramble to his feet but only managing a sitting position in Alan’s bizarre lounge.

“Yes,” said Ian. “That’s her.”

Morris turned round to Alan. “That’s the Simone I told you about! The girl who left the manuscript in my possession. If she’s gone missing on Easter Island, I can not be one hundred percent certain, but I suspect that she has been kidnapped by dwarves. After all, they have almost certainly burgled my house and stolen the very manuscript she gave me.”

Suddenly Jim spoke up. “It seems to me,” he began, “that the dwarves are the winning side. They possess the greater technology, they already have possession of the manuscript of this Enochian key, they have their spies watching our every move and they have kidnapped an archaeologist. What makes you think we can defeat them?”

Alan took up Jim’s doubts and with a quick one-liner dispelled the illusion of hopelessness that most people were beginning to feel. “We have proportionate arms.” This comment had everyone laughing in spite of the danger they all faced, but Alan continued: “Although everyone thinks that is a joke it is that fact, the fact that we are human beings and therefore capable of overcoming any obstacle in our path no matter how disproportionate, combined with our senses of humour that will help us to overthrow these hideous creatures who hope to destroy humanity.” Everyone in the room could not help but be moved by this speech from Alan and gave him a half-sitting, half-lying ovation.”

And again, Alan continued: “We now need to develop some sort of a plan to thwart the ideas of the dwarves. Morris,” he said looking at the doctor.” You need to go back up to the North of England to uncover the mystery of the Balcarres family. I, meanwhile, intend to go to Wales to seek out perhaps the only English translation of the Necronomicon. I suggest that Kelly accompanies Morris to the north-east to find out the secrets Trevor holds and that Kim and Jim follow me to Wales. Trevor is very likely to contain vital information regarding the concentration of dwarves in the Wigan area. After they have discovered all that the man has to offer they should easily be able to get down to Wales and meet up with us.”

“I would like to take Spartacus on a mission,” said Fred, “to infiltrate and capture one of the flying teapots. We will listen in on dwarven communications and use any information we find to locate and capture one of the flying devices. That leaves Iscariot and Ian, who I believe should travel to Easter Island and try to catch up with Dave. Even if you can’t find Simone,” he said addressing the pair directly, “maybe Dave has some leads you can follow when you get there. Dave’s information will probably be vital to the truncation of the dwarven plans.” Again people laughed at Fred’s indeliberate faux pas.

“Is everyone agreed on this approach?” asked Alan authoritively.

The group looked around at each other before all unanimously decided that they were indeed offered concurrence with Alan and Fred’s plans.

“In that case,” began Alan, “you should all try to call me on my mobile telephone on a regular basis, I suggest every six hours, with any relevant information which I will then sort and send out to those groups that the information is relevant to.”

Alan looked round at everyone to make sure they understood the plans he and Fred had made and to make sure that everyone was feeling comfortable with their possibly life altering tasks.

“Are we all agreed?” he asked to the group at large.

“Yes,” came back the unanimous reply.

“OK,” said Alan, “Let’s go to the pub. There simply is no better place for individuals to express themselves in a group sense.”

The group set off for the pub nearest to Alan’s house, the very same pub that Spartacus had first met Iscariot and that Dave and Ian had been watching the football in that night they had first encountered the men of varying sizes. They entered and Alan bought a round for the lot of them. They spread themselves over three tables.

Here Morris planned his trip with Kelly, he would drive back to the café where he had originally met Trevor, the man who had so rudely shouted “SPUNK!!” at him. Armed with new information about the man, Morris felt that he could handle the situation better this time. Meanwhile Alan, Jim and Kim discussed their own trip to the heart of the Welsh valleys in order to locate an abandoned coalmine that Alan only had a rough idea of the location.

Fred and Spartacus were developing a plan of attack whereby they could take control of one of the flying teapots if indeed there was more than one. Fred had more information than Spartacus about the craft, about the quantity of dwarves required to pilot on of them and the pair threw ideas back and forth about how to carry off this monumental task. They had decided to travel up to Salford the next morning and create a battery of autism in order to gain more information to help them with their most dangerous assault.

Finally Iscariot and Ian planned their flight. Fortunately Alan was putting forward the money as this would an expensive trip. They would have to fly to Amsterdam and from there to Washington. From Washington they could take a plane to Santiago and from there to Mataveri International Airport on Easter Island.

The whole group was filled with nervous excitement and tension in preparing for this hopefully final attack on the dwarves in an attempt to thwart the dwarven plans and to secure the future of the human race. This was going to be no picnic, and everyone at the various tables had realised this if they had not already while still at Alan’s house. Indeed these were the most important tasks that any of them had every carried out. Failure of any of them at any point could result in the extinction of the entire human race.

As such, they finished their drinks and returned to various houses. With such dangerous tasks before them, none of them were going to get arseholed.

Chapter Fifteen

Dave was sat in Washington Dullas Airport in a large glass room where smoking was permitted. He was looking at the bar across the other side of the wide corridor totally unable to understand why he could smoke or drink but not do both. He had bought a magazine in the airport and was reading an article about the actor Brian Dennehy. Dave was a huge Dennehy fan and had been ever since the first time he saw First Blood. The article chronicled Dennehy’s life before acting. He had studied history at Columbia University after winning a football scholarship. After graduating he served in Vietnam before returning to the US to become an actor. He enrolled at Yale Drama School paying his way by taking several odd jobs which also helped him to afford private lessons. After Yale he began to appear in Broadway productions.

Dave sighed and lit another cigarette. Although he loved Dennehy, his mind was on other things namely the disappearance of his cousin Simone. When Ian rang him to tell him he had also given him the contact details of Professor Emile Cavamos from the University of Santiago, an archaeologist who had been working with Simone on her Easter Island expedition. Dave had rushed back to his hotel in order to contact the professor.

“Cavamos,” said the voice on the other end of the telephone.

“Hello,” said Dave. “This is Dave Norton, Simone’s cousin. I believe you have been trying to contact me regarding Simone’s disappearance.”

“Yes, that is correct. We believe she has been kidnapped. Fortunately she had given us your contact details in case of emergency, although I assume that was more for a case of illness than something like this.”

“Professor,” said Dave, “can you give me the details of your hotel. I’m going to take the next available flight.”

Dave had then called a travel company to arrange all the flights that he needed to get himself to Easter Island as quickly as possible. It was going to be expensive but there was not much else he could do. After this had been sorted out and his flights booked, he telephoned all the information through to Ian and set off for the airport.

It was almost time for him to board his flight to Santiago. He extinguished his cigarette, picked up his magazine and left the glass cage venturing back into the airport. Outside, further down the corridor, he saw two security guards escorting a dwarf somewhere. Dave chuckled to himself. I wonder what he’s been up to, he thought to himself.

A few hours later Dave was in Santiago waiting for his connecting flight directly to Mataveri International Airport. As he was stood looking at the flight times, an aging scruffy looking Chilean man with a beard lurched into his field of vision.

“Los dejamos adentro,” he barked at Dave. “Es demasiado atrasado - los dejamos adentro.”

“I’m sorry,” said Dave, “I don’t understand.”

The crazy Chilean half-laughed, half-barked his way off down the corridor. Dave shook his head. Why me? he thought. Why do they always fucking come up to me? It’s not fair. I mean, do I have some sort of magnetic field that attracts the fuckers. Dave went to his gate and sat there finishing his article about Brian Dennehy. Fortunately he had got some sleep on the flight from Washington, but as he had come from Amsterdam he was dressed rather unsuitably for the sub-tropical weather he was heading towards. Never mind, he thought, I’ll pick up some clothes when I get to the island.

After an exhausting journey from the other side of the world, Dave finally touched down at Mataveri International Airport. After he had reclaimed his baggage and been through customs, he headed though to the arrivals hall where a European man with a placard bearing his name – well almost his name: they had spelt his surname ‘Nortos’. 

As he approached the man enquired, “Dave Norton?”

“Yeah,” said Dave. “Or Nortos.”

“Oh,” said the man looking at the placard. “I’m sorry.”

“Look,” said Dave. “I’m sorry. It’s just that I’ve been flying for God knows how long, and I’m a bit ratty. I didn’t mean to be rude.”

“Totally understandable,” said the man extending a hand. “I’m Gravel.”

“Pleased to meet you,” said Dave.

Gravel gave him a lift to the hotel and explained in more detail what had happened.

“The professor apologises for not being able to meet you himself but he’s being interviewed by the police who are still trying to determine who would want to kidnap an archaeologist, and why? The island hardly ever sees anything like this and so it’s pretty big news as far as the islanders are concerned.”

“Have the police got any ideas yet?”

“No, not really,” said Gravel. “I think the most likely suspects are some of the Chilean inhabitants on the island. They believe that the Moai, the famous stone heads, were built by the Incas whereas Simone and the rest of us were here with the support of the Polynesians to try and prove that it was the Polynesians who built them. I hope this isn’t the case because this sort of incident could cause a lot of friction between the islanders of the different ethnic groups.”

“Do you think this is the case?” asked Dave.

“I don’t know,” said Gravel. “There are still four of us on the team and the only other person who could prove the Polynesian theory correct is the professor, and we all think that if this was the case that he would have been kidnapped at the same time.”

Gravel went on to explain the circumstances of Simone’s disappearance. The had returned to the hotel in the afternoon after discovering the stone tablet which Simone had taken back with her. They had gone out for an evening meal and returned. However, when Gravel went to Simone’s room in the morning he got no answer. He had gone down to the hotel reception and obtained a key to her room, and when he had entered the room was a mess. Whoever had kidnapped Simone had also been searching the room for something. That’s when the professor had notified Dave, via telephoning Ian. The police were also called and had spent most of the morning investigating the room for clues. The only thing that appeared to be missing, apart from Simone, was the stone tablet they had discovered the day before. There was no sign of a break in although the window was open.

By the time Gravel had related all this information to Dave, they had reached the hotel.

“You go and check in, get yourself unpacked. Unfortunately we’ve only been able to book you in for one night, but even if nobody cancels their reservation, you could still stay in Hanga Roa. Do you have an appropriate clothes for the island?” asked Gravel.

“Er,” said Dave, “actually no. I came straight here from Amsterdam.”

“No problem,” said Gravel, “You’re about my size, I can lend you something. I’ll go with you to reception and when you’ve got a room number I’ll go and fetch the clothes. We booked you in the same hotel as us, for convenience. Maybe by the time you’ve freshened up the professor will have finished with the police and we can have a discussion about how to proceed.

“Sounds good.”

Dave was staying in room 23 and had just dumped his bags and started to unpack. What’s the point? he thought. I’m not going to be able to wear any of this shit, he though taking his black hat with the rainbow stripes and casting it into the corner of the room. There was a knock at the door. It was Gravel with a Hawaiian shirt and a pair of Bermuda shorts.

“Go for it,” said Gravel. “I’m in room 17, just give me a knock when you’re decent.”

Dave took a shower. This made him feel much better, although while he washed he’s mind turned to the supposition the police were making about the disappearance. If indeed she had been kidnapped by the Chilean islanders then this could cause a huge amount of distress on the island. Could this turn into civil war? Everything Dave had heard about the islanders was that they were amongst the most peace-loving people on the entire island. The police were only used to dealing with the odd theft, it was fairly obvious that stuff like this just didn’t happen on the island. And what about the stone-tablet? Maybe this tablet was worth something, or proved something that certain people didn’t want proving. If Simone had disturbed the robbery, maybe that would explain the kidnapping. Dave didn’t want to think about it, not at least until he had heard the latest updates from the professor. He felt a lot less tense after having a shower in any case.

He turned the shower off and got dressed. The Hawaiian shirt and the Bermuda shorts would normally have made him feel like a bit of a nobhead, but in this climate and these surroundings he now felt less of a nobhead than when he had arrived in the clothing he had taken to Amsterdam. He threw his bag into the corner of the room and went to Gravel’s room.

He knocked on Gravel’s door and Gravel told him that the door was unlocked and to come in. Sat in the room with Gravel was a studious looking South American man.

“Dave,” said Gravel. “This is Professor Emile Cavamos of the University of Santiago.”

“Pleased to meet you,” said Dave, “I’m Dave Norton.”

“Ah,” said Emile. “The cousin of Simone?”

“Yeah, that’s right.”

“Emile was just starting to tell me about the latest information that the police have about the disappearance. Please Emile, continue.”

Emile described how the police’s investigation of Simone’s hotel room had not really turned up anything to go on, except possibly the theft of the tablet. However the islanders were talking about daemons they have been seeing that night, daemons in the sky. Although the population had been converted to Christianity a long time ago, they were still a very superstitious people. However, when the professor described the daemons, Dave experienced the ‘hands’ feeling for the second time in two days.

“Wait here,” he said almost shaking. He ran out of the room, returning a minute later with the magazine he had bought in Manchester airport on his way to Amsterdam. He flicked though it until he located the article he had read regarding the increase of UFO sightings in Manchester. “Read that,” he said slamming the magazine down. Gravel read the short article out to the professor. The description of the UFOs in the area matched exactly the islanders’ description of the flying daemons they had seen.

“What does this all mean?” asked Emile.

“I don’t know, but I can’t help feeling that there is some sort of link. Don’t get me wrong, I don’t believe in daemons or in UFOs, but I don’t think we should close our minds to the possibilities this link has thrown open. Maybe this isn’t about Simone at all, but that some sort of agency with access to superior technology was more interested in the tablet and Simone just happened to be in the way.”

“But what is the connection to your town of Manchester?” asked Emile.

“I don’t know. I think you should explain about the tablet you discovered and maybe that will give us more of a clue.”

Emile explained how he had accidentally discovered the tablet whilst trying to remove Polynesian petraglyphs from the wall of the site. He described the tablet as consisting of a five by four grid of mysterious symbols and that Simone had seen the symbols before on a manuscript that she had left in the UK.

“Hmm,” said Dave, deep in thought. “If the manuscript is related to the tablet, it may be possible that whoever stole the tablet, also believed the manuscript to be somewhere in the Greater Manchester area. Possibly with me.”

“You don’t have it?” asked Emile.

“Unfortunately not,” said Dave. “If she has left it in the care of somebody else it wasn’t me. Whoever it was could be in great danger.”

“So what should we do?” said Emile.

“We should speak right away to the police. Simone must have an address book or something and we can start going through the addresses one by one.”

“That would be a good plan if it were not for one thing,” said Emile.

“Oh,” said Dave, “what’s that?”

“You will first have to convince the police that the daemons flying about the island are the same as the UFOs flying around England. I think a much better idea is to wait until tomorrow morning. It might be the case that the police will allow us access to Simone’s belongings, if we can find some valid excuse for needing this.”

Chapter Sixteen

Traveling to Feltham seemed to Morris a much easier task when it wasn’t leathering it down with rain. They had traveled up the M6 from Manchester and stopped at the motorway services en route. They had set off shortly after seven o’clock and Morris had feeling a bit tired and needed a break. He also thought he would take this opportunity to get some breakfast and talk to Kelly as she didn’t say very much in the car.

They ordered their breakfasts, Morris having a full English and Kelly just having a bacon sandwich. They took their food to their table and started to eat.

“So,” said Morris trying to break the ice. “How long have you known Alan?”

“I’ve known him for few years now,” she replied. “My sister Kim used to be going out with Mister, the bass player in Jim’s band who you met the other night, and Jim has known Alan for ages.”

“Yes,” said Morris. “I didn’t really have much of an opportunity to talk to Jim last night.”

“Well Mister’s a really good musician. He fronts a blues band who have a regular spot at a late bar in Withington, not far from Alan’s house. Even after they split up they remained good friends so we drop by occasionally to see the band. 

“They’re good then?” asked Morris.

“Oh yes. And they are getting better all the time. Some of the new songs are really good. If you ask me I reckon that Mister took the break-up pretty hard because all the new songs are packed with emotion. What about you?”

“How do I know Alan?” asked Morris. “I don’t really. A friend and collegue of mine, Professor Cornelius Gantt, put me in touch with Alan after I brought the manuscript to him, you know, the one we were talking about last night.”

Kelly nodded.

Morris continued, “I think it will be beneficial to involve him when we arrive. He gave me the low-down on Trevor when I first met him.”

“Do you think it will take a long time to find this Trevor?” asked Kelly.

“I don’t know. When I saw him he was in a café shouting abuse at me.”

Kelly laughed and Morris felt better.

“I sort of got the impression that he went in there pretty often. If Cornelius hasn’t got any information about how to find him, I think that that café would be a very good place to start.”

“So,” said Kelly. “Have we got time for another coffee? I’d like the low-down on Trevor myself.”

She got the coffees and then Morris began to explain what he knew about Trevor, about the money-burning, the madness, and the rumours of nefarious dealings. He also explained the new information that had come to light about this Trevor being at one time the last Earl of Balcarres. After he had finished explaining, the pair of them finished off their coffees and left the services heading north.

An hour or so later they passed through Feltham on their way to Cornelius’ house. As they drove though the village they both kept an eye out for Trevor but didn’t see anything. Eventually they reached Cornelius’ house and pulled up in the driveway. Cornelius came out to meet them.

“Morris,” he said as they got out of the car. “It’s good to see you again.”

“Cornelius,” said Morris. “Allow me to introduce Kelly, she’s a friend of Alan’s.”

“Very pleased to meet you,” said Cornelius. “Come, let’s go inside and you can fill me in on everything that Alan been able to tell you about this mysterious manuscript.”

The three of them went inside and Cornelius went to prepare coffee. He came back though a few minutes later an sat down in his chair.

“Come on then,” said Cornelius. “What’s been happening?”

“Where to start?” said Morris. “Well, after I set off from here I dropped by mine, like you suggested, to pick up the original copy of the manuscript to discover that it had been stolen.”

“Stolen?”

“Yes. And last night I learnt that Simone has been kidnapped on Easter Island.”

“Kidnapped? Have you any idea who is behind either of these crimes.”

“I’d better explain about the manuscript.”

So over coffee Morris explained to Cornelius at length about the translation of the manuscript, the philosophers’ helmet, the lost civilization of Atlantis and about the current threat to humanity posed by the dwarves. He also explained about the team Fred and Alan had put together and the various missions they had all embarked on that morning. Cornelius had sat there listening so intently that his coffee had become cold.

“I’m going to make some more coffee,” he said. “Dwarves, eh? Well, I can’t say I’m surprised.”

Kelly and Morris looked at each other.

“I’ve never trusted the devilish little buggers myself,” said Cornelius disappearing off into the kitchen.

Despite the seriousness of their situation, they couldn’t help but laugh at this.

“Well,” said Cornelius. “I think it’s time to tell me why you’ve come back all the way up here?”

“It’s Trevor,” explained Morris.

“Trevor? What on earth has he got to do with things?”

“The dwarves it seems have been spotted several times on the grounds of Haigh Hall Country Park, just outside Wigan. Check this out: the last surviving member of the Balcarres family is a man named Trevor North. According to the research Alan and I did in Manchester, the man disappeared some time ago. Rumour has it that he went mad and headed up north. I believe that they are the same person and that the stuff he was shouting at me when I came to visit you a few days ago was something to do with the current dwarf threat. We let them in? It’s too late?”

“It’s a few minutes before ten,” said Cornelius. “We’ll finish our coffee and then head over to the café in Feltham village where you first encountered our resident nutter.”

They arrived at the small café a little after ten o’clock and ordered tea. The little old woman explained that it would be a few minutes as Annie was off work with the flu. They inquired as to whether Trevor had been in today.

“To tell you the truth,” said the old woman, “I haven’t seen him for a few days.”

They discussed their next move while they drank their tea. Kelly suggested that they go to the Abbey to see if Trevor was in his shed. They all decided that this was a good logical move and after finishing their tea set off again in Morris’ car.

They arrived at the Abbey. Cornelius had finished the transcription and translation of the brass rubbings he had taken and hadn’t expected to be back here so soon. Trevor’s shed was in a field on the other side of the cemetery, so they walked through and out the other side. Crossing a barbed wire fence, they could make out Trevor’s shed.

Nervously, Morris knocked on the shed door. There was no response. He shouted through the door “Trevor?” Again there was no response.

“This is hopeless,” said Morris, disillusionment rapidly setting in. Just then they heard a commotion behind them. From the direction of the abbey there not came a scruffy figure shouting and screaming.

“I think we might have found him,” said Kelly.

As Trevor got closer, they could make out some of the words he was yelling. It all seemed to be along the lines of “get away from my fucking shed”. As he got near them he sprung forward at Morris shouting “BASTARD!” He caught Morris by the head and pushed him to the ground. Kelly quickly elbowed Trevor in the back and he also fell to the floor. Morris stood up and dusted himself off.

“Trevor North,” said Morris out of breath, “last Earl of Balcarres.”

Trevor turned over on the ground, a look of intense, wild confusion in his eyes.

“Yes,” he said sadly, a measure of sanity seeming to return to his face. “I did once go by that name.”

Relieved, Morris continued.

“Trevor, we need your help. We need you to tell us why you abandoned Haigh Hall, the family home of the Balcarres’. This information is vital for us and could prevent the destruction of the human race. We are not leaving here without it. Do you understand?”

Trevor nodded and pulled himself into a sitting position resting against the wall of his shed.

“I knew this would catch up with me,” said Trevor breathlessly. “I knew I would have to eventually pay for my sins. It’s all my fault you see.”

“What is your fault?” asked Cornelius. “Please Trevor, you must explain.”

“Please,” he said. “Come into my shed and I will tell my story.”

Trevor had a stack of four plastic garden chairs in the corner of his shed which Morris and Cornelius unstacked and they all sat down and waited to hear Trevors story.

“I was once a very successful businessman, owning a lot of property and businesses across the whole of the Greater Manchester region. My family fortune had given me the means to do this and within five years I had almost doubled the amount of money I had inherited. Then one day I was visited by two strangers who offered me a very substantial amount of money to rent out the tunnels beneath Haigh Hall. There is a complex network of tunnels and caves beneath my ancestral home for which I had no use, in fact, I don’t think any of the occupants of the hall ever have had. So I agreed all though I was disturbed by the huge sums of money that were coming my way. I guessed that their operations were illegal, but I let it go because of the money. Also, I had noticed something strange about the gentlemen in question but I couldn’t work it out until they took off their jackets. They both had disproportionate arms. I had sold us out.”

“Sold us out?” said Kelly.

“A few weeks later I was visiting the Hall getting a few things ready to take back up to the northeast with me as I had recently purchased a house for myself and my new wife. I was down in the wine cellar. The cellar is directly connected to the tunnels, although after an attempted break-in via the tunnels my grand-father had installed a large iron gate. I was perusing the racks, selecting a bottle to go with my evening meal when I heard an awful sound. It was coming from beyond the iron gate. I rushed upstairs to get the key for the gate and a torch – I knew instantly that something was very wrong. 

I came back down to the cellar, unlocked the gate and walked though into the tunnels beyond. I could see light ahead and as I got to the first corner I found myself in a long corridor lit by medieval style torches and there was a large open space at the other end. I ran along the corridor and into the space. I was in a large hall lit by more torches and braziers. In the centre of the hall was a large metal plinth with a woman lying down on it. She was being held down on the table by several dwarves while she was questioned about the location of something, I never heard what, something the dwarves were looking for, by an old dwarf with a long gray beard. I turned and ran as fast as I could.

I didn’t remember getting back to the house, but the housekeeper discovered me in the dining room looking very pale. This was the beginning of the end and that is all that I remember clearly. I know that I sold of all my businesses and burnt all the money, but now it feels like someone else did all that.”

Trevor burst into tears. They all offered their sympathy, but obviously the strain of reliving his last remaining days of sanity had taken it’s toll on Trevor and he began to return back into his previous state. He began to rock slowly back and forth on the plastic seat murmering “it’s my fault, it’s my fault.”

“Come on,” said Cornelius. “There’s nothing more he can do for him. Let us return to mine and relay this new information back to Alan.”

Chapter Seventeen

Fred and Spartacus were sitting in the Balcarres Arms in Haigh with two other members of Jim’s band, Lionel the guitarist and Mister the bass-player. Fred’s research with the autistic children earlier in the day had come to nothing and none of their mobile telephones were working either. It had not been a good day for communication and they had not been able to contact Alan or any of the others at all even with public telephones. 

They had all met up at Fred’s house for an evening meal, a small meal for sustenance as they were all too nervous to eat much, before setting off for Wigan. Catching the train from Oxford Road, they made small talk as they traveled. Fred had only briefly met the guys in the band the other night and Spartacus had not met them at all and it was a good idea to get to know the people that they would be working. But underneath the surface of the conversation was the knowledge of what they were going to attempt in a few hours time and whenever the conversation even came near the topic an uncomfortable silence would arise and they would all fall back into their seats.

After arriving in Wigan they still had plenty of time and so caught the bus up to the north side of Aspull and from their walked the short distance to the Balcarres Arms where they now nervously sat. Over beer they discussed their plan of attack. After Fred had explained to the two musicians a bit more about what he knew about the dwarves, Spartacus retold the events of his last visit to the area for the benefit of the musicians and also to give Fred a bit more detail.

Spactacus estimated that he had seen five or six dwarves boarding the craft the other night. They decided that this number of dwarves could easily be handled by the four of them. Unfortunately there was no real way to determine how many dwarves were on the inside of the teapot. Their plan of attack so far was to charge the craft as soon as it landed beating the dwarves to it. From the ramp they should be able to fend off the dwarves on the outside whilst gaining access to the craft.

They were to head over to the golf course after closing time a couple of hours from now as Spartacus’ sighting and the couple that Fred had witnessed earlier had all occurred between the hours of midnight and three o’clock.

“I have to say,” said Lionel quietly, “that I’ve very excited about this. I have never seen a UFO or anything before and now I’m on a mission to actually capture one.”

“Strictly speaking it’s not actually a UFO we’re going to capture,” said Spartacus. “We know what it is – a flying teapot full of dwarves. But I take your point. I think I’m right in saying that we’re all filled with nervous apprehension.”

They all agreed. This was totally unlike anything any of them had ever attempted before. None of them knew how they could possibly prepare themselves mentally for something like this.

“I agree that it’s difficult,” said Fred. “However there are some things that we do know. For example, we have a height advantage over all but the tallest of the tall dwarves. Our other main advantage is that we have an element of surprise. I’m fairly certain that unless there is a dwarven spy on the team the dwarves cannot possible suspect an assault on one of their craft. I think it’s quite safe to assume that they don’t know – Alan and I made sure that everyone at the meeting had normal arms – and as such we can assume that they have made no preparation for such an assault.”

Every began to smile and feel a bit more confident about this dangerous mission, but Alan continued.

“Despite the advantages we have, we cannot afford to become complacent. The first rule of combat is know thine enemy. And despite the research that we’ve been carrying out over the previous few months, we have absolutely no idea what these creatures are capable of. We know that they pratice Magick although it is unclear to what extent. If it is purely Enochian Magick then that for us is good news as Enochian Magick is primarily a means of divination. However it is entirely possible that the dwarves can perform several other forms of Magick. If they are well versed in the Black Arts then we could be in real trouble. I personally believe that there will be a small group of dwarven wizards and I feel that they will mainly be preparing for whatever it is they are seeking to achieve. I believe the dwarves in the teapot are more likely to be lacking in magical powers, however I still urge you not to let your guard down for a second.”

Fred’s speech had done wonders for the team in terms of confidence and more information about the areas of possible threat they faced from their enemies and they all felt much more prepared and as ready as they ever would be to carry out their mission. They got another round in and began to work things out in greater detail. 

Fred and Spartacus would station themselves in the bunker from which Spartacus had witnessed the teapot from the other evening. Lionel and Mister would wait in another bunker a bit further away so that when the teapot landed Fred and Spartacus would make an initial charge with Lionel and Mister taking up the rear. 

After they had finished working out the final plan of attack they got in another round for Dutch courage. The men drank their pints more or less in absolute silence. It was clear that they were all nervous and everyone’s mind was racing with possibilities concerning what was to happen. Fred was the first to speak. He down the final quarter of his pint and said, “Come on. Let’s go get them.”

They made the same journey Spartacus had made on his first visit to the area. They walked down Copperas Lane without discussing anything, not out of nervousness, but because they could not be sure whether there was anyone lurking in the forest on either side of the lane who could be listening to them speak. They finally arrived at the main entrance of Haigh Hall Country Park and upon entering crossed the car park and on to the golf course.

Nervously they made their way across the golf course to the seventh hole. This time Spartacus was relieved to see that the bunker was deserted. They all convened in the bunker for one last team talk.

“Okay,” said Fred quietly, his voice little more than a whisper, “is everybody absolutely clear about what they have to do?”

They all nodded nervously.

“Okay, you two take up position in that bunker over there. Keith, me and you will remain here. Now everyone, focus your minds on the task in hand, and I wish you all good luck.”

After they had all bid each other good luck in whispers, they split up into the two separate teams, with Lionel and Mister taking up position in another bunker, still within sight of Fred and Spartacus. The guys all patiently waited for the teapot to arrive.

“I tell you what Keith,” said Fred. “I bet when you first met up with Iscariot you didn’t ever think you’d ever be doing anything like this.”

“No way man,” said Spartacus. “Even when I started investigating UFO sightings I never thought I’d be doing something like this. Even now it doesn’t seem real.”

“Just you wait,” said Fred. “It’ll seem real in a minute. Part of me wishes I’d never got into care work, then neither of us’d be here.”

“Yeah,” said Spartacus, “but you were always going to be doing something like that. Your problem is that you care too much. Without people like you though, this world would be a much more horrible place.”

“Thanks man,” said Fred. “I just can’t wait until it’s over, one way or the other.”

“I don’t know whether I envy Jim or not,” said Lionel.

“Why’s that?” said Mister.

“Well, we’re out here in the middle of nowhere doing something very dangerous, something that could get us both killed, but he’s going to Wales.”

Mister laughed.

“No, in all seriousness, I’m pretty scared about this. I’ve never done anything like this before. I mean I’ve not even had a fight for a long time, since school probably.”

“They’re only dwarves,” said Mister. “It’s going to be like fighting kids. I’m probably going to hold back because I’ll feel guilty. Don’t get me wrong, I hate dwarves as much as anybody, but I’m a big believer in the fair fight.”

“Yeah,” said Lionel, “but remember what Jim told us before we agreed to join in with this. The entire human race could be at risk. Just bear that in mind and you won’t have any problem hammering them.”

“You’re right,” said Mister.

“And I’m sure, no matter what happens, that we’ll get some wicked lyrics out of this.”

“Are you ready for this mate?” asked Fred.

“As ready as I’ll ever be,” said Spartacus.

“Listen mate,” said Fred. “This is going to be dangerous and I just want you to know that if anything goes wrong that I’m sorry that I got you involved.”

“Fred man,” said Spartacus. “Don’t worry about it. I’m honoured to be involved. After all, the outcome of this mission could mean the difference between the life and death of the entire human race.”

“I just hope them other two clowns don’t fuck it up for us,” he said motioning at the other bunker.

All of a sudden light poured out across the golf course.

“Here goes,” said Fred signaling across to the other bunker. “Let’s fucking have them.”

The teapot lowered itself to the ground and as it’s spinning began to slow Fred and Spartacus could feel their hearts pumping in their chests, the adreneline flowing through their veins. The spinning ground to a halt and Fred bellowed “NOW!”

The pair of them began sprinting across the golf course as the hatchway on the craft began to open. To their right they could see six dwarves now breaking into a sprint as they noticed the two guys. Above the droning sound of the teapot they could hear the dwarves shouting loudly and angrily.

“Fucking hell,” said Spartacus.

The hatchway had now opened fully and Fred and Spartacus could make out a few yards ahead the silhouettes of two dwarves. As they reached the foot of the ramp they could see the look of fear and astonishment on the dwarves faces, and they could hear the shouts of the six dwarves a couple of feet behind them to their left. Fred reached the top of the ramp first and belted the dwarf on the left in the face sending him flying into the teapot. The other dwarf began shouting loudly before Spartacus thumped it in the stomach and pushed it off the ramp. 

Flying out of the inside of the teapot came another dwarf leaping now onto Fred’s head. Fred had somehow managed to remain standing as the other dwarves now came tearing up the ramp. Spartacus turned to see Fred now staggering backwards with four dwarves hanging off him unable to bring him down and Mister and Lionel at the foot of the ramp. Spartacus lashed out at another dwarf sending it flailing off the edge of the ramp. 

Fred was turning circles wildly in an attempt to free himself of the four dwarves round his neck, arms and one of his legs. Lionel had kicked the other dwarf in the back sending him to the floor. Mister had grabbed the dwarf around Fred’s neck with two hands on the back and now hurled him through the air with all his might. The dwarf’s high pitched screams were silenced when it hit the ground knocking all the wind out of it.

Lionel and Spartacus seeing the dwarf flying through the air did the same thing and within seconds the remaining three dwarves were lying in a crumpled heap on the golf course.

They were about to burst in to the teapot to take out the rest of the dwarves when the brightly lit teapot suddenly faded to dark. The four of them looked nervously at each other as the teapot began to glow again, this time with a furious red light. The glow faded in and out, in and out with a pulse that matched the droning sound coming from the teapot. It appeared that the alarm had been sounded.

“Oh shit,” said Fred as literally hundreds of dwarves now emerged running from the trees at the edge of the golf course. “I think we’ve fucked it lads.”

Chapter Eighteen

As Alan drove at the high speeds of a mad man along the twisting, winding roads of the Welsh valleys happily whistling to himself as though he was sweeping his back yard, Kim and Jim were filled with concern, not only for their lives in the hands of Alan’s driving, but also because they were both absolutely convinced that Alan had absolutely no idea where this abandoned mine was, if it even existed.

All Alan’s research into the location of this abandoned mine had turned up was a single mention in a single document that it was somewhere in the Tywi Valley. Alan was pretty confident that they could drive up to the area and ask a few locals, however he had admitted that he had nothing to back up the only document he had found.

Alan’s gung-ho methodology unfortunately had done little to instill confidence in Kim and Jim and as they now drove into the town of Tregaron, their concern was at a higher level than ever also combined with the knowledge that the Welsh people distrusted, even hated, the English. They didn’t think Alan would be as successful getting the information they required out of the locals.

Alan pulled into a pub car-park and asked, “pint?”

Kim and Jim looked at each other. It was barely ten o’clock.

Alan marched into the pub.

“Could I have three pints of lager?” he asked the barman. The barman said nothing and stared at him. The other two looked at each other expecting trouble. Alan, undeterred tried again.

“Sut ydych chi?” enquired Alan.

“Iawn,” said the barman uncertainly.

“Gaf I tri peint o Stella?” asked Alan.

The barman, still looking at Alan, slowly poured out three pints of lager and placing them on the bar.

“Diolch yn fawr,” said Alan smiling, “faint o gosb?”

“Chwech phunt,” said the barman, still not knowing how to take this stranger.

“Diolch,” said Alan, handing over a ten pound note. 

The barman handed him his change saying, “Rydych chi’n groeso.” Finally the barman broke into a smile and said, “Croeso I Gymru.”

Kim and Jim breathed a sigh of relieve as they transported their pints to the table.

“You see people,” said Alan. “You’re worrying for nothing. Come on Jim man, I’ve known you for absolutely ages. Have a bit of faith.”

Alan suddenly began to vibrate.

“Please excuse me, I have to take a telephone call.”

“I’m finding it difficult having the level of faith that Alan requires,” explained Jim. “I mean, he right, I have known him for years but I’ve never seen him behaving like this. Yet without him we’d have known nothing about the current threat to human civilization. I just don’t know what to make of this bizarre behavior.”

“Mind you,” said Kim, “he did all right at the bar. I really thought we could have been in trouble. If he can pull off the same magic with the locals we shouldn’t have too much difficulty finding this abandoned mine.”

“You mean you trust him to get the job done?” asked Jim with surprise.

“More than I did before we came into the pub,” she said smiling.

Outside Alan took his mobile telephone out of his pocket. He had set his it to vibrate before they entered the pub as he didn’t want to piss off the locals.

“Alan speaking,” he said.

“It’s Morris.”

“Morris,” said Alan walking into the car-park. “Have you managed to find Trevor yet?”

“Yes,” said Morris. “It seems that he did some sort of deal with the dwarves allowing them to use the tunnels underneath Haigh Hall as some sort of centre of operations. He discovered that they were kidnapping and questioning humans to try and find some sort of object, could be the manuscript, could be the philosophers’ helmet, we don’t know. In any case, we should warn Fred and Spartacus. There could be a large concentration of dwarves around the Hall, possibly numbering hundreds. They could be in grave danger.”

“Good work Morris,” said Alan. “I’ll give Fred a call and warn him about the operation. We might have to call it off.”

“We’re setting off in a minute. We should arrive in Tregaron shortly after lunchtime.”

“OK,” said Alan. “If you don’t hear from me before then, I’ll meet you in…”

He turned round to look at the name of the pub.

“…the Teifi. If you’re coming from the north you should see it as soon as you come into the town.”

“Excellent. I’ll see you in a few hours then.”

“Speak to you later,” said Alan hanging up. He immediately called Fred’s mobile but couldn’t get though. He waiting a few seconds and tried again. He called Morris back.

“Morris,” said Alan. “It’s me again. I can’t get through to Fred. I’m going to try him again a bit later. Can you see if you can get through?”

“No problem,” said Morris. “I’ll give -” The connection broke off before Morris had a chance to finish his sentence.

“Fuck my bare arse,” said Alan. “This is all we fucking need.”

Alan went back into the pub and sat down looking slightly depressed. “I think my telephone’s fucked.” He noticed that Jim and Kim had stopped talking when he came back in and sat down. “What’s up?”

“Nothing,” said Jim. “It’s just that, well, you’re behaving in a bit of an odd way Alan. We’re just a bit worried that you, er -”

“That’s I’ve lost it,” demanded Alan.

“Er,” said Alan. “Yes.”

Alan laughed loudly. “I’m sorry people,” he began. “You’re right. I realise I’ve been behaving a bit out of character. I’ll try to calm down a bit. What you have to realise is that we’re on a mission to retrieve possibly the only surviving copy of the Necronomicon.”

Jim and Kim stared back blankly.

“The Necronomicon?” he said.

The pair continued to stare at him.

“The Necro-fucking-nomicon! The fabled Al Azif of Abdul Hazred the Mad Arab. The Mad fucking Arab people!”

“Er,” said Jim drinking some of his pint. “OK”

“I have been studying occult matters for years. The Thelema of Aleister Crowley, the Secret Doctrine of Madame Blavatsky, the cabbalistic writings of the Order of Hermes. And now I might at long last be about to gain possession of the book which may have started it all. The Book of the Names of the Dead. Pardon fucking me for being a bit excited.”

“Fair enough,” said Jim finishing his pint. “Who was that on the ‘phone?”

“It was Morris,” said Alan. “I have an update about the dwaves in Wigan.”

“Can you get us another pint first?” asked Jim. “I don’t know how to ask for one. I’ll give you the money.”

Alan stood up shaking his head and got two more pints from the bar. He hadn’t had time to touch his first one yet. When he sat back down he repeated to them what Morris had told him during their telephone conversation. Although they were feeling more relaxed now that Alan had explained why he was so excited, this knew information filled them with new worry. The two musicians who Jim had sent to accompany Fred and Spartacus on their mission were two of his best friends in the whole world.

“I’m sure we’ll manage to get in touch with them eventually. I mean they’re not even setting off until early evening.”

They finished their pint and walked down into the village leaving the car parked outside the pub. They wandered around for about half an hour, with Alan asked several of the villagers whether they knew where to find the mine. Even Alan was beginning to grow a bit despondent with their lack of progress. They decided to take a break and headed back up to the pub.

Jim and Kim sat down at a table while Alan went to the bar. He was there for quite a while talking to the barman. When he came over with the drinks he was grinning foolishly.

“Guess who knows where the mine is?” said Alan putting the pints down on the table.

“Really?” said Jim with surprise. “Nice one.”

“Yeah,” said Alan. “We’ve just got to go back out of the village the way we came to the bridge that we crossed, and then walk up it towards the mountain. It should only take us about twenty minutes to get there. We should be back before the others get here.”

“Excellent,” said Kim. “To fortune.”

“To fortune,” said the men and all three of them clashed pints and drank.

After they had finished them off, they left the pub and followed the directions given to Alan by the barman. A short walk up the river revealed a large cave-like opening in the hillside.

“Well,” said Alan. “I think this is it. Everyone ready?”

They all nodded excitedly, Alan’s enthusiasm had began to become contagious.

They entered though the mine entrance into a large tunnel. At the opposite end they could just make out that the tunnel turned off to the left.

“Just is case,” said Alan, turning on his torch, “we’ll turn our torches off when we get to the corner.”

They walked along the tunnel and did what Alan had suggested when they reached the corner. They could see natural light in the tunnel and as they came to the end of the tunnel they saw that it opened into a large cavernous space below them. There was a ledge that ran around the edge of the cavern and an opening above them which was allowing in a small amount of sunlight. There was a drop of about five foot to the floor below the ledge and there was another tunnel on the other side of the cavern.

From the ledge they could see below them a pillar extending up approximately ten foot from the floor on top of which appeared to be a book on some sort of a small stand. The hole in the ceiling was directly above the pillar. Surrounding the base of the pillar were four dwarves. The three of them moved back into the tunnel before they were noticed by the dwarves.

“Do you reckon we can have them?” asked Alan.

“Let’s not get ahead of ourselves,” said Jim. “We saw four dwarves. There may be more of them.”

“I agree,” said Kim. “Alan, I know you’re excited, but I think we are much better off going back to the pub and meeting the others. Then we can all come back together and get the book.”

Alan nodded sadly. Although he wanted to get hold of that book very badly indeed, he knew that the others were right. They made their way back down the tunnel, down the river and back into the village.

When they got back to the pub, Morris, Cornelius and Kelly were already sat in there drinking pints.

“Cornelius man,” said Alan. “How’s it going? Wow, you’re looking old.”

“Thanks Alan,” said Cornelius. “It has been a while since we last saw each other in person hasn’t it.

Alan went back to the bar and got in another round of drinks and returning introduced Cornelius to everyone before explaining what they had discovered in the abandoned mine. Jim’s initial surprise upon discovering that they all had drinks was diminished after he learnt that Cornelius was a linguistic and as Alan explained probably spoke Welsh a lot better than he had. As he told them about what he had discovered, Alan could see the excitement growing in Cornelius and Morris’ eyes: they understood what the book represented. In all the excitement Alan suddenly realised that he had made no further attempt to contact Fred since his first, however Morris had attempted to contact them as he traveled down from the northeast several times without success.

Finishing their drinks, Alan went to his car to get some rope and then they set off to return to the abandoned mine. Outside the mine they discussed what they were going to do. If the situation was the same as before, they would simply drop down from the ledge and attempt to capture the dwarves otherwise they ywould head back outside the mine entrance and formulate some sort of a back up plan.

The six of them treaded with caution down the tunnel, turning off their torches at the corner as they had done before. When they emerged from the tunnel onto the ledge they saw that the situation was indeed the same as before. The four dwarves surrounded the pillar as before and the book sat there on top.

“GO! GO! GO!” shouted Alan leaping from the ledge. The others had little option but to follow his mad command and they too leaped down from the ledge. The dwarves hardly had time to react. Alan reached them before everyone else and with a quick swipe of his elbow had sent the first one bouncing across the floor as he grabbed the second one. One of the other two dwarves mad a dash for Alan but Jim and Morris managed to grab it by the arms and hoist it into the air. The other one attempted to flee but Kelly and Kim had already ran to the other end of the cavern blocking his exit. Panicking, the dwarf span around and Cornelius punched it in the face.

Jim and Morris held one of the dwarves kicking and screaming in the air and Alan had the other in a bear hug. After tying them up they tied up the two who lay still unconscious on the floor. Once this task was complete, Alan turned his attention to the pillar and the book on the top.

“At last,” he said rubbing his hands together. “We have the Necromicon.”

Chapter Nineteen

Dave was rudely awoken by frantic knocking at his door. The jetlag had hit him and he was exhausted. He had been awoken for a strange dream bearing distinct similarities to the dream he had had the other night back in Manchester where he was being held down by small hands.

“Who is it?” he shouted.

“Ian,” said Ian from the corridor. “Are you going to let us in or what?”

“What the fuck?” Dave muttered as he struggled out of bed. He opened the door to reveal Ian and a rat-faced nervous looking man.

“Ian,” he said with disbelief. “What are you doing here?”

“Dave,” said Ian. “This is Iscariot. Get dressed. We have a fantastic story to tell you. We’ll meet you in the hotel bar when you’re ready.”

Dave took a quick shower and dressed. This was all a bit too much for him to take in, however if these two had flown all the way here from Manchester then Dave was sure that this fantastic story they had to tell would surely be very important and could very possibly be relevant to the disappearance of Simone. He rounded up Emile and Gravel and the three of them went down to the hotel bar. Ian and Iscariot had already got a large pot of coffee and the three of them joined them at the table.

“This is Emile, a professor of Archaeology from Santiago and this is Gravel another archaeologist. They were both working out here with Simone when she disappeared,” said Dave. “And this is my best friend Ian and this is Iscariot. Now what’s happening? Why have you flown all the way out here? And does it have anything to do with the disappearance of Simone?”

After examining the two archaeologist for signs of dwarfism, he said, “We’re not sure yet, we’re hoping you can tell us. I’ll tell you what’s been happening and then you can tell me if you can tell us anything.”

Ian began by telling them of the manuscript that Simone had left with Morris’. Emile then explained about the discovery and subsequent theft of the tablet. At last, thought Dave, a connection. Iscariot told them about the UFO sightings in Manchester and Gravel told them about the matching stories amongst the islander of daemons in the sky. This was all adding up to something massive, thought Dave.

“Now what I’m about to tell you requires you to suspend your disbelief, at least until we can prove that what we are telling you is true.”

And Ian told them about the three men they had both seen in the kebab place in Manchester, and about overhearing Iscariot’s conversation in the pub and the realisation that all three of the odd fellows they had encountered had all had disproportionate arms. Dave nodded, he had know that something was not right with those three, but hadn’t been able to put his finger on it until now. Ian proceeded to tell them about the nature of Simone’s manuscript, about the Enochian key that it held and about the legend of the philsopher’s helmet.

Iscariot began to elaborate on dwarven history, about the fall of Atlantis and about the attempt by the dwarves to integrate with the human population who had sprung up across the Earth. Finally Ian told them about the meeting at Alan’s house that they had attended the previous evening, and about the various missions that the people present at the meeting had all been assigned to.

“…and that’s why we’re here,” said Ian finishing off another cup of coffee. “Are you OK Dave?”

“Soz man,” said Dave. “It’s just that this is quite a lot to take in first thing in the morning. I might have a few questions for you later but I can’t even think about it properly yet. So you think that it’s dwarves who have kidnapped Simone? I was going to go to the police this morning. I can hardly tell them that now can I.”

“Going to the police now is only likely to get us into trouble,” said Iscariot. “I think we can investigate this one ourselves. If there have been teapot sightings on the island I think we should assume that they have some sort of base here.”

Gravel coughed and everyone looked at him.

“Er,” he began. “It’s, erm, probably nothing, but I, er…”

“What man?” said Dave. “Anything’s good at the moment.”

“Well,” said Gravel. “It’s just that before I came to the island I was reading a book about it, and one of the theories about the origin of the Moai was that this island was once part of the lost continent of Atlantis. It’s just a stupid theory.”

“Maybe,” said Iscariot. “But we know the dwarves originated from Atlantis. There might just me something in this theory. No possibility is too remote at this stage.”

“Shit,” said Dave suddenly. “What time is it?”

“Eleven bells,” said Ian.

“I’ve got to go and check out of the hotel, I’ll meet you back down here in a minute.”

Dave ran back to his room. Fortunately he had never bothered to unpack his back so he shoved his various bathroom things into his washbag, put that into his bag along with the clothes he had arrived in, zipped it up and swung it over his shoulder. Under the bag lay his black hat with rainbow stripes that he had thrown there the previous evening. “For fuck’s sake,” he muttered and picked the hat up stuffing it into the pocket of his Bermuda shorts.

He check out of the hotel and the girl at reception apologised that nothing had become free since yesterday and allowed him to use the telephone at reception free of charge to book himself into another hotel. Dave liked it here. He decided that he’d see if he could get himself booked into the same hotel in Hanga Roa that Ian and Iscariot had booked themselves into.

After booking the hotel he headed back to the bar where the others had already made some sort of a plan. Dave was to go into Hanga Roa with Ian and Gravel to sort out his hotel, while Iscariot and Emile would go up to the site that the archaeologists had been working at and to which they had not returned since Simone’s disappearance. Fortunately Ian and Iscariot had time enough in Manchester to buy themselves suitable clothes for their time on the island.

Before all this was to take place however, they all decided to walk down into Hango Piko in order to pick up some supplies, including bottles of water and something for lunch. It took thhe group about ten minutes to walk down to the village and in the boiling heat the Europeans were glad that they had applied high-factor sun-cream before leaving the hotel. They went into a general store and got the stuff they needed. Although none of them spoke Rapanui, Emile managed to sort everything they needed out in Spanish.

After they had purchased the necessary goods they took a beer in at a little bar on the corner of the main street through Hanga Piko. Although the realm of possibilities that the group faced was difficult, just being there on the streets of the village was enough to calm their nerves. No matter what was going on, thought Dave, just being here is enough to lift anyone’s spirits. Everybody present felt at ease, almost relaxed, but the nature of their involvement in the dwarven plot was obviously playing on everyone’s minds.

When the beers arrived, Dave attempted to initiate a conversation that would take the current situation off eveyone’s minds.

“Anyway lads,” he said to Ian and Iscariot. “How was your trip over here?”

“Pretty good,” said Ian. “We managed to get quite a bit of sleep between Washington and here. All in all it was pretty good.”

Dave nodded, “I managed to get some sleep between Washington and Santiago. Did you have to go in them stupid glass cages in Washington.”

“Yeah,” said Ian. “We’d got us beers from the bar and the security guards followed us into the cage telling us we could only drink our beer at the bar, or smoke in the little glass room.”

“America,” sighed Iscariot. “It’s full of contradictions. It’s a nutty place.”

They all nodded with the exception of Emile who had never been that far north.

“Come on then,” said Dave. “We’d better set off.”

After they had all finished their beers they walked back to the hotel and got into their cars. They then headed off in different directions, three of them into Hanga Roa and the other two off up to the site. Dave was relieved to at least know that he had somewhere to stay that night.

Arriving at the hotel, Dave checked in and followed the directions reception had given his to his room, number 23. Dave thought that there was something odd about this. Opening the door, he quickly threw his bag inside and then made his way back down to reception.

“Bollocks,” he said remembering that he still had the hat in his shorts. He couldn’t be bothered to dump it back in his room so he carried on towards reception.

He left the hotel and went back out to the car and then the three of them set off again in the direction of the site in order to meet the other two.

When they arrived at the site they were confused. Emile’s car was parked up by the site but there was no sign of the professor or of Iscariot. They parked next to the other car and walked down to the site. No sign at all of them.

“This is a bit weird,” said Gravel. “I’m going back up to the car to get my tools. They probably aren’t much use if we have to fight, but they’re better that nothing.”

Dave and Ian nodded and as Gravel went back to the car they began to look around the site. Large chunks of the back wall were missing and although neither of them knew much about archaeology they were sure that this was significant. They turned round to wait for Gravel to return, but there was no sign of him.

“I can’t fucking keep up with this,” said Ian marching off to where the car’s were parked.

“Hold up,” said Dave following him.

Suddenly from the top of the wall leapt dwarves, eight then ten, twelve – they just kept coming. Dave and Ian tried to run but they had been taken by surprise. The pair of them were taken down by six or seven dwarves, who proceeded to tie their hands behind their backs and their legs together.

The two of them were lying face down on the floor and looked up to see a dwarf they took to be the leader of the group: a dwarf with a short black beard who stood about four foot eight.

“Well, well,” said the dwarf. “We have caught you like we have caught your friends, the two others and the girl the night before last. You have arrived on the island just in time.”

“Just in time for what?” demanded Dave.

The dwarf laughed. “Just in time to witness the destruction of entire human race.” The dwarf turned to his collegues. “Take them to the truck with the other two,” he shouted and the two men were hoisted up by several dwarves each and carried to a large vehicle which was parked on the other side of the site, so far remaining out of site.

“Fucking hell,” said Dave as he was bundled into the vehicle.

“I know what you mean,” said Ian.

Trussed up in a similar fashion in the back of the vehicle were Emile and Gravel and also Simone.

“All right Simone,” said Dave. “How’s it going?”

Chapter Twenty

“…two, three, GO!” shouted Alan and Jim hoisted him into the air. Alan grasped the ancient tome with both hands as Jim slowly lowered him back to the floor.

“We’ve got it,” said Alan. “We’ve really got it.”

A loud clattering noise from the tunnel above the ledge caused them to turn quickly round. Two dwarves stood there in astonishment having dropped a ladder.

“Get them!” shouted Alan clutching the Necronomicon tightly to his chest as the dwarves leapt to the cavern floor. The six of them sprung into action but the speed and short height of the dwarves made it difficult as the dwarves managed to get past them. Jim dived to the ground wrapping his arms around the dwarves legs in a rugby tackle and bringing it crashing down to the floor. The other however managed to made good it’s escape down the other tunnel.

“We haven’t got time to waste,” said Alan. “Jim, Morris and Cornelius: you interrogate them dwarves, see if there are any more of them in the area. Kelly and Kim, I need you to help me with the summoning ritual.”

The dwarves including the fifth one that they had captured were refusing to give any information at all. Even with the threat of death they refused to give in and talk. Maybe they could tell that the three men who stood questioning were incapable of killing anyone, even a dwarf. 

Alan pulled a piece of chalk out of his pocket and drew a large circle on the floor of the cavern. After he had performed this task he sat cross-legged in the centre of the circle preparing himself mentally and psychically for dealing with the beings described in the Necronomicon as being beyond both time and space. As he focused his mind and his breathing, Kelly walked round the edge of the circle sprinkling salt, whilst Kim placed four lit candles at regular intervals around the circle.

“Everybody,” said Alan rising to his feet. “Please join me in the circle. You will be safe in the circle.” The five of them joined Alan in the circle and hoped that he knew what he was doing. He held up the Necronomicon and began to chant in a language that was utterly alien to any of them including the two linguists. As he continued to chant the light from the hole in the roof began to dim and the dwarves began squirming, unprotected from whatever it was that Alan was summoning.

Alan finished his chant with, “Yog-Sothoth Neblod Zin.” The two girls repeated, “Yog-Sothoth Neblod Zin,” as the remaining light faded to blackness. The only light remaining in the cavern was from the four candles placed around the chalk circle, which seemed to cast the shadows of huge leaping shapes around the walls of the cavern. Jim, Morris and Cornelius were all shaking. Alan and the girls held firm. A monstrous, half-acoustic pulsing began to rise up from all directions accompanied by the thin, monotonous piping of an unseen flute, and in front of them as their eyes began to become accustomed to the dark they could make out a tall, dark figure.

As the figure spoke it’s deep, booming voice seemed to be coming from all directions at once. “Why have you summoned me?” demanded the figure. The figure reflected no light whatsoever and was so dark to be almost impossible to look at directly.

Alan said boldly, “Great Nyarlathotep, holder of all knowledge. We are looking for the philosophers’ helmet and require information about it’s location.”

“You have summoned me,” boomed the dreadful voice of Nyarlathotep, “for this?”

“Will you tell us the location of the philosophers’ helmet?” demanded Alan.

“No,” said Nyarlathotep. “But I will tell you of it’s nature.”

“Tell us,” shouted Alan above the pulsing beat of the cavern.

“The helmet is an instrument of change, and this affects it’s appearance.”

“And what, Nyarlathotep, what does it look like at this point in time.”

“At the beginning of the cycle of Cthulhu, which means now, it shall appear as a black wollen hat with rainbow stripes around it. And now you have your information, I demand my sacrifice.”

“Give him the dwarves,” whispered Morris. “Give him the fucking dwarves.”

“You shall have no sacrifice this time,” said Alan. “We asked for the location of the helmet and you refused. Return to your realm.”

The cavern walls began to shake and the dwarves began to scream and the others thought Alan had gone too far. But Nyarlathotep was bound by the rules set forth in the Necronomicon and the shaking ceased. A wind rushed through the cavern, extinguishing the candle leaving them in total and utter darkness.

“Yog-Sothoth Neblod Zin,” shouted the voice as the flute and pulsing faded to silence and the light began to shine down from the hole in the ceiling once again.

“What the hell was that?” asked Cornelius.

“I’ll explain later,” said Alan as around twenty dwarves emerged from the tunnel the last dwarf had escaped down.

A fat dwarf carrying a large barrel walked unsteadily under it’s weight into the Great Hall. The throne at the other end was occupied by a dwarf with a long black beard. Stood next to the throne was another dwarf and the two of them were having a conversation. Their eyes turned to watch the fat dwarf moving as fast as he could with the large barrel on it’s back. As the fat dwarf staggered up to the throne some of the contents, a deep red wine, spilled over the edge onto the floor.

“Bombur you fat fucking idiot,” shouted the dwarf on the throne. “Be careful with the wine.”

“I’m sorry Lord Oakenshield,” said the fat dwarf as he reached the throne, carefully placing the barrel down next to the empty one and hoisting the empty barrel on to his shoulders. 

As Bombur trundled back down the hall Gloin sighed. He didn’t like to see Thorin treat the other dwarves like this, although he understood that the dwarflord was under a great deal of pressure. Despite the acquisition of the manuscript several days ago, they had still not been able to locate the philosophers’ helmet and time was running out. The good news was that they had located the Necronomicon which the mages of Atlantis believed they could use to discover the whereabouts of the helmet.

There was a sudden commotion at the far end of the hall and six humans, hands bound at the wrists, were led in by three dwarves each. They were protesting at being held captive in such a manner. Gloin looked at Thorin and they both chuckled.

“Well what have we here?” said Thorin standing up from his throne in order to look better at the humans. “Humans? And exactly what are you doing here in the mines of Moria?”

“We found them in the newly discovered chamber in the east mine” said one of the dwarves brandishing the copy of the Necronomicon. “They were looking for this. Two members of the retrieval team had gone overground to find a ladder because we couldn’t reach the book without one. One of them managed to get past the humans and alerted the guards.”

“Excellent work,” said Thorin pacing backwards and forwards. “And what do you want with this ancient text?” he asked the humans.

The same dwarf replied, “they have used the book to summon a great spirit who has told them how to find the philosophers’ helmet. The helmet can transform itself and currently looks like a black wollen hat.”

“I see,” said Thorin. “I think we are finally ready to begin our journey to Atlantis. But what on Earth are we going to do with you?” he asked the humans.

“This one,” said the dwarf, pointing at Alan, “has great power. I think we should -”

“Will you stop answering my fucking questions!” he yelled at the dwarf.

“Gloin,” he said turning his head around.

“Yes, Lord Oakenshield?”

“What shall we do with these humans?”

“I think we should take them to Atlantis with us. They may possess information that is useful to our mages especially if, as the mages believe, that the helmet is somewhere in Atlantis. I also this we should do them the honour of witnessing the total annihilation of their race at the hands of their dwarven masters,” said Gloin finishing with an evil laugh. Thorin began to laugh with him and all the dwarves followed suit.

“Let us leave at once,” said Thorin stepping down and leading the way out of the hall. The other dwarves all followed him marching the humans out with them.

They walked a considerable distance along twisting corridors carved out of the mountainside and lit with medieval torches.

“I’ll bet that these tunnels connect up with the tunnels beneath Haigh Hall,” whispered Morris to Kelly.

“Shut your fucking face human,” said one of the dwarves.

The tunnel opened up into a large cavern with a railway track running from the centre out through a large opening in the wall on the right-hand side of the cavern. At the end of the track in the centre of the room was a large teapot. One side of the teapot had a large open doorway, through which Thorin, Gloin and six of the other dwarves now entered, with the six dwarves eagerly leading their prisoners.

Inside, the teapot contained twenty-three seats in twelve rows of two, with a large plushy-looking one which Thorin now sat himself in. The humans occupied the front six seats on the left with their dwarven counterparts sat opposite them on the right. Gloin sat at the back near Thorin. Once they were all sat the large doorway closed and the teapot began to hurtle down the corridor picking up speed until it was traveling at an absolutely phenomenal rate. Despite the intense level of speed, to the occupants of the teapot the journey felt very comfortable and the humans were impressed with the dwarf technology.

The journey to Atlantis took a little over an hour and the slowing down and eventual stopping of the teapot train was barely perceptible. The crew of dwarves left the teapot taking the humans with them. Outside the teapot was a cavern much like the one they had just left. The cavern was lit in the same way, with medieval-style torches. In one corner of the cavern was a shaft leading up below which another smaller teapot sat. Around the spout and handle of the smaller teapot were thick ropes extending up into the shaft. On the other side of the tracks was a small pond, which bubbled vigourously and emited a thin grey vapour.

“Let us go to the surface and meet the others,” said Thorin. “We shall pass the information he have required to the mages and alert them to the presence of the humans so they can come down and interrogate them if they wish.”

“But Lord Oakenshield,” said Gloin. “What are we going to go with the humans now?”

“We will leave them here,” said Thorin turning round to look at them. “They won’t be able to cause any trouble down here. We can always come back down and get them before the ceremony begins…to make the sacrifices.”

With that they turned and walked towards the smaller teapot entering it through a door on one side. The teapot was hoisted up into the air by the thick ropes and quickly disappeared up the shaft and the team were once again on their own.

The six of them were already very worried about the situation but the mention of the word ‘sacrifice’ had made them all particularly anxious. Looking around the room they could see absolutely no way out unless someone on the surface was to lower the teapot.

“So,” said Alan. “Anybody any ideas about how to get out of this one?”

“Whatever we decide we’re going to have to be quick,” said Jim. “The dwarves could be back any minute with their mages and I really don’t like the sound of any of what that head dwarf was suggesting.”

“So what are we going to do?” asked Kim.

“Well lets start by trying to get out of these bindings,” said Morris. “If we do manage to work something out we can be pretty certain that we’re going to need the use of our hands to carry it out.”

They all agreed that this was a sensible way to proceed. Alan and Jim stood back-to-back while Alan attempted to undo Jim’s bindings. A few minutes later Jim’s hands were free and he set about untying everyone else.

“OK,” said Kelly. “Let’s search the train. There might be something in there we can use.”

“Worth a shot,” said Morris and they all went inside the train with the exception of Cornelius who wandered over to the other side of the tracks.

A quick search of the train turned up nothing at all and they were at a loss as how to proceed next.

“Where’s Cornelius?” said Alan.

“He’s outside,” said Kelly. “He didn’t come into the train.”

They found him knelt down by the bubbling pond. As they approached they felt the heat of the steam coming off the pond.

“This place is volcanic,” said Cornelius with a mischevious grin on his face. “The water below is being superheated and that’s what’s causing the pond to bubble.”

“What do you mean?” asked Alan. “Have you got a plan?”

Chapter Twenty-One

Rapa Nui, popularly called Easter Island, and much, much more previously known as part of the continent of Atlantis, was abuzz with nervous excitement. This evening was the culmination of the last 11,000 years of dwarf history and the dwarves knew that after this evening the world would never be the same again.

A large tent had been erected on the side of the hill for the three dwarven mages to prepare everything they needed for the ceremony. They had been hard at work studying the manuscript since it’s recovery from Morris’ house as well as reading their ancient Atlantean grimoires. Outside eight dwarves stood guard, ready to act in case of any last minute hiccups. And as a truck tore up the hillside it appeared that one of these was taking place now.

The truck ground to a halt and the dwarves got out. The dwarf with the black beard walked over to the tent.

“I need to see the mages urgently,” said the dwarf.

“Certainly Captain,” said one of the dwarf guards, and disappeared into the tent. He emerged with one of the dwarf mages, a very old dwarf with a long white beard almost touching the floor.

“What news do you have Captain Rannit?” asked the mage.

“Humans,” said the captain. “They have been working with the female who discovered the Great Tablet.”

“I will see them,” said the mage.

The captain and the mage walked back over to the truck and Rannit opened the back to reveal the six captive humans.

“Good work Rannit,” said the mage. “Untie them and line them up. I will see if they have any information about the helmet. It is possible that they have traveled here to find it.”

The dwarves untied the people and lead them out one by one until they were stood in a line whilst the mage back and forth past them several times with Rannit stood carefully watching them all.

“You, human,” the mage said to Dave. “What has brought you to this place?”

“I’m here,” said Dave angrily, “because you evil little trolls kidnapped my cousin.”

Rannit punched Dave in the stomach and Dave doubled over winded. “Insolent fool,” he said, then he noticed the bulge in Dave’s Bermuda shorts. “What’s this?” he said, reaching into Dave’s shorts and pulling out the hat. “Just a hat,” he said holding it up.

“The hat!” shouted a voice behind them. Rannit and the mage turned around to see Gloin running up the hill with Thorin and the other dwarves behind him. “That hat is the philosophers helmet!”

Dave suddenly snatched it from Rannit’s grasp and held it up high. “Give that to me,” said Rannit jumping up. Dave held the hat just out of Rannit’s reach, laughing as Rannit jumped up and down trying to take it. His laughter was cut short as a young dwarf whacked him in the back of the knees with a large wooden stick and Dave collapsed to the floor.

“Foolish human,” said Rannit taking the hat back and kicking Dave in the ribs. He handed the hat to the mage. The mage held it up saying, “Behold, the philosophers’ helmet of legend. The power of transformation is at last in our hands.” He pointed towards Dave and the others. “Tie them up,” said the mage. “They may come in useful for the sacrifices.”

Thorin’s company finally arrived up the hillside.

“Lord Oakenshield,” said Rannit bowing.

“Captain Rannit,” said Thorin. He turned to the mage and said, “We caught another six humans in the mines of Moria. The managed to gain possession of the Necronomicon and conducted a ritual to get information about the helmet. That is how we knew. The humans and the Necronomicon are both in our hands.”

“Where are the humans now?” asked the mage.

“HEADS!” yelled Jim and threw the torch up into the shaft. He came running out as the torch fell back down the shaft onto the floor.

“This is never going to work,” said Kim as Jim picked up the torch for another go. “The dwarves are going to be back any minute.”

“HEADS!” screamed Jim as he took another attempt.

“We all need to think positively,” said Alan. “With a positive mind, anything can be achieved.”

“HEADS!” roared Jim.

“OK,” said Kim. “I’ll try.”

“HEADS!” shouted Jim. He stayed there motionless, and then came running out, shouting, “It’s in the spout. I got it in the spout.” 

The torch had become wedged in the top of the spout of the teapot, which was suspended about twelve foot above the floor and the flames from it were burning through the rope. The rope went and the teapot swung against the wall. The remaining rope couldn’t take the weight and the teapot came falling down the shaft. It rolled partway across the cavern coming to a rest on it’s side. It was chipped on the handle, but otherwise there was no serious damage.

“OK,” said Alan. “We’ve got the teapot. Now what to we do?”

“We need to carry it over to the pond,” said Cornelius.

This took a huge effort from the six of them and it took them about ten minutes to move the teapot all the way across the cavern. Finally they were there.

Out of breath, Cornelius tried to explain the rest of his plan. “The heat from below the pond is producing a lot of pressure, pumping the hot water to the surface from a vent in the middle. It might just be enough to give us a way out of here. We have to move the teapot over the vent.”

They all looked at him.

“It’ll be easier to move once it’s in the water,” he said defensively. They could hear the dwarves shouting from the shaft on the other side of the cavern. “Come on,” said Cornelius. “There’s no time to lose.”

With another effort they shifted the teapot into the pond and Cornelius had been right about it moving easier in the water. They positioned the teapot over the vent.

“Now force it down,” said Cornelius.

They pulled down on the handle and spout and pushed it a few inches into the vent. It wouldn’t go any further.

“Now quickly, he said. “The pressure is beginning to build up. Get inside and assume crash position.”

The full realisation of the lunacy of Cornelius’ plan would have dawned on them at that moment had it not been for the massive sense of urgency.

Back on the surface the mage had returned to the tent in order to work out how the helmet was supposed to be used, Captain Rannit had gone to get the humans from the cave down below, and Thorin was trying to demoralise the humans as if they needed it. The manuscript and the philosophers’ helmet were now both in the hands of the dwarves and nothing, it seemed, could prevent them from carrying out their grim and hideous task.

“So, humans,” sneered Thorin. The crew once again had their hands tied behind their backs and it seemed that this time the game really was up. “You really expected that you could sneak on to what’s left of our once great continent in an attempt to scupper our plans, eh? And we managed to take you by surprise and now you are our prisoners. And do you know why this is?” He paused after posing this rhetorical question for dramatic effect. “It’s because you are mere humans and we are the mighty dwarves. Nothing you people ever do could possibly surprise us.” He stood there with his hands on his hips shaking his head.

The ground began to tremble and suddenly an area fifty yards to their right exploded showering earth over a wide area. A huge flume of water leapt from the centre of the explosion carrying a teapot up into the air with it. The flume subsided, the ground a mess of wet soil and the teapot fell to the ground and bounced down the hill. At the bottom of the hill the teapot struck one of the ancient Moai statues and shattered, leaving six dazed and bewildered humans sitting amongst a pile of broken ceramic. Thorin stood there with a look of supreme astonishment across his face.

“Fucking hell,” said Simone. “I don’t think any of us expected that to happen.”

As soon as the dwarves had worked out what the hell had just happened, they ran across to the humans. Alan and company didn’t even have time to react before the dwarves were upon them. They had their hands tied behind their backs and were marched up the hill to join the rest of them.

“Hello again,” said Alan smiling despite the situation.

“Bad news,” said Ian. “They have the philosophers’ helmet. Dave had it all along.” Dave smiled sheepishly.

“Silence, humans,” barked Thorin. “At least your bravery and cunning has won you prize seats for witnessing first-hand the destruction of your entire civilisation.”

Inside the tent, the mages were sat around Dave’s balck wollen hat with the rainbow stripes chanting all manner of incantations at it. They had so far found out that any hermetic object, such as this one, may only be used when in it’s natural form, but so far they had failed to make the hat transform.

“This is hopeless,” said one of the mages. “Let us interrogate the humans. They may hold the key to transforming the object.”

The other mages nodded their concurrence and one of them left the tent. Thorin was still having a go at the humans outside.

“Lord Oakenshield,” said the mage. “We wish to question the humans.”

“As you wish,” said Thorin stepping back.

“Humans,” said the mage. “We need to transform the helmet back to it’s original appearance. Either you help us or we will begin to dispatch you one by one.” The humans simply stared at the mage and he continued, “Beginning with the females.” He grinned evilly, knowing how protective the male humans were of their females.

“OK,” said Morris, looking at the others. “It’s a hermetic object? So have you tried a hermetic language?”

“Of course,” said the mage. “Enochian.” He walked back towards the tent.

“What are you doing?” asked Iscariot.

“They would have killed us anyway had I not said anything,” said Morris. “At least this way we still have a chance to stop this ceremony before the ritual is completed.”

“For the last fucking time,” yelled Thorin, “fucking SILENCE!”

Back in the tent the mage passed on the information to the other mages. They all looked at each other surprised that they hadn’t worked this out for themselves. Using the Great Tablet one of the mages began to chant the first Enochian call in order to produce the power necessary for the transformation to occur, a ritual they had performed many times in the past and which they were intimately familiar with.

“Ol sonf vors g, goho Iad Balt,

Lonsh calz vonpho;

Sobra zol ror i ta nazps

Od graa ta malprg;

Ds holq qaa nothoa zimz,

Od commah ta nobloh zien;

Soba thil gnonp prge aldi;

Ds urbs oboleh grsam;

Casarm ohorela taba pir;

Ds zonrensg cab erm iadnah.

Pilah farzm znurza adna gono iadpil,

Ds hom od toh; soba i pam lu ipamis;

Ds loholo vep zomd poamal,

Od bogpa aai ta piap piamol od vooan.

Zacare, ca, od zamran;

Odo cicle qaa; zorge,

Lap zirdo noco mad,

Hoath Iaida.”

As the dwarven mage recited these words, the tent began to throb with Magickal power. A mist began to form around Dave’s hat and when the mage sensed that the power in the tent was at it’s peak he shouted, “Zamran amira!” The mist seeped into the hat, and the shape began to change, the rainbow washing over the entire hat getting brighter and brighter until the mages could look at it no more and averted their eyes.

When the brightness had subsided the mages turned around to behold the philosophers’ helmet. There before them was the most beautiful artifact any of them had ever seen. It was a golden helmet in an Ancient Greek style with silver wings on both sides. It seemed to shimmer when it was looked at directly. There was no doubt about the power that this helmet possessed.

Outside the sky lit up, and through the brightness descended the flying teapot. Only Iscariot had seen such a thing before and only his and Alan’s mouths failed to fall open at the very sight of the thing. The teapot landed a short distance away and a large hatchway opened on the side of the teapot forming a ramp as it touched the ground. From this ramp now came several dwarves, followed by Fred, Spartacus, Mister and Lionel and then more dwarves. There were around thirty dwarves and it was obvious how they had managed to capture the four men.

Nevertheless, all the humans were very surprised, and glad of course, to see each other in spite of the horrible, horrible circumstances in which they were reunited.

“So,” said Thorin. “We have captured even more of your little army. You people are pathetic,” he said spitting on the ground. “At least now we have sixteen of you for the sacrifices.” He turned round to his troops. “Prepare these humans ready for sacrifice”, he said, “Our gods have been waiting a long time.”

Chapter Twenty-Two

Off the coast a storm had risen up and rapidly approached the island. In the villages, the islanders began to return to their homes, making any last purchases in the shops, gathering in the daily washing, and seeking shelter from the storm. In Hanga Roa the roads almost saw something akin to congestion, and high above the town birds flapped backwards and forwards as the winds began to pick up.

On the other side of the island the clouds were gathering overhead, the air humming with the thick buzz of static and green snake-tongued forks of green electricity licked at the air, searching out their prey. Below on the hillside a crowd of more than a hundred dwarves sat spread across huge wooden benches, waiting silently in anticipation of the ceremony to be performed by their three mages, the resurrection of their ancient gods and the reclamation of the entire world.

The sixteen humans had been stripped, hosed down and redressed in the sacrificial robes that the dwarf customs demanded, and now being led out, their hands bound as before, in single file across the front of the gathering. They passed a huge stone altar at a slightly higher level than the crowd to the other side. It appeared that the altar and the area around it formed some sort of ‘stage’ from where the mages would conduct the rites.

They were led past the crowd to another wooden bench down by the side of this stage area and seated. Captain Rannit and four other dwarves stood near, ready in case of any human attempt at sabotaging the evening’s events. This all had to go perfectly. Lord Thorin Oakenshield called Captain Rannit over to where he was sitting.

“Rannit,” barked Thorin over the noise of the crowd behind him, “I want you to ensure that those fucking humans do not even have the slightest chance to pull any fucking moves.”

“My Lord,” said Rannit, “I have four of my best dwarves guarding them now and will personally be with them to ensure they are unable to do anything at all until it is time for the sacrifices to be made.”

Thorin grabbed Rannit’s shirt and violently pulled him in close. “If you fuck this up Rannit,” said Thorin in a low, serious voice, “I will personally fist you to death.”

Rannit shuddered as Thorin released his grip. “Yes, my Lord,” he said shakily, “I understand.” As he returned to his dwarves he felt nauseous with Thorin’s threat.

From the sky above rain started to fall, gently at first but within a few minutes it had become almost torrential. Lightning continued to leap about the sky and the warm winds continued to build up as more and more dwarves joined the crowd. From the right-hand side of the raised area, opposite Captain Rannit and the humans, came the three mages with their head bowed, one carrying the helmet, another carrying the manuscript. The crowd began to fall silent and by the time the mages were stood in front of their stone altar the only sounds were the wind, rain and thunder from the storm.

The head mage, the one who had questioned the humans about the helmet earlier, now turned to address the crowd. His long white hair and beard were wet with rain and he threw his hair out of his face and spoke in confident, commanding tones to the crowd.

“Fellow dwarves. Eleven thousand years ago, our ancestors were forced from this place, Atlantis, and had to share the rest of the world with the creatures known as humans. For eleven thousand years we have been abused and humiliated at their hands, forced to live in fear and servitude, treated with malice and contempt. Tonight my dwarven friends, tonight this will come to an end. For tonight we will resurrect our Atlantean gods and turn them loose upon the entire human race. And when humanity has been driven out forever, the Earth shall have a new name. The name of New Atlantis.”

The dwarven crowd erupted into applause and whistling. The head mage put up his hand and the crowd fell silent again.

“The philosophers’ helmet,” said the head mage, and the mage with the helmet handed over the Magickal object. The head mage held it aloft and said to the crowd, “Behold the philosophers’ helmet. This is an artifact of great Magickal power, the power of transformation, so we may transform the entire Earth to our kingdom of New Atlantis.” The dwarf mage placed the helmet over his head. The lightning began to increase in intensity and frequency, lighting up the whole area with it’s eerie green colour.

“The twenty-third call,” said the head mage, and the other mage handed over the manuscript. Again he held this aloft, saying to the crowd, “Behold the twenty-third and final of the calls of Enoch. When combined with the power of the helmet this call will bring back the stone gods of Atlantis who will lead us in the transformation of the planet.” The head mage now took a step back as the other two mages addressed the crowd.

“Ash nazg durbatulûk,” chanted the two mages, “Ash nazg gimbatul, Ash nagz thrakatulûk, Agh burzum-ishi krimpatul.” The repeated it over and over again and the whole crowd began to join in. Lightning forked down from the sky striking the area behind the altar, and the head mage unrolled the manuscript and began to read from it. As he spoke, his voice rose far above the noise of the crowd and there was an indefinable, almost electrical quality to it.

“Ils aschan casarm praf,

Iaida orocha, ag crip iaidon,

Cagarg ar basgim bagie,

Capimao nonca torzul.

Od insi aaiom lansh,

Yolcam ialpurgah,

De patralx ds orri,

Carma psea pir oias pild.

Casarm idlugam darr,

Od ivmd ilmo hardimi,

Torzum od insi caosg!”

As the dwarf mage uttered the final word of the invocation he held the manuscript high above his head and the crowd again fell silent, the only sounds coming from the wind and the rain.

The silence lasted a handful of seconds. A low throbbing sound started, which sounded like it was coming from every direction, something like a cross between a drum and the throb of a helicopter’s rotor. The humans darted glances at each other, glances which reflected the awe and fear that they were all, all sixteen of them, facing right now. Their dwarven captors were too awestruck to notice. The throbbing sound continued becoming steadily faster until it was more of a humming sound.

In an instant, several bolts of green lightning came out of the sky, simultaneously striking one of the Moai statues at the bottom of the hill. The throbbing stopped as the lightning came and for a few seconds the statue was aglow with the strange green electricity, which slowly faded to nothing.

Slowly the ancient stone statue opened it’s eyes, which were glowing with a pale green light. The earth around it trembled as the statue raised itself from the ground until it stood roughly twenty-five foot tall. Meanwhile the throbbing had increased again in speed and intensity and another simultaneous burst of lightning had struck another of the statues. 

“In the name of all that is holy,” whispered Emile in awe. “We are done for. There is no hope, no escape from something such as this.

The first statue had begun to walk slowly up the hill towards the gathered dwarves. As they noticed the disproportionate arms of the stone goliath, the full realisation of what was happening, what these things were, had begun to dawn on the humans. The stone dwarf gods of Atlantis had been awoken.

Normally at this point Alan would have told everybody not to give up hope, that there was always a chance, but not this time. The desperate nature of this situation was too much even for him.

As the second Moai raised itself out of the ground, another was activated by the lightning. The wind and rain had now reached torrential level, but the dwarves were far too excited to have even noticed. The first stone god now approached the mages, with the other two walking slowly up behind it.

When the huge stone dwarf was stood a few yards away from the mages it began to speak in deep, earthy tones as ancient as the island itself.

“Why have you awoken us?” asked the stone god.

The three mages looked up at the huge stone beast and the crowd was utterly silent. The other two stone gods had also walked up the hill and stood now behind the first one. Two more of the giant dwarves had also been activated by the green electric bolts.

“Oh, stone gods of Atlantis,” said the head mage. “We have awoken you so that you may cleanse the earth of the foul humans who have held us in thrall for these past eleven thousand years. We have prepared an offering of sixteen -”

The mage fell silent as the stone god bent over and grabbed one of the other two mages. The god stood upright with the mage wailing in a high pitched scream of fear and terror. The massive stone monster put the mage in it’s huge mouth and crushed it with it’s ancient stone teeth, mashing the mage who burst under the tremendous pressure like an overripe tomato, showering the first few rows of the crowd with pulped dwarf.

The other two gods stepped forward past the altar and into the crowd. The crowd being hit with an immense level of fear and panic began trying to run, but there were too many of them to escape quickly and easily. Many of them were slipping and falling over, the ground now sodden with the torrential downpour of rain, and others still were tripping over the ones already on the floor. The gods were reaching into the crowd and picking up dwarves and bursting them in their mouths, as the next two gods stepped past the altar. In the meantime, two more had been activated by the lightning one of which had started to demolish the flying teapot.

In all the hysteria, Dave was the first of the humans to loosen their bonds and ran now towards the altar. The head mage was stood prone, watching the destruction of his own people at the hands of these stone creatures, everything he had ever believed in disappearing rapidly with his own chances of survival. Dave punched the dwarf in the back as hard as he was able to.

The dwarf flew to the floor and the helmet toppled easily from his head, clattering against the altar. Of course, thought Dave, he wasn’t able to control the monsters because the helmet didn’t fit on his bulbous head properly. Without wasting a second, Dave picked up the helmet and put it over his own head.

Dave began to rise into the air. Or did he? He looked down at his feet which were still on the ground. He was growing rapidly. His arms and legs becoming thicker, his flesh changing to a gray colour. Within the space of a few seconds Dave had been transformed.

The stone gods turned to face the Dave-Moai who towered above them, half as tall again. Even the crowd stopped squirming as they too looked with awe at what they now saw before them. The Dave-Moai turned to face the other stone creatures.

“Stop this killing,” it said in a tone even more deep and commanding than the first of the dwarf gods. Two of the stone gods were already holding more dwarves which they now dropped to the floor.

The Dave-Moai raised both it’s hands above it’s head and shouted, “Return to your slumber.” There was an almighty flash after which the stone gods had transformed back to Moai and the Moai-Dave back to Dave. The Moai now fell from mid-air, smashing down onto the ground. Dave lay collapsed in a heap by the altar still wearing the helmet, which had reverted back to the form of Dave’s black hat with the rainbow stripes.

The dwarves in the crowd began to rise and stood surveying the carnage in total disbelief. Meanwhile Simone, Fred and Iscariot had broken free of their bonds and rush forward to help Dave. None of the dwarves made any attempt to stop them, in fact most of them had begun to weep for their lost comrades. The rest of the humans were now beginning to break free of their bonds.

Fred and Iscariot quickly pulled Dave up against the altar in an upright position as Simone tried to wake him.

“Dave?” said Simone in tears. “Speak to us. Are you alright? Dave?”

Dave slowly and painfully opened his eyes. “Look,” he said. “I’ve got my hat back.”

Chapter Twenty-Three

A silence had enveloped the whole area and the wind and rain had calmed to a reasonable level. The dwarfs were feeling total devastation as they now saw the full extent of the damage the stone beings had caused. Jim was the next of the humans to break his bonds and began to free the others. Simone, Iscariot and Fred had managed to raise Dave to his feet and he stood there swaying slightly. The transformation process had worn him out physically and mentally and he was feeling very weak.

The ground began to tremble as a small earthquake began to rock the island. As Jim loosened Cornelius’ bonds, Cornelius shouted to the others, “This island is volcanic. I think the hillside’s going to blow. The falling of the stone head statues appears to have ruptured something, and I don’t think our stunt with the teapot will have helped matters.”

Quickly, Jim freed everybody else as the dwarves began to flee at this new threat that was presenting itself. Smoke began to rise from the top of the hill and the rest of the team rushed forward to where Fred, Iscariot, Simone and Dave now stood in order to get them out of the reach of the volcano. The dwarves meanwhile were running amok, some of them down the hillside away from the danger and some of them who hadn’t seen the smoke, didn’t understand what was happening, running in all kinds of random directions.

The rumbling began to subside, and from the cave-mouth where the teapot train was stationed a thick red stream of lava gipped out, instantly vaporising the small group of dwarves who stood guarding the cave. From the hilltop however, there was nothing. This was another blow for the dwarves who had already lost so much that evening. Many of them fell to the floor in tears. How many dwarves had been lost in the subterranean tunnel?

“I think we’re safe now,” said Cornelius.

“Come on, let’s get Dave sat down on the altar,” said Ian and they sat him down. He wasn’t looking particularly well, and Simone sat down next to him with her arm around him.

They sat in silence as overhead the dark clouds began to disperse; the rain fading away with them and a mist began to settle over the hillside. The wind began to drop as well and soon the only sound they could here were of the dwarves below weeping for their leaders and comrades. Thorin had been one of the first to be mashed up by the ancient teeth of the stone gods. Rannit stood still, tears rolling down his cheeks as two of his four lieutenants had been crushed when the Moai had fallen.

Three of the other dwarves had carried off the head mage, the only one to remain alive, ignoring the humans completely. Both races had more important things to think about.

“Well, at least it’s all over,” said Kelly, trying to look on the bright side.

“I don’t think it is,” said Iscariot pointing down the hill, “Look!”

The mist down at the bottom of the hill was swirling and the party thought they could see strange ethereal shapes playing, half-formed ideas borne of the mist, moving towards them up the hill. They saw now an ethereal being forming itself, moving towards them, become ever more real with every step, now developing solid attributes and walking up the hill.

As the surreal figure moved out of the mist and they could see it more clearly, they saw that it was in fact a young man with short curly blonde hair and a tan. He appeared to be around twenty years old and was wearing a toga. Simone, Morris, Cornelius and Alan had all studied the Classics and recognised the figure immediately.

“Hermes,” they said under their breath.

“Hermes?” said several of the others, either through disbelief or through lack of knowledge of Greek mythology. Hermes continued his approach up the hillside and soon stood before them.

“Where’s my helmet?” said the Greek god.

“Dave,” said Simone concerned.

Dave stood up and walked towards the figure of Hermes taking off his hat as he approached. He stood in front of the Greek god and held out his black wollen hat with the rainbow stripes.

“Here,” said Dave.

“Cheers,” said Hermes. He turned and walked slowly down the hillside, pulling on the black wollen hat as he walked. As he entered the mist he began to disintegrate into mist the same way he had appeared. Dave stood, unmoving.

The rest of them came down, filled with concern for Dave.

“Dave,” said Ian reaching him first. “Are you OK?”

Dave turned to Ian and smiled.

“I really liked that hat,” said Dave.

Far off to the east, a red light began to light up the hillside – the sun was beginning to rise. Although they were overjoyed that this whole horrible adventure was over, and that the threat to humanity had been extinguished, as they turned to see the sunrise, they was the dwarves carrying away what was left of their dead. A bizarre mixture of feelings overwhelmed the group, on one hand the dwarves had been attempting to destroy the entire human race, but on the other hand there had really been no need for the senseless waste of dwarven life. They were all thankful however that it had not been them mashed to a bloody mess by the horrible stone menace.

They walked back towards Hanga Roa in silence, with Ian and Iscariot helping to support Dave. It was almost an hour before they entered the outskirts of Hanga Roa and by that time the sun was hovering over the horizon, the sky a beautiful cloudless picture of pale blue. This was the sky that they had come to associate with the small island of Rapa Nui. As they approached the town centre there was a small café that was already open for business and had several plastic tables outside.

“I think we should stop for a coffee,” said Alan. “I’m very certain that Dave could use one and as we’ve walked here in complete silence I think we could do with talking about stuff, not least of which is planning our respective journeys home.”

“Yeah,” said Dave totally exhausted. “If I don’t stop I’m going to collapse.”

They took up positions across the plastic seating and Emile asked the waiter for sixteen coffees. When the coffees arrived they began to plan the return leg of their adventures.

“Well, one thing is almost certain,” said Alan. “I don’t think it’s going to be possible for all of us to get on the same plane and it means that several of us are going to have to stay in this,” he looked around at his surroundings, “paradise for a bit longer.”

After some discussion it was decided that the band members, Jim, Mister and Lionel, together with Kim and Kelly, would travel on the first plane to Chile together with Emile and Gravel. 

Emile was going as far as Santiago. He had come here to try to discover the origins of the stone heads and now he knew the awful, horrible truth, although he knew that his research was totally useless and that there was no way any academic institution would believe that they were actually stone gods worshipped by the dwarves of Atlantis. He barely believed it himself and he had seen it with his own eyes.

Gravel was traveling as far as Washington where he would try to get a flight back to London. The rest of them were heading back to Manchester, back to normality.

Dave was going to stay here for another couple of days to recover from his ordeal. Ian and Simone were going to stay with him and Alan, Cornelius and Morris had decided to stay with them. They were all going to fly back to Manchester and then the academics were all going to travel to Wales, where Alan’s car still sat in the car-park of the Teifi Arms, or straight back to the north-east in Morris’ car. In any case they were rendezvousing at Cornelius’ house.

“And what about you Fred?” asked Alan. “Are you flying back with us?”

“I’m going to stay here. There’s the small matter of around two hundred dwarves to transport off the island. We don’t know the extent of the damage caused to the underground tunnels and the -”

Kelly cut him short. “You’re going to help these…these people, after everything they tried to do to us?”

Everybody else was thinking the same thing. Fred stood up.

“I’m not condoning what the dwarves have done, but I can understand it. The little wizard spoke the truth when he said that we have been ridiculing, humiliating and patronising them for several millennia. They may have tried to wipe us out, but at the end of the day they are still people. Can’t you see that? They have lost their leaders, their visionaries and a whole lot of friends and possibly family.

Prejudice is a feedback system: the majority begin to overwhelm the minority for their differences, be it colour, religion or proportionality of arms, and then the minority distrusts the majority and form their own groups, the division already beginning. This leads to anger, fear and jealousy amongst the minority leading to persecution and intolerance. It escalates and escalates and may in extreme circumstances lead to one group trying to destroy utterly the other. Jesus Christ people, you have all seen what it lead to last night. You think this is a unique incident? Think on. Look at all the mass annihilation of people across this world that goes under the banner ‘ethnic cleansing’. And closer to home, the sectarian violence that has carried on in our own country for years.

The only way to this stop is acceptance. If only all people of the world could see each other’s points of views, just think how much more beautiful a world we would have, and our children could grow up in. Do any of us still believe that all people, black and white, Christian and Muslim, human and dwarf are intrinsically good? Or has cynicism so worn down your hearts that you don’t believe in a future any more?

A wise man once said ‘fear leads to anger, anger leads to hate, hate leads to suffering’. If only we all understood each other, there would be no more fear, no more anger, no more suffering. But it has to start here, right here and now with all of you.”

And as Fred spoke, guilt hit them like a ten ton truck. Their mission, although crucial, had blinded them to the fact that these dwarves were still people, people who had been held down for so long that they were simply lashing back. Eleven thousand years is a long time for resentment to build up and it was now completely obvious to them all that they had to lash out in such an extreme way – what other way was there? If they had been accepted into human society instead of laughed at and tormented, then none of this would never have happened. They all hung their heads, the shame intense.

“I’m sorry that I’ve made everyone feel bad,” said Fred. “And how you have all been feeling is completely understandable. Please don’t worry. At the end of the day we have all done the right thing and that’s what is important. But it is more important to find a place in your hearts for these poor beings.” Seeing them all beginning to light up somewhat Fred added, “I mean, after all, even their own gods hated them!”

They finished off their coffees and left, and this time Dave was able to walk by himself. Alan booked those of them without rooms into a large hotel in Hanga Roa, and made the appropriate travel arrangements based on what they had planned at the café. Simone, Gravel and Emile walked back into Hanga Piko, checking in with the police, explaining that Simone had simply took a trip to Tahiti for a couple of days, packing in a hurry and absent-mindedly forgetting to tell her collegues, and receiving a scolding for wasting police time.

Once they had all got to their respective rooms, they all collapsed exhausted and slept for the next ten hours. The archaeologists, musicians and girls with the exception of Simone left for their various destinations, whilst the others stayed on the island for another couple of days. Iscariot and Spartacus had been so moved by their best friend Fred’s speech that they had decided to stay with him even longer in order to help the dwarves pick up the pieces of their shattered lives.

After getting back to Manchester and quickly visiting their flat, they walked through the familiar rain to a small blue bar in Withington where Jim Station and his band Stationwagon were playing a special set, including their “Ballad of Dave’s Hat” and the two friends sat there with Kim and Kelly watching the performance. The one good thing to come out of this whole nightmare was that everybody had made new friends for life. 

And back in the north-east of England, Simone, Alan and Morris were all convened at Cornelius’ house.

“There’s just one last thing,” said Morris. “Something that’s been puzzling me for a while now. The whole system of Enochian Magick seems to have been designed simply to bring about the events we witnessed on Easter Island. The final key releasing the dwarf gods? I mean John Dee, Edward Kelly, their search for philosophers’ stone and their visions of angels. All the systems based upon the calls: Crowley’s Thelema, the Hermetic Order, The Golden Dawn and the Ordo Templi Orientis? That’s the one part of things that still remains a mystery to me even now.”

“Didn’t Alan ever tell you?” said Cornelius grinning. Alan sheepishly looked at the floor as Cornelius revealed the last piece of the puzzle to Morris, “Edward Kelly was a dwarf!”

And outside the rain began to pour like bad music from the sky.
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