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Part 1 - Temporal Distortion

Introduction

We humans have a tendency to be very emotional about our beliefs, and if there is data or evidence suggesting our belief is wrong, then we get terribly upset about it. That is what science is all about - to look at evidence that might challenge our theories, with an open mind.

In the fifties, human kind had not been above sixty thousand feet. We lived in a three-layered universe; God in the heavens, men in the middle, and everything else down below. It was the common wisdom then, that we were alone in the universe. The process that produced us has undoubtedly produced living intelligent creatures in many other places in the universe. I would suggest, and we're coming to believe this in science, that on virtually every planet where the environmental conditions permit, there is a likelihood of the production of living systems.

These systems could be anything from the most simple of life forms; from the precursors to life like amino acids to simple organisms and bacteria, up through evolved life forms like the animal kingdom and ourselves, and even perhaps beyond!

But in the recent years, I've had the opportunity to speak to people within government, whom I call the old timers. Their story is yes, these things really happened - we have been visited, craft and bodies have been recovered from accidents, and that there has been an alien presence here.

The main one of interest is the so called Roswell Incident. It has been the one of greatest controversy, because there were many civilians who observed it or were associated with it, as well as military personnel. Officially it didn't come out at that time, because we'd just come out of a war. If this was truly advanced alien technology, then the last thing we wanted was for our enemies at the time (the Soviets) to know about it and gain access to this technology.

Also there's a rationale that people had been frightened by the War of the Worlds scenario of H.G.Wells a few years earlier, and it was adjudged that people weren't ready for all of this. Most people today think that all the secrecy involved, perhaps properly back then, has out lived its usefulness. That if it is real, then we need to know about it, civilization as a whole needs to know about it, and that people are better prepared for it today.

The alien remains were taken by aircraft first to Fort Worth to an Air Force Base there, and then to Wright Paterson Air Force Base and then on to Dayton Ohio. Many of the people involved are very elderly, particularly in the military and government. Some of them are convinced that it its time to tell. It is a different climate today, and they want to clear their consciences before they die…

John Glenn Apollo Astronaut

One

“It’s your Uncle Bob!”

Reggie turned the volume down on the television set; he had not bothered to move when the phone rang, leaving it for his mother to answer. He just sat there reaching for the biscuit barrel, which sat on the table crammed full of chocolate digestives.

She stood holding the receiver in her right hand, wearing a shocked expression on her face.

"They found him wandering on Hill Top Moor in his underpants!"

Reggie turned round, dropping a pile of crumbs on the carpet.

"In his underpants!"

His mother nodded.

He started to laugh, thinking that she was joking. Uncle Bob was the last person that you would ever expect to find wandering about anywhere in his underpants, particularly on a damp miserable evening such as this.

"Are you sure?"

His mother nodded.

"Yes, but they can't seem to get a word out of him!"

Reggie sat up; Uncle Bob was always quite chatty, with a keen sense of humour. He could picture him now, sitting in his chair, with a big smile on his jolly face.

"In his underpants!"
Reggie’s mother nodded her head again.

"Yes, he's at the police station, and they want us to go and collect him."

Reggie suddenly lost interest in the biscuits, wondering what was going on.

"But what about Auntie Val?"

He knew she always went to the Scrabble club on a Thursday, and could just see the expression on her face when they told her. Ever since Uncle Bob left the Navy, she had been doing her best to social climb, and this was going to put a huge dent in her plans.
Reggie was filled with a mixture of concern and amusement, wondering just what had happened to him. He would gladly forgo the next month’s pocket money just to see the look on her face when they told her. Auntie Val was always dressed in her best clothes, trying to make a good impression. She even tried to make Bob wear a collar and tie at home, but he managed to get away with a roll neck jumper. He could not imagine how she would react to him wandering about in public like that.

His mother put the receiver down, grabbing her coat off the chair. It was a good job they had popped round to let the dog out; otherwise the call would have remained unanswered.

"I thought he was supposed to be working late tonight!"

Reggie remembered her mentioning something about it earlier.

"He was, but apparently he must have left early. We're lucky that they recognised him, or they might never have known who he was!"

Uncle Bob owned a small Computer shop on the high street, and Reggie often popped in to help him at the weekends.

"Come on, we'd better get straight down there, I don't know what I'm going to say to Val!"

His mother hurried him along, as she grabbed a plastic bag out of the kitchen, dashing upstairs to collect some of Uncle Bob's clothes off the chair in the bedroom. Reggie did not need any encouragement, as he could hardly wait to get down there.

Within a few minutes, the car was splashing through the puddles, as the rain drops splattered against the windscreen. It started to mist up, and his mother put the fresh air blowers on, which helped to drown out the groaning of the windscreen wipers as they clanked back and forth over the glass. It really was a miserable evening!

The tail-lights of the car in front blurred, as a lorry went past on the other side, sending a sheet of water cascading over the bonnet. They hit a pothole in the road, sending their own spray out over the pavement, nearly drowning an already soaked pedestrian. Reggie felt embarrassed, and was glad when they had turned the corner.

It was not long before the headlamps caught the small blue sign that stood outside the police station, and his mother was turning into the car park. She pulled up by the door, so they would not have far to walk.

The desk sergeant looked up as she opened the door, shaking the water off her umbrella.

"Can I help you?"

His mother blushed as she explained that they were here to collect Uncle Bob. He lifted the hatch, escorting them through into the interview room.

Uncle Bob sat on a chair with a large grey blanket wrapped around him. He looked awful, with a small gash on his forehead. A policewoman was dabbing it with a piece of cotton wool, which had been soaked in antiseptic.

"Bob!"

He did not even move his eyes, as his mother tried to get his attention.

"I've tried, but all he does is stare straight ahead, with that dazed expression on his face.”

The policewoman looked concerned.

She finished what she was doing, and threw the blood stained cotton wool into the bin.

"I was out doing my patrol in the area car, when he suddenly appeared on the road in front of me. It was a good job I wasn't going fast, or I would have run into him!"

Reggie could see how concerned she was. Uncle Bob had a way with the ladies, and it was obvious that she found him attractive. It was a good job Auntie Val was not here, as she would not have been too impressed.
"He's such a nice man, and I just can't think what has happened to him!"

The police woman shrugged her shoulders.
"Rather than taking him to hospital, I’ve sent for the police doctor."

Reggie’s mother rubbed her hand over Uncle Bob’s face, which got a slight reaction. They all froze as he tried to speak, forming his mouth around the letter A. It was no more than a whisper, and they strained to hear what he was trying to say.

The policewoman held his hand, rubbing her cheek against his, as she placed her ear over his mouth. Bob tried to speak again, but no sound would come out.

Reggie had never seen anything quite like this before, and watched as her skirt rode up, as she perched on his lap. Uncle Bob took a deep breath, trying to force the words out. The policewoman massaged his hand again, as he managed to mumble out something.

She then turned her head, looking equally as dazed.

“He said the word aliens!’

Two

The interview room was filled with an almost deafening silence, as a sense of disbelief numbed its occupants. Reggie’s mother sank down on one of the other chairs, wondering what she was going to say to her sister. Even the policewoman was at a loss. She had been in the Special Constabulary for several years, and although she had dealt with everything from a drunk to shop lifter, this was one thing they had never prepared her for. Studying a print-out of Bob’s naval record, she noticed all the commendations, everything pointed to a normal, sober, hard working individual. Perhaps it was pressure of work… or maybe there was trouble at home?

Being his sister-in-law, Reggie’s mother was able to reassure her that everything was fine, even though he had been found in this state wondering about in his underclothes.

Reggie leaned against the wall, as Bob spoke again, in a soft gentle voice.

"Aliens!"

The policewoman moved closer. She was being very comforting - too comforting for his mother's liking. She was slim and attractive with short dark hair, and big brown admiring eyes. Uncle Bob was quite a handsome man, with a good physique for someone the wrong side of forty. He was quite swarthy with rugged features that made her sister the envy of several ladies at the Scrabble club. She suspected that that was probably one of the main reasons why she had been accepted, although he had never given any of them the slightest bit of encouragement.

The desk sergeant suddenly entered the room with several mugs of tea on a rusting tray. The policewoman quickly moved away from Bob, blushing slightly as the sergeant gave her a disapproving look. They both left the room for a moment, holding a conversation on the other side of the door. Reggie tried to eavesdrop, but the only thing he learned was that her name was Heather.

Heather returned with the doctor, who gave Bob a brief examination.

"He's in shock, and seams to have several strange indentations on his body!"

The doctor nearly dropped his medical bag when Bob pointed to the ceiling, saying the word aliens again.

"Do you think he's ill?"

Reggie's mother looked concerned, but not as much as Heather, who appeared to be forming quite an attachment to him.

The doctor coughed, not wanting to say anything in front of his patient.

"I suggest that you take him home, and then arrange for him to see his own doctor."

The doctor began packing his things away, and they helped Bob on with his clothes, Reggie noticed one of the indentations on his arm; it formed a strange shape in his skin, a bit like an inoculation mark. He had one of them on his own arm from a recent TB jab that he had had to have at school, but it was not shaped anything like that.

Bob was soon dressed, and tottered around the room like he was on stilts. Heather was supporting him, as his mother slipped his arms into his coat. Reggie had never seen anyone in this state before, and wondered what he meant by aliens?
The journey back seemed to take forever, as the car splashed its way through the town’s puddled streets. His mother did not say anything, and when Reggie opened his mouth she gave him a withering look, so he closed it quickly before he got into any trouble. Bob was quiet too, although he did point upwards at the sky, mumbling the word aliens on more than one occasion.

When they finally pulled up outside Auntie Val's, his mother ordered him to stay in the car as she quickly escorted Bob inside. Reggie watched as the neighbours’ curtains parted, showing a chink of light, as Bob and his mother ran the gauntlet of peering eyes.

Reggie’s mother had only spent a few minutes inside, before Auntie Val arrived home in a taxi. Reggie looked at the clock on the dashboard; it showed 12.16am, which was a good hour past his normal bedtime. 12.18 and his mother reappeared, leaving her sister to try and make sense of the evening’s events.

It was not long before they were turning into their drive. Within about twenty minutes Reggie was tucked up in bed, with a stern warning from his mother not to mention anything to anyone. He must have gone straight to sleep, as the next thing he heard was the alarm, signalling morning. It was Friday, which meant he had to go to school. Fortunately it appeared to be dry, in contrast to Thursday, which had been a real washout.

Reggie was still getting ready upstairs, when he heard his mother talking to someone on the phone, but when he came down all went quiet. Breakfast had an uneasy feel about it, particularly when he asked his mother about his uncle. She frowned, ushering him out of the door without much of an answer, only a reminder not to mention anything again.

School was boring as usual, and he found himself staring out of the window during his first lesson. The teacher spotted him, and made one of her usual sarcastic remarks.

"Looking for aliens are we?"

Everyone laughed and Reggie’s face went bright red, as he wondered if she knew anything, or was just trying to belittle him as usual. He decided to rise above it - Miss Jennings smelt of cheap coffee, and he did not want her to come to near, as it always made him feel sick. The bell suddenly rang, much to his relief - only another five hours before he could go home.

The rest of the day was extremely tedious and dragged on relentlessly slowly. He could hardly wait to get home to find out how his uncle was. It had started raining again, which reminded him of yesterday, although hopefully he would not end up back at the police station!

"Reggie is that you?"

His mother heard the front door close, as he dropped his school bag down by the coat stand. They lived in a typical thirties semi, and were fortunate to have a large hallway. He really liked his house and was particularly fond of the leaded glass, which formed a sunburst picture in the panel at the top of the door. His father had just finished decorating and everything looked bright and cheerful, apart that was from the atmosphere!

"Yes.”

Reggie called back, as he placed his coat on the stand.

“How's Uncle Bob?"

The lounge door suddenly opened to reveal his mother’s panicked face.

"Ssh, Val's here!"

From the tone of her voice he could tell there was something wrong.

His mother closed the door behind her whispering.

"Val's thrown him out!"

Reggie could not believe it; Uncle Bob had always been so kind to her, and it could not have been easy putting up with her social climbing or her snooty friends.

The sound of sobbing came from the lounge, as Auntie Val broke down.

"The shame of it, wandering about in his underclothes, whatever will Mrs Featherstone think?"

She was clearly more interested in public opinion than she was about her husband. He loved his uncle Bob, but did not think much of his aunt, particularly since she had started putting on a false accent.

"Where's he gone?"

Reggie was very concerned, although deep down he was quite glad that his uncle would finally get a bit of peace. Val used to nag him constantly, always wanting this and that in an effort to keep up with her social climbing friends.

"To the shop, I think he's staying there for a few days."

Reggie felt reassured, and it was not long before he had changed out of his school uniform and was on his bicycle, riding down the high street.

When he arrived the grill shutters were down, so he decided to go round the back. There was a passageway down the side, which led to the small delivery lane, running behind the parade of shops. Fortunately the gate was open so he guided his bicycle into the yard, propping it up against the wall.
Normally he would have knocked on the door, but he thought that his uncle might be resting, and he did not want to disturb him. There was a light on inside though, so he climbed up onto a dustbin to look through the narrow window. The back room was quite big, filled with a multitude of tools, and several items that were in for repair.
It was just as well that he did, as Bob was not alone. Heather the policewoman was inside, and they were talking. The window was slightly ajar and Reggie was just able to listen to their conversation.

"I'm sorry, but I had to take you in to the station last night - you don’t know what a stickler my sergeant is!"

Bob nodded. He seemed a little better, although he was clearly not his normal self.

"You gave me quite a shock last night, suddenly walking out in front of the area car like that!"

“I’m sorry.”

He apologised, still looking a little dazed.

Heather was standing facing the window, but she had not noticed Reggie, being far more interested in his uncle. She was out of uniform, wearing a provocative little jumper that showed off her ample cleavage!

"My wife's thrown me out!"

Bob looked stunned.

Heather’s whole face lit up and she was clearly delighted with the news.

"I don't think she realises just what she's missing!"

Reggie could sense that there was something developing between them, and that maybe this was more than just a courtesy call. He had been wondering why the sergeant had been a bit hostile towards her last night, and he was still deep in thought when she moved closer to Bob, and then she put her arms around his neck and kissed him passionately.

Reggie was shocked and lost his balance falling backwards, sending everything flying. The dustbin lid went crashing to the floor making a very load noise. He expected to see his uncle come running out to investigate, but the door remained closed!

Instead it was the man from the shop next door who appeared.

"Oh, its you!"

He was peering over the adjoining wall.

"Have you come to see Bob?"

Reggie picked himself up, dusting down his trousers.

"Yes, but I think he's got his hands full at the moment!"

He went bright red, realising what he had just said.

"I'll call back later!"

With that he hurriedly grabbed his bicycle, and was out of the gate before the man had a chance to say anything else.

Reggie rode down the passage and out onto the high street, still shocked by what he had just seen. He decided then and there not to mention it to anyone, especially not his Auntie Val!

Three

Saturday morning brought yet more rain, tempered by a cold wind that cut through the air like a sharp knife. Reggie wondered whether it would be a good idea to go to the shop today, particularly after yesterday's developments. If he did, then he was not sure what he might find; but if he stayed away, then his mother would want to know why, and she had a habit of forcing information out of him. Once she found out about Heather, then it might turn a tiff between his aunt and uncle into a full-blown divorce. Whatever he did would be wrong, and he was in a real dilemma.

The newly open toasting loaf sat on the side, with two of its pieces hanging over the edge of his plate, dripping with margarine. They were covered in light fluffy scrambled egg. That was the best thing about his mother; she was a very good cook. His father always used to look forward to coming home for a good feed. He always said that that was what he missed the most, when he was abroad on a contract. He would be away for another month, and they were both missing him; but as he always said, there was no way of earning that sort of money around here, and it was a sacrifice worth making.

"Hurry up, or you'll be late!"

His mother gave him another nudge, as the hands of the clock worked their way towards nine. He thought about it, but decided to go and hope for the best.
It was hard work fighting against the wind, as the cold rain lashed against his face. He was glad of the waterproofs that he had received for Christmas, as they were keeping him warm and dry. A strong gust nearly pushed him over as he turned the corner into the high street. It would not be long now before he would be leaning his bicycle up against the wall in the yard again. But, there was one thing for certain - he would not be climbing onto any dustbins today!

He knocked on the door loudly, hoping to disturb anything that might be going on inside. Bob opened it with a welcoming smile on his face.
"Hello Reggie!"

Things seemed fairly normal; normal that was apart from the trace of lipstick on his collar.

"Be with you in a minute, I'll just put my overalls on first.”

He did not seem to have noticed, and the last thing that Reggie was going to do was to mention it.

Bob looked very well, considering what had happened to him. Perhaps Heather was just the tonic he needed?

After all, she was very attractive, and he could not imagine many men turning her down in a hurry!

"I've decided not to open the shop again today, as I've been summoned to the Grange!"

Reggie was filled with curiosity, wondering why he had to go up there?

The Grange was where the local landowner and his family used to live. It was a typical stately home, although not on a particularly grand scale. During the War it had been taken over by the Ministry of Defence, who had been using it ever since. Reggie had only been up there once before, as it was a restricted area. The man on the gate had chased him off, and he always wondered what lay behind the large wire fence. The locals always referred to it as a meteorological office, although it was rife with rumour.

Bob was busy with his toolbox, making sure that everything was where it should be.

"You couldn't get the pliers for me could you?"

He asked, pointing towards the main counter.

Reggie was about to move, when the door opened. It was Heather.

"Sergeant Wilde's suspended me for not reporting for duty last night!"

She just bowled into the back room not noticing that he was standing there.

Reggie felt his face flush with embarrassment as their eyes suddenly met. There was then an awkward moment before his uncle spoke.

"Oh no!"

He sounded genuinely upset, but she seemed almost relieved.

"Well at least it gives me time to do other things!"

Reggie felt the warm glow of his cheeks again, and just stood there open mouthed as they embraced. When they finally parted after what seemed like an eternity, Bob introduced her properly to his nephew.

"This is Heather, she's a remarkable person!"

He did not realise that they had met on Thursday evening, or that Reggie already knew about them, and he smiled innocently at her.

"She rescued me the other night, and has been a source of comfort ever since!"

Reggie could feel his face begin to flush again, and made a sharp exit, venturing into the shop to get the pliers. He deliberately took his time, to give them a few moments together. When he thought that he had given them long enough, he bumped against the counter to signal his return.

"How long will you be suspended for?"

Bob took his signal, as Heather settle down next to him.

"I'm not sure; I've got to go in front of the Chief Constable.”

"Sounds serious!"

She nodded.

"I'm not bothered though. I've got more important things to worry about now!"

Bob took the pliers, slipping them into his toolbox.

"We're off down to the Grange, do you fancy coming along?”

Heather eagerly accepted, anxious to spend more time with him.

Reggie wondered whether she would become a more permanent fixture, or after a brief fling things would revert back to normal again. He was not left to wonder for long though, as there was a sudden knock at the door.

"Would you get that for me please Reggie, and whoever it is, would you inform them that we're closed today!"

It was Auntie Val, and Reggie did not know what to do. But before he had a chance to do anything, she forced her way past him.

"Bob!"

It was Heather's turn to look embarrassed now, particularly as she had that jumper on again!

What followed was probably the worst experience of Reggie’s life. Things quickly developed into a full-scale row, with lots of shouting and floods of tears, most of them coming from Heather, who felt the full force of Auntie Val's temper. Reggie was shocked at her, especially when her newly found etiquette vanished, to be replaced by the sort of behaviour his mother would have frowned upon. He decided to retreat into the yard, where the man from the shop next door stuck his head over the wall, just as he had done the day before. This time however, it was not Reggie making all of the noise.

He heard the shop door banging, and words out in the street. Heather came walking into the yard, with her nose bleeding, and her jumper all torn. She pressed herself against him sobbing, so Reggie instinctively put his arms around her, as it seemed like the best thing to do. The man from next door was certainly getting his money’s worth today, nosing into his uncle’s business, although when he slipped off what he was standing on, sending his dustbin flying, they had to laugh.

It was at that moment, that Reggie realised what a nice person Heather really was. She had a kind and gentle nature, although she lacked a little self-control. He wondered what she was doing in the police force, particularly with a figure like that.

Bob came out, all apologetic, as the man from next door rattled about in his yard. He escorted them inside, opening the first aid box. It was his turn with the cotton wool today, and he dabbed it gently on her upper lip, mopping up the blood.

Heather stopped crying. She looked vulnerable, with her mascara all smudged, and the left shoulder ripped out of her jumper. Reggie wondered how she would cope with a fight on duty, but fortunately they all lived in a quiet part of the country.

Bob looked at his watch.

"I’m afraid that we'll have to make a move!"

With that they ventured back into the yard, to where Bob had left his van. After locking up, Reggie squeezed in next to Heather on the front passenger seat, as a few spots of rain signalled the approach of another squally shower. She was shivering with cold, as an icy blast of rain-splattered air came in through the open door, as he struggled to close it. Reggie pulled the seat belt out and managed to fasten it, as Heather continued to tremble. He could see the goose bumps on her legs as she tried to pull her short skirt down towards her knees. There was blood on the blue material, which upset her, as she had already ruined her jumper. Reggie held her hand comfortingly, and she smiled as a tear rolled down her cheek, towards another bloodstain on her jumper.

Bob started the engine, as Heather fiddled with her jumper, trying to secure the top of the material, but it kept on slipping down revealing her black bra underneath. Normally she would have gone home to change, but she wanted to be with Bob, who did not want to keep the Ministry waiting.

The van moved into the lane as the weather conditions worsened. They were atrocious, with strong gusts of driving rain that lashed against the windscreen, as the wipers tried to sweep them aside as wave after wave of them made contact with the glass.

The Grange lay on the edge of the moor, although it did not take them long to reach it. When they arrived, after a particularly unpleasant journey, a man appeared from a small gatehouse, which guarded the main entrance.

Bob wound down his window as the man requested identification, much to Heather's annoyance. She started to shiver as another icy blast entered the van, and was gratefully to see the window winding up again, as he waved them through.

"Do you do much work here?"

Heather was curious, as it seemed an unlikely place to request the presence of the local computer repairman. Surely the Ministry would have their own people?

"No, but they were most insistent, and I don't like to let people down!"

There was a note of sincerity in his voice that was the mark of his conscientious nature. He pulled the van round into a small car park at the rear of the building, as Reggie looked out at the ornate brickwork, spoiled by a large radio mast, and a couple of military looking vehicles.

The engine cut out, and Bob gave Reggie a nudge. He quickly dashed out grabbing one of his uncle’s heavy toolboxes. Bob followed suit and they all made a dash for the nearest door. Heather had to hold her skirt down in the gusty wind, and her hair got ruffled, which upset her again.

An official looking man met them, who guided them through the doorway into a security room. Heather was eager to tidy herself up, so he took her over to a small changing room, where she could make herself look presentable again.

Reggie was quite excited at finally getting inside, and could see a row of monitors sitting by the wall. Some of them did not appear to be working, so he guessed his uncle must be here to repair them.

Bob smiled.

"It’s probably the weather - it plays havoc with the equipment."

He slipped behind them to check the wiring. Some of it appeared to have come adrift, and it almost looked as though it had been pulled out deliberately. He shook his head, wondering what could have caused it.

"Right, I've got to reconnect these wires, and then give the system a good once-over!"

He cleared a space, and plugged in the soldering iron before pointing to his toolbox.

"You couldn't get me that tin of flux could you, Reggie?"

Reggie opened the other toolbox, as Bob stared at the tangle of wires, hardly noticing a military looking man enter the room. He wore a dark pinstriped suit and had an official expression on his face. He was very smart - too smart for a weatherman!

"Will it take long to repair?"

They both looked round.

"No, only about half an hour."

Bob got himself ready to start soldering, as the man continued speaking.

"I understand you had a strange experience the other night!"

Bob coughed.

"It was nothing much really!"

He tried to be evasive, wondering where the man had got his information from.

"I only mentioned it, as I thought I saw something myself!"

Reggie was not sure he had - it seemed more like an interrogation than a friendly chat.

"Well things certainly were a little unusual to say the least!"

Bob laughed, as he began soldering the wires together.

"It all started about tea time, I knew Val my wife would be out at her Scrabble club, so I took the opportunity to catch up on some paperwork at the shop. After a while, my head felt as though it was going to burst, so I decided to get a bit of fresh air. I must have been walking for quite some time, as I found myself on the edge of the moor. Something grabbed my attention, and I turned round to see a strange light in the sky. This aroused my curiosity, and before I knew what I was doing, I was following it across the grass. I felt my feet getting wet, but it didn't seem to matter. The light was getting more intense, and it suddenly shot across the sky at an incredible speed. I keep up on the latest aircraft - you know how it is when you've been in the forces - but I've never come across anything that can move quite like that!"

Reggie was on the edge of his seat, with his eyes wide open, and his jaw hanging down. The man however was emotionless, recording everything discreetly via a hidden tape recorder.

"It suddenly shot over the horizon, stopping just in front of me. It was hovering, as a brilliant light suddenly engulfed me and I felt myself floating upwards. The next thing I remember, I was in the police station!"

He was doing his best to play things down, feeling embarrassed about the whole incident.

"There, finished!"

Bob put his soldering iron down.

Reggie was anxious to hear the rest of his story, when a noise made them both turn around. It was Heather. She had removed her torn jumper, and her bloodstained skirt and was standing there in a white lab coats. She looked very attractive, especially since she had fixed her hair and make-up.

"That's better!"

Bob winked at her as she came over, carrying her things in a small plastic bag.

"They were kind enough to lend me this!"

She pointed to the lab coat before giving Bob a big hug.

"She rescued me the other night.”

The man looked at her curiously, as Bob continued.

“I can't imagine what would have happened to me, if she hadn’t come along when she did!"

He looked a little perplexed, and left the room leaving them alone for a few minutes.

"I'm sorry about all that business at the shop!"

Heather was still a bit shaken by it, and was glad they were behind the security fence at the Grange!

"I'll have to take you out and buy you something nice, to make up for it!"

She kissed him on the cheek appreciating the gesture, as she sat down next to him. Although Reggie quite liked her, he was more interested in the security equipment, but still managed a warm smile.

Bob only had the main control unit to attend to now, as one of the fuses had blown and some other wires had come adrift. He whistled softly to himself as he returned to the task, clearly contented with the way that things had worked out. This reassured Heather, who was starting to relax.

Reggie was waiting for the big switch on, as he wanted to nose around the Grange. School was rife with rumours about the place too, and he could not wait to tell his friends that he had actually been inside. Fortunately he did not have to wait for long, as his uncle soon finished soldering, and returned from behind the monitors.

Bob could see the look of anticipation on his nephew’s face, and smiled to himself as he waited patiently.

"Would you like to do the honours, Reggie?"

He did not need asking twice, and threw the mains switch with relish, bringing the whole system to life.

There were six monitors positioned along the work surface, and when they warmed up, Reggie was able to see the whole of the Grange for the first time. It was quite an impressive building, complete with ornate brickwork, and sculptured columns. It even had ivy growing up the walls, and it was a real treat to see it up close like this.

The pictures began to alternate, as Bob adjusted the system. Reggie could now see the man in the pinstripe suit. He was crossing the car park with two very large soldiers in full uniform.

The door suddenly opened, as they all walked in. Reggie looked round to see the man in the suit pull a revolver out of a holster concealed under his jacket. He cocked the trigger and pointed it at them!


