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Chapter One 
 

Once Upon a Time 
 
  



 

 

  



 

 

Paul was stuck in a huge crowd of people who had arrived to see the 
“World’s Hugest Airship, the Victorious”. He was an electrician and 
electrical estimator, and needed to get to the Council building. He 
had to give an electrical estimate on a revamping of the building’s 
electrical systems but he couldn’t get past the throng of people. 
 
“Excuse me,” he said to a group of older ladies who had their parasols 
up against the bright sun. His boss would have a field day if he were 
late and missed out on this opportunity. 
 
In the distance he could see a large stage set up in front of the 
improvised airfield in Old Market Square. A loud marching band was 
performing a modern song, while a lady performed modern street 
dance. Two disparate styles were somehow enhanced by the other, 
making it a fascinating show. 
 
There was something about her that caught his eye, yet he felt guilty 
for lingering. He wanted to work overtime and save up money so he 
could start his own kickboxing club. That was his true dream in life. 
 
The general murmur of the crowd turned into an aloud uproar. 
Everyone waved at the sky. The airship was coming! 
 
Paul was surrounded on all sides by families. He tried to get past one 
man, but stopped when he was glared at. There was nothing to do, he 
was stuck here. 
 
He raised his eyes to the sky. The airship was truly magnificent. It 
was composed of an enormous dark brown oval balloon with large brass 
propeller in the back. An elongated basket was attached to the 
underside. Part of it was open to the air, with a central area for 
navigation, covered with a wooden roof. Attached to the balloon were 
various sails, controlled by the crew on deck.  
 
The airship took a sudden drop, causing the onlookers to collapse to 
the pavement. Paul could almost feel a swoosh of air as the airship 
flew over their heads.  
 
The crew frantically pulled the ropes and levers to get the ship back 
on course. 
 
Finally, the airship landed safely in the middle of Old Market 
Square. The crowd said a collective “ahhh” and pulled themselves into 
an upright position. 
 



 

 

Paul stood up, quite relieved. What a day it had turned out to be. He 
stayed for a few moments to see the royal party alight from the ship. 
The Queen waved at the crowd before she was guided away by the 
guards.  
 
The crowd was dispersing, so he made his way to the Council building. 
Perhaps they were out for the show too, and would be understanding. 
 
Paul peered back at the stage to see if he could see the dancer, but 
there was no sight of her. There did appear to be some sort of 
disturbance though, as he heard raised voices. 
 
Still, it was not his concern, so he continued on his way. He moved his 
goggles back down over his eyes as the sun was quite bright that day.  
 

  



 

 

Chapter Two 
 

She Meets Her Prince 
 
  



 

 

  



 

 

Melanie had enjoyed performing at the airship arrival show. She’d 
even accepted a fee, which provided some extra cash, though she did 
quite well for herself at the Nottingham Trent University. She had a 
university degree in film media but her passion was dance. Melanie 
currently performed tap dancing, ballet, and modern street dance, but 
the other types interested her too.  
 
She’d just accepted her pay envelope for her performance when she 
heard raised noises by the stage. 
 
A man pushed by her. “Excuse me miss,” he said.  
 
She shrugged it off and headed for the Tram stop. 
 
It was now time to head into work. She had a lot to do that day. 
 

*** 
 

  



 

 

Friday night had finally arrived. Melanie was invited to a friend’s 
party at their house that night. She didn’t really want to go. She was 
done with men and didn’t want to meet anyone at all.  
 
She was in the lady’s room at the University spiffing herself up. It 
wasn’t the ideal location for a woman to fix herself up, but she had 
no choice. Somehow she’d managed to squeeze into her voluminous skirt 
and tight corset in the tiny wooden stall. Finally, she came out and 
could do her makeup. 
 
She rooted through her bag. “What on earth is this?” she asked 
herself, holding up a mysterious contraption. It was a small shiny 
brass box with lid.  
 
She carefully opened up the lid. It was hinged in the back. Inside, a 
small platform slowly raised itself out. There was a clear glass 
marble in the centre, with several coloured stones surrounding it. 
 
“How lovely!” she commented. “I wonder if that man at the stage 
dropped it into my bag?” She recalled how someone had pushed against 
her. But why would he drop it into her bag? 
 
She gently touched the marble in the centre. It was almost freezing to 
the touch. She had an instinct to press it. She did, and it clicked. The 
gems surrounded it lit up with light that sped around in circles. 
 
Melanie watched as the lights moved around the marble. It was quite 
entrancing. After a few seconds, they stopped. The platform slid back 
down into the box. 
 
“That’s it?” she commented. “Well, that’s a cute toy, but not sure what 
I’ll do with it.” She tucked it back into her purse.  
 
“Hey, great party,” said a man standing next to her. 
 
“Oh, what?” she asked, looking around her. But it couldn’t be possible! 
She was at her friend’s house. Oh dear, was she going crazy? 
 
“My name is Paul,” said the man. He had a pleasant and kind face. 
“What’s your name?” 
 
“It’s Melanie,” she said. “Oh excuse me, I’ve just had a strange day,” 
she explained. 
 
“Me too,” he said. “Did you see Airship Victorious land today? It 
almost crashed!” 



 

 

 
“Why, yes I was there,” she said. 
 
“Oh, I know who you are,” said Paul. “You’re the dancer from the 
stage.” 
 
Melanie smiled at him. He seemed like a nice guy. 
 

 

  



 

 

  



 

 

Chapter Three 
 

Faster Than Light Dating 
 
  



 

 

  



 

 

Paul enjoyed talking to Melanie. But it was very strange, it had 
seemed like the day just vanished. He could barely recall being at the 
Council building. He had made it there, right? And done the quote? He 
felt a bit worried. Did someone put something in the ale he was 
drinking? It was most curious. 
 
Oh, but he didn’t want to be rude. He looked back at Melanie. “Sorry, 
my drink’s getting low. Do you want me to get you one? We can continue 
our conversation?” 
 
“Yes, that would be lovely,” she replied. 
 
While he was gone, Melanie dug around in her bag. Where was that 
brass box? What on earth had happened? She was glad to have met Paul, 
but something was amiss. 
 
She popped open the box to take a look. Should she press the button? 
Would it take her back? She did it. 
 

*** 
 
One moment Paul was carrying the glasses of ale over to his new 
friend, Melanie, and the next he was at their local pub. Melanie was 
seated in front of him at the table. 
 
They both looked bewildered. “Umm,” he said. “Here is your drink.” He 
placed them down on the table. 
 
Melanie looked confused too. In her hand she held a brass box. “Thank 
you, Paul. This is going to be a great first date!” 
 
“Err, what day is it?” asked Paul. 
 
Melanie peered at the calendar on the wall behind them. “It’s December 
16, 2008, our first date together.” 
 
He laughed. “I’m so glad I’m not the only one who doesn’t know the 
date!” 
 
Melanie laughed too. She pressed the button on the brass box again. 
 

*** 
 
“You always have that brass box with you,” said Paul. They were on 
the Airship Victorious.  
 



 

 

“Oh dear, I’m afraid of flying!” she said, clutching his hand. 
 
“But seriously, what’s happening here?” he asked. 
 
“Not sure what you mean, dear,” she said. “I told you this is the first 
time I have flown on an airship. We’re heading to Greece” 
 
“That’s not what I mean,” he said, nodding at the brass box. 
 
“Oh that,” she said. “I’m been trying to figure it out myself. Well, 
you’re not going to believe it, but when I press it, it takes us into the 
future!” 
 
“The future?” said Paul in disbelief. He shook his head. Yet, deep 
down he believed she was telling the truth. Because, it seemed like he 
was missing major portions of his life.  
 
“Here, let me show you,” she said.  
 
He watched as she pressed the button again. 
 
“Where are we?” he asked.  
 
“It’s 2010,” Melanie said, pointing at the calendar on the wall. 
 
“Ooh,” said Paul. “This must be our place!” 
 
“Yes, and we’ve lived together for 18 months now,” she said, looking 
more closely at the calendar on the wall. She bounced forward and 
gave him a hug. “I love you!”  
 
“I love you too, but how do we have memories of the future, when we 
haven’t even lived them yet?” 
 
Melanie gazed at him. Something was not quite right. And it had to do 
with the brass box that she held in her hand.  
 
  



 

 

Chapter Four 
 

The Amazing Adventures Continue 
 
  



 

 

  



 

 

“It’s all the fault of this brass box!” she cried, ready to throw it 
against the wall. What was going on? She was very happy she’d met 
Paul, but wished she’d never touched that brass box. Who had that man 
been who had dropped it in her bag? 
 
“Wait!” cried Paul. “Don’t damage it. It may get us back to the past 
where we need to be.” 
 
Melanie sat down on the chair and cried. She placed the box carefully 
on the table. “It’s like it’s taken our lives away.” 
 
“Calm down, we can figure this out.”  
 
Just then, two dogs came rushing up to them.  
 
“Oh, look Melanie, it’s Misty and Barley” 
 
She peered down at the dogs. “Oh right, we have two wonderful dogs 
that we rescued from the animal shelter.” She reached down and petted 
the dogs.  
 
“Right, I’ll prepare our afternoon tea and we shall work out this 
mystery.” Paul put the kettle on and found the tea leaves and cups. On 
the counter was a platter of finger sandwiches and small biscuits 
conveniently waiting for them.  
 
“I wonder how far forward we can go?” asked Melanie. “Perhaps we can 
predict our deaths and prevent them?” 
 
“Wait a minute…” Paul started to say, but she had already pressed the 
button again. 
 
“Congratulations dears,” said Paul’s mum. “We know you both will have 
a wonderful life together.”  
 
Paul’s and Melanie’s parents and family were all gathered around 
them. Melanie sported a nice shiny diamond ring. She turned and 
looked at the calendar. It was 31st December 2015.  
 
“She said yes!” announced Paul.  
 
“Spoilers, sweetie!” she said to him. He just laughed and shook his 
head. Was this what their life was going to be about? All mystery and 
adventure. If so, he’d take it! 
 



 

 

“Is that what was in the brass box all this time?” asked Paul’s 
brother. He glanced down at the box Melanie was holding in her hands. 
“Or is it something to help you pass your driver’s test? Because five 
times failing it, perhaps you should give up!” The entire family had a 
good chuckle.  
 
“Oh my god,” said Melanie.  
 
“Just wait, Melanie,” cried Paul, but she had pushed the button again. 
 
The next set of scenes flew past her mind. They’d had 24 walking 
holidays together, her and Paul, with the dogs. She remembered 
travelling around England and Wales to various villages, including 
Baycliff, Bawsey, Farlow, Narbeth, Over Haddon, Saham Hills, Penallt, 
Stiperstones, and Threapwood in Cheadle.  
 
“Paul, look at these two cuties” said Melanie looking down at Luna and 
Hudson hanging off her dress. 
 
Yet there was something addictive about the box, making her want to 
keep on pressing the button. She adjusted her fascinator, as it was 
sliding down her head. She touched the cameo at her throat.  
 
There had to be a mystery here to solve. But what was it? It was like 
something out of a sci-fi and fantasy TV show. Or, something like a 
Terry Pratchett novel. But it had to all make sense at the end.  
 
She looked more carefully at the brass box. She gently touched the 
marble button. Below it were some arrows. She gently twisted the 
marble. Of course! It could go forwards or backwards. 
 
“Look, can we just stay put?” asked Paul. “Life is too short…” but she 
twisted the marble counterclockwise.  

 
 
 

  



 

 

Chapter Five 
 

Solving the Puzzle 
 
  



 

 

Paul had patience but he was getting tired of all the spoilers and 
jumping around. 
 
“And, we’re back!” cried Melanie.  
 
Paul looked around. She was right. They were back at Old Market 
Square in Nottingham.  
 
“What a relief,” she said. 
 
“Wait a minute. What time is it?” he asked. 
 
“9 a.m.,” she said, glancing at her watch. “It’s quite warm today.” She 
pulled out her fan and fanned herself.  
 
“The crowd has yet to gather. So, are there doubles of us here?” asked 
Paul. He was concerned that they hadn’t been taken back to their exact 
departure points. 
 
“You’re right! Oh no, what do we do? I can’t figure out the markings on 
the box.” 
 
“Perhaps gently move it forward to get us back to our current time 
plane?” 
 
“Umm, yes, let’s give it a try.” She twisted the marble and pressed it 
down. 
 
They found themselves on his motorbike. 
 
“Oh, I hate this,” she said. “I must take my car test.” 
 
“But we don’t have a car yet,” replied Paul. 
 
“This is a good time to purchase one,” she replied. 
 
Paul stopped the motorbike. Melanie adjusted the brass device again. 
 

*** 
 
Melanie was about to reach the Tram stop when there was a disturbance 
in the square.  
 
Paul was about to enter the Council building.  
 



 

 

“Hand over your gold,” cried a pirate, brandishing a sword. Paul 
looked up, and there were pirates everywhere. His immediate thought 
was of Melanie. Where would she be? They hadn’t met yet, but he still 
possessed memories of the future.  
 
It was turmoil in the square. Dozens of pirates were running around, 
robbing people. Where had they come from? They must have been 
planning this for days, knowing that the crowds would be here. 
 
At least the royal party was off safe somewhere. He hated to think 
what would have happened if the pirates had attempted their 
shenanigans when the Queen was on stage! 
 
“Oh no!” cried Paul. If the pirates stole Melanie’s brass time travel 
device, the world would be in chaos. The future would really change. 
Perhaps he would never meet Melanie at all! 
 
Paul knocked the pirate aside and ran back into the street. Where 
would she be? He had to get to her to ensure that the brass device was 
secure, then together they could destroy it. 

 
  



 

 

  



 

 

Chapter Six 
 

Finding Each Other Again 
 
 
  



 

 

  



 

 

Paul saw Melanie in the distance. She was beating a pirate with her 
purse. So far, so good.  
 
He raced up to her. “I don’t have time to explain!” he cried, grabbing 
her hand and pulling her into the small café near the Tram stop.  
 
“Oh my goodness! Whatever is happening?” she asked. “Oh, is that you, 
Paul?” 
 
“Yes, do you still know me? I don’t know how that brass device works.” 
 
“Yes, it’s you, Paul. I know we haven’t met yet.” 
 
“Yes, it’s crazy right?” he said, giving her a hug. 
 
“What do we do?” she asked. “We can't have the pirates get ahold of this 
device.” 
 
Paul stood there, musing. “You know, that’s what this is all about. 
Those pirates were really after the device.” 
 
They both sat down at the table.  
 
“Noon tea?” asked the proprietor. They both nodded. Soon a pot of hot 
tea and croissants were placed on the table. 
 
“You’re right,” Melanie said. “Someone placed the device in my purse.” 
 
“That’s it, then,” said Paul. “They wanted to keep the device safe.” 
 
“I suppose we won’t ever find out the real story. Should we destroy 
the device? How do we know who to give it to otherwise?” 
 
“Well, I don’t know about you, but I say that we destroy it,” suggested 
Paul. 
 
“Yes,” said Melanie. She slapped her bag on the table and dug through 
it. “Here it is.” She took out the brass box and put it on the floor. 
 
“Do it!” said Paul. “Why we’ve had a great future together, I don’t 
fancy knowing our every move.” 
 
“Agreed,” she said. “It takes all the fun away.” She raised up her 
heeled boot, ready to go. 
 
“Excuse me,” said a voice beside them. “I’ll take that off your hands.” 



 

 

 
“What? It’s the Queen!" cried Paul. 
 
“Oh dear,” cried Melanie. “Your Majesty,” said started to say, 
curtseying. She picked the device up and handed it to her. 
 
“Thank you my dear,” the Queen replied. 
 
“Hand over that contraption now!” cried a voice.  
 
Everyone looked up. A pirate, wearing a brown leather outfit, stood in 
the doorway brandishing a very sharp sword. Goggles were perched on 
his head. A vast assortment of devices and tools hung from his belt.  
 
“Oh no you don’t,” cried the Queen, opening the brass box and adjusting 
the dial. She pressed down and the entire world went white. 
 

*** 
 
Paul left work, pleased that his electrical quote had been accepted. 
But he felt odd, as he walked to his friend’s place for a party. 
Perhaps it was time to open that kickboxing club and become a 
kickboxing instructor. Oh, and maybe he would meet that lovely dancer 
who had been on stage. 
 

*** 
 
Melanie rooted through her bag in the lady’s room, feeling confused.  
“Where is my lipstick?” As she applied her lipstick, she thought maybe 
she should try pole and aerial hoop. As she headed to her friend’s 
place she wondered if she would ever pass her driver’s test. Which was 
strange as she had never taken a driver’s test, ever! 
 
 
Not the End, Only the Beginning… 
  



 

 

 


