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Prologue

For those of you who have read my first book, this prologue will 
serve as a refresher, and might perhaps clear up a few things. For 
those who haven’t read part one it will serve to plunk you down in 
the middle of an odyssey that is really better understood by reading 
the first book. However, I won’t insist that you experience the first 
book before reading this one. After all, a good story is a good story 
and I think you will find this one better than the last.

I wrote The Dooda, book one at a stressful time in my life. It was 
1992 and I was experiencing the breakup of my graphic arts company 
that I had worked so hard to build during the previous thirteen years. 
I had been married but a short time, and we had just bought a small 
piece of property. Finding new employment was difficult and I was 
frankly quite scared that I might have to leave the area. Although 
I searched quite diligently, I was without a job for many months 
and I began to write for a diversion. When an opportunity finally 
presented itself to go to work for an old established printing firm in 
Eugene, I jumped at the chance and put the writing aside.

But writing The Dooda had sparked an interest that I didn’t 
know that I had. It has ever lain dormant for all these years while I 
pursued other things. For ten years I kept saying I was going to get 
back into writing, but I just procrastinated. I even got the book out 
and reread it a few times trying to rekindle my interest. But I just 
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couldn’t get the old fire started again. Then a few things happened 
that began to kindle a fresh interest in continuing The Dooda.

The first was a renewed public interest in fantasy. The latest 
cinema techniques have become so dazzling that the fantastic can be 
rendered very believable, as can be seen in such works as Shreck and 
Tolkien’s Lord of the Rings. 

The second was my son’s interest in the story. Since he was only 
four years old when I wrote the first part of this tale, he could hardly 
be expected to take an interest until later. Well, this is later.

Third, I realized I was going through another of those mid-life 
crises, being over fifty and declining health and all, and maybe if I 
didn’t get on the ball there wasn’t ever going to be a sequel to the 
work I had begun. 

The last reason that I decided to keep writing was the maturation 
of on-demand printing. Now I can actually print a single copy of my 
book, and by hand-bookbinding, create a very professional looking 
finished product.

When I read the first part through again in preparation for 
writing book two I was surprised that I still liked it and that it 
seemed to hold together enough to be worth continuing. I could also 
see a lot of questions that would have to be answered were I ever to 
hold my reader’s attention and bring this tale to a close.

So it seems I should begin by describing the Dooda and its 
particulars, followed by a few supporting incidences and happenings 
that will knit things together.

The Dooda

The Dooda is a flat, medallion-like object, about the size of a 
man’s hand. It is made of a shimmering substance that takes on a 
different appearance to different observers. There are two halves 
that have different purposes. One half is rather like a crystal ball. 
Images can be observed in its surface by focusing mental energy 
upon it. However, different minds and personalities see different 
things. The images perceived can be people, places and events from 
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the past, the present or the future. They can be images of predictions 
and situations that may or may not be real. Much depends on the 
observer and the mix of minds present at the time.

The other half is capable of transporting beings and objects 
through time and space. The power of the “traveler” is accessed 
through the “window” as the two halves are called in book two.  
Although the window can be used apart from the traveler, it is 
more complete when used in conjunction. The traveler, on the other 
hand, is very unstable without the window. Attempting to access 
the traveler without the window is dangerous and could separate the 
two halves in the time-space continuum forever.

The Dooda itself originated in another space and time. From 
where and when is not the substance of this story.  But surely this 
icon has forever been a source of conflict and misunderstanding 
wherever and whenever it has made its appearance throughout 
time and space. Suffice it to say that the time travelers who brought 
it here were not the original owners and most assuredly not the 
rightful owners.

King Oland of Lillie

Now King Herb’s grandfather, Oland, was a sailor and a warrior. 
His kingdom was named Lillie, and was in the west. He had many 
loyal subjects and commanded a formidable navy. The times were 
unsettled and hostile, for they were at war and those that ventured 
out onto the Yellow sea only did so at great risk. Besides enemy 
warships, there were lawless bands of pirate ships that would 
overtake unsuspecting merchants, boarding, plundering, and killing 
or taking captive those unfortunates who were ill-prepared to defend 
themselves against such overwhelming odds.

The technology of the times was mainly mechanical. Wireless 
communications did not exist. Travel was measured in days, and 
news and goods traveled slowly by surface means. Airships were not 
seen in this part of the world as of yet, and the very concept of 
visitors from the stars, much less from another time and space was 
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beyond the scope of most thinkers of the time. Though King Oland 
was very wise and prepared to do battle with the enemy or even the 
Tracho-Pirates, if necessary, he could not fathom the Dooda. 

It came into the possession of King Oland when a number of 
time-traveling “monkeymen,” (later known as reggins), through 
unfortunate circumstances, became stranded in the Yellow Sea 
aboard a sinking vessel. It seems that there was a sort of mutiny. 
A number of their party had absconded with the medallion and 
became lost on the open sea. They were near death due to exposure, 
and thirst. 

Though they were taken aboard Oland’s sailing vessel, they 
were already too far gone for saving, and all the crew could do was 
to try to make the unfortunate creatures comfortable. There were 
three in the party, and two were dead within hours of being bought 
aboard, but the third held out for another day. He was dying a very 
tormented death, and he writhed about and groaned, shaking his 
great shaggy head, his eyes tightly shut, his face contorted. At times 
he would lie still for a moment and open his eyes and look about and 
pant, an expression of confusion and mounting fear on his face until 
he would throw his head back and repeat the groaning and shaking. 

Then, in a last moment of lucidity, the old reggin motioned 
Oland over to him. He pulled something from within his robe and 
pressed it into Oland’s hands. Although they had much difficulty 
communicating, Oland was made to understand that the dying man 
was giving him something he repeatedly called “Dooda,” something 
of great importance. Though he went through a long oratory, 
nothing else could be made of what seemed like a desperate plea for 
something. The poor creature succumbed without ever making its 
purpose known.

King Oland returned home and placed the Dooda in a vault for 
safekeeping, until such time as he could decide what to do with it. 
There it remained for some years, until a meeting with his advisors, 
at which time he decided that it should be taken to an even safer 
location

Lillie had acquired her first airship by then, and as it was a safer 
means of transporting cargo than upon the surface of the ocean, 
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the King sent the Dooda along on a routine trip to his holdings in 
the mountains north of Duleam, intending to keep it there, away 
from any possible efforts to steal it from the royal treasury. The 
Dooda was en route to this purpose when misfortune again befell 
it. Unfortunately, a terrible storm arose at sea, and the airship was 
forced down.

When the storm subsided, the airship was unable to lift off the 
surface of the water until it could replenish its fuel, a buoyant gas 
made through the interaction of two chemicals and assisted by the 
electric energy of sunlight. This process required time, and for a 
while she was easy prey for the opportune Tracho-Pirates. These 
murdering cutthroats seized the chance, and boarded and plundered 
her, killing all on board, and setting her afire. The Dooda, by right 
of plunder, now became the property of Tehorey, a notorious, aging 
pirate of the area.

It was placed in a trunk and stowed with the other countless 
pieces of treasure that the old pirate had accumulated over the years, 
destined to remain there until such time as Tehorey would attempt 
to retire, and take the time to examine all of the things he had 
accumulated over a lifetime of piracy.

When the time finally came, the old pirate came to live in 
Trachelogia, a remote volcanic continent to the north of the Yellow 
Sea. The climate is so severe in Trachelogia for all but a few weeks in 
the summer, that hardly anyone would choose to visit during most 
of the year, a fact which suited Tehorey well, for he had few friends 
and fewer trusted acquaintances.

The remainder of the stranded time travelers eventually made 
their way to Acirfa, the continent east of the Yellow Sea. There they 
mingled with the natives of the region. The reggins were stranded in 
time, because they lacked the Dooda. So there on the eastern slopes 
of the Sudapa mountains of Acirfa was born a new culture. 

These reggins, as they came to be known, passed down a legend 
of the Dooda. It was the very heart of their religion, with fanatic, 
animal-like followers. For many years they watched for the Dooda to 
reappear, and because nothing is safe from the underground network 
of thieves and murderers, word eventually reached them that it was 
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in Tehorey’s possession. It was only a matter of time before the trail 
led to Trachelogia. 

They visited Tehorey, first with well-paid middlemen, trying 
to persuade the old Pirate with money. When these tactics failed, 
they employed threats and finally force. A band of reggin warriors 
made their way to Trachelogia. Tehorey glimpsed their arrival in just 
enough time to escape out the back door.

He fled across the hills and to his neighbor’s house in a terror. 
He placed the window half in Gourd’s hands and then fled, only to 
be violently slain by the reggins on the hill directly above Gourd’s 
house.

Gourd barely escaped. While the reggins were busy pursuing 
the terrified man, Gourd exited his back door. Perhaps they never 
saw Gourd for he was able to elude the reggins long enough for them 
to give up the search and leave the area. He held out in the thickest 
part of the woods a long way from his house, and during this time, 
he found the disk to have certain attributes that made him wonder. 
He saw images in its surface, became entranced in the visions, and 
spent many hours pondering their meanings.

Gourd became obsessed with the Dooda window. He was 
convinced that it was wondrous. It was a powerful and dangerous 
tool. He feared the return of the reggins and decided to send the 
Dooda to Inya with his brother, Dane for safekeeping.

Peculiarly, Dane’s mind could not see the images in the surface 
of the window, for some intellects were simply out of tune with it. 
It appeared as a solid, inanimate object to him. He was dubious, but 
Gourd was so insistent that he took the medallion back with him to 
Inya, saying nothing to anyone else. Yet he remained skeptical. There 
it remained for more years... until King Herb, Oland’s grandson 
eventually came to rule over Lillie.

Herb’s father had told him of the Dooda and its tragic loss more 
than a generation ago. King Herb became intensely interested. He 
was determined to recover the Dooda and learn the secrets of its 
power.

He summoned Yesac, a trusted subject and friend, and bade 
him to try to recover the lost treasure. He outfitted an airship with 
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supplies and crew and sent them in search of the Dooda.
The wars being over, Herb’s kingdom became prosperous and 

traded with much of the world. Lillie’s chief exports were windmills. 
It was a natural occurrence for a Lillian airship to be found trading 
in other parts of the world. So it was decided to send Yesac and his 
crew under the guise of merchants.

Their quest took them to Trachelogia, and then to the continent 
of Acirfa, where they visited Inya, and finally across the mountains 
to Qari. It became evident along the way that there were other 
interested parties, and that recovery was not to be had without 
conflict.

The Duleamese consulate, known as Ghaf was also on the trail 
of the Dooda, as were the government of Inya and an underground 
world political organization known as Snacilbuper.

None of these factions, including King herb fully understood the 
nature of the Dooda. Rumors abounded and the legend had many 
variations. All anyone really knew was that it was a great treasure 
worth great wealth to someone and they were willing to make great 
sacrifices to obtain it.

Gourd had learned of the traveler half of the Dooda, which 
Tehorey had buried, and the reggins had recovered. Because of 
what he had seen in the window, he was convinced that he must 
find and destroy it before anyone could bring the two halves back 
together again. Soon after Yesac left Trachelogia for Inya City to 
try to recover the Dooda window, Gourd set out to find the traveler 
half, rumored to be in Acirfa. Upon reaching Qari, he obtained help 
from the Council of Elders and marched to the Reggin camp with 
an army of Qarian volunteer citizens. They were captured by the 
reggins and imprisoned, their camels slaughtered and eaten as they 
looked on through the bars of the rank cages in which they were 
confined.

Yesac and Kev came to Gourd’s rescue, and together they 
recovered and escaped with the coveted traveler half of the Dooda. 
But a huge forest fire, and an unfortunate accident that crippled 
their own airship, the Judy, left them no choice but to take refuge 
aboard the Dama, the Duleamese airship commanded by Gourd, 
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which had tracked them to Acirfa.
Ghaf, having picked up nine people from the very clutches of 

the angry Reggin tribe, and amidst a roaring inferno, was confident 
that he now had the Dooda within easy grasp, and he readily agreed 
to their request to retain the Dooda in their quarters for the time 
being. After all, where could they go on the Dama?

But together, the prisoners summoned the power of the Dooda 
to rescue them, resulting in a time-space shift that started them into 
the second half of an incredible odyssey, an adventure that would 
change everyone before it was over.

And now, on with our story...
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chapter One

Yesac and Harby strained to see into the foggy mist ahead of 
the airship. The compass indicated they were heading north. There 
was a landmass on the starboard side, and nothing but open sea 
to port. They were cruising along nicely. The Judy seemed to be 
completely airworthy, despite the apparent happenings of the past 
few days. Checks showed no signs of the damage suffered from the 
harpoon incident, nor their crash into the forest just before being 
taken aboard the Dama.

“Unless I am mistaken, that little jut of land on that point 
should be Inya City.” Harby pointed with his right hand, his left 
on a chart spread before him.

All peered in that direction, but none saw Inya City, or any 
semblance of a town, or even native huts that would pass as a 
village. In fact, there was no sign of any life in that area, save a few 
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shorebirds playing in the surf.
The crew and their passengers, nine in all, gathered in the nav 

room. Harby sat in the pilot’s seat while the others crowded in and 
around as room would permit. It was a tight squeeze, but all were 
eager to discuss their situation. Gourd occupied the second seat, 
and sat with his head back and eyes closed. His brother, Dane 
stood next to him.

“Where did you say we are?” asked Kev.
“I think I must be mistaken...” Harby continued, still peering 

ahead, “...unless... no, there is the river and the same rock 
formations... and the way the river bends up towards...” He turned 
to look at the others in surprise.

“Just what the devil is going on here?” He looked from one face 
to the other. “This just can’t be! Inya City has disappeared!”

“Or never was,” said Gourd. His eyes were still closed.
“Now what’s that supposed to mean?” asked Kev.
“Yeah, I wanna know what’s happened to us!” exclaimed Bilsan.
“What about the Dama?” asked Jin.
Gourd sat up and opened his eyes. His gaze went from face 

to face, and then looked off into the distance. “Then it is so!” he 
exclaimed. “I knew it, yet somehow... its just so fantastic! Even when 
you know something exists... even if you’ve never seen it. But now...”

“What is he talking about?” asked Bilsan.
Gourd reacted by turning to Bilsan and looking him square in 

the eye. “Why, parallel universes of course! Time travel, and multi 
dimensions that make time and space essentially traversable to one 
who holds the secret.”

“But that was where Inya City stood just a few weeks ago,” said 
Harby. “I’m sure of it.”

Gourd turned to Harby, his eyes wide now and his breathing 
harder. “No,” he said, “No it wasn’t exactly there, Harby. Not in the 
sense that you experienced it a few weeks ago.”

Kev shook his head and said “C’mon man, talk sense. What are 
you trying to say, that we somehow slipped into another dimension?”

Gourd stepped forward. “What other explanation can there be? 
Just look! The mountains, the river, the beach... all exactly like Inya 
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City only there is no Inya City!”
By this time they were suspended over the little plateau that 

should have been the airship docks. It looked as though no city had 
ever existed there. Only lush forest and vegetation below. There 
were no roads leading down to the river front where there should 
have been sturdy wharves with sailing vessels tied. Instead, fields 
of flowers and grasses led down to a marshy area where herons and 
seagulls were the only living things to be seen.

Jin spoke, “If it was the Dooda,” she asked Gourd. “...I mean if it 
brought us here, do you think we can use it to get back?”

Gourd sat back again, closed his eyes and began a narrative.  
“Multi-dimensional time-space theory is sometimes simply 
compared to a two-dimensional world. Two-dimensional worlds 
can coexist like pages in a book, touching each other in a sense, 
yet not interfering with each other. But three-dimensional universes 
coexist in a very special way. An analogy might be the petals of a 
rose, each nestled in and around each other. Each is very similar to 
its neighbor, but not exactly like its neighbor. At any given time the 
rose petals can exist anyplace, so long as it is not in exactly the same 
place as another petal at the same time.

—«o»—
“In multi-dimensional worlds, three-dimensional universes exist 

apart from, yet intimately entwined with other similar universes, 
much like each other in that they sprung from a common seed, like 
in the rosebud example. Though they are very alike in most ways, 
there can be fundamental differences between these universes, like 
what we are apparently experiencing here before us.”

“But where are the people? asked Jin.
“Fundamental differences!” repeated Gourd.
“You mean like– no people exist here?” asked Kev.
Gourd was sitting up again, and gave Kev a grim look. He 

nodded his head. “That is precisely what I am suggesting.”
Everyone looked at one another in amazement, stunned at 

the realization that they had somehow left their own time and 
space to arrive in an unknown world of — who knew what? For 
a long time nobody spoke.
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They cruised farther north along the coastline for a while, 
hoping to learn something that would give them some idea of 
what to do next.

“What about the Dama?” asked Jin, for the second time. “Is it 
here as well, back there behind us somewhere?”

Harby banked a little to the west, heading the Judy out to sea 
and scanning the skies off to port side. Yesac pulled out his glass and 
began to trace the horizon. After a time, they turned back south 
again and then a little east, to where they intersected the coast just 
below where Inya City should have been.

“Not a boat on the water, not an airship in the sky,” remarked 
Yesac. “It’s eerie.”

“Yeah,” said Kev. “and this might sound funny, but I sorta miss 
those guys.” He looked from horizon to horizon.

The sun was high in the sky now, and the blanket mist of fog 
began to burn off, leaving a calm and lazy ocean lapping the beach 
below. The Judy cruised south along the strip of sand that bordered 
the salt water and the lush forests of the land that stretched endlessly 
to the south. The mountains farther inland looked tall and cold, 
their tops a bright white, their bottoms disappearing into the dense 
forests at their feet.

“Why don’t we just do the Dooda thing again and try and get 
back?” suggested Dane.

“I think we had better be very careful about what we do next,” 
said Yesac.

“I agree,” said Gourd. “We could find ourselves much the worse 
off than we are now.  Possibly separated from each other, or maybe 
even dead.”

“But you saw how we escaped from the Dama, merely by 
concentrating our thoughts...” interjected Dane.

“Yes, but I’m sure we don’t... that is, we cannot understand how 
to safely control the Dooda’s power. We don’t really know how to 
operate it. If we are not precisely tuned, and I mean collectively, to 
a place and time when we ‘cross over’, we could upset everything, 
maybe even cease to exist!” Gourd said.

Dandy stepped forward at this time, still rubbing his injured 
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neck. “I move we discuss our predicament before we try anything at 
all, and I suggest we do it with a full stomach. It seems we can take 
the time to consider our situation before we act.” He turned to go to 
the galley.

“I’ll give you a hand,” said Marga, getting up.
The others assented to try and devise a common plan among 

themselves in order to decide what to do next.
—«o»—

Ghaf was furious. More with himself than anything else. He 
hadn’t even considered that they might escape. They were confined 
to quarters with armed guards outside the door. He could only 
attribute their escape to the Dooda. He was beginning to see that 
there was so much more to this thing.

That it was a sort of ‘crystal ball’ he knew. He imagined it to be 
a foreteller of events, or perhaps a means of knowledge of the past 
and future. But he had not dreamed that the device could somehow 
make people and things disappear... or was it something else? How 
did they use the Dooda to escape? What did they do and where did 
they go?

As he had his crew search the airship over again, he pondered 
what he should do next.

—«o»—
The Judy reversed her course and began to follow the coastline 

north again. They had eaten a good meal and discussed their 
predicament among themselves. Lots of questions were raised, 
which only resulted in more uncertainty about their next move. The 
afternoon wore on and by sunset they still had not hit upon a plan 
they could all agree on.

“The thing we should focus on,” Dane was saying, “is Inya City, 
only this time we should think of people.”

“Or some particular incident that we might all have in common,” 
interjected Jin. “It seems like a very clear and common vision is 
important here.”

“Yes,” said Gourd, “the real risk here is not focusing collectively 
on exactly what we are trying to accomplish. If we lose our focus, 
or are not all concentrating on a common goal, it might result in an 
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unpredictable outcome.”
“Well I don’t want to spend the rest of my days here,” added 

Bilsan. “I’m for risking another crack at it.”
Yesac had quietly listened to the others until now. “I think we 

need to consider our real mission here,” he said. “Remember that we 
are sworn to return the Dooda to King Herb. I am suggesting that 
we try to use this power to return directly to Lillie.”

Dane looked uncomfortable, and shifted his gaze to his brother. 
Gourd met his look with uncertainty. Suddenly it seemed clear 
that Dane wanted this treasure for himself. For selfish reasons. For 
personal gain. Disregarding other people and whatever consequences 
may come. Like Dane had always been. Since childhood. It was 
always ‘Hurray for Dane,’ and damn everybody else. 

But Gourd was more concerned with the awesome power in the 
Dooda. Having looked into the window, he had seen terrible death 
and destruction. He was convinced that these were foreshadowed 
events that would come about from the Dooda’s power and influence 
if left unchecked.

Gourd respected King Herb’s legendary wisdom, but not to the 
degree that he was willing to relinquish the medallion to him. He 
feared that the power in any hands was corruptive and essentially 
evil. This left him in a quandary about what to do.

He wanted everyone to be able to return to their natural world 
and time, but he was dubious of their collective minds’ willingness 
to cooperate. Yesac and his crew and possibly Bilsan might. The 
problem was Dane, and to a certain degree, himself.

His thoughts drifted back to when they were kids, playing in the 
woods in Inya. Dane was a couple of years older than Gourd and 
always claimed the lion’s share of anything to be divided between 
them. He would take the choicest piece of fruit, leaving the lesser 
for his brother. But Gourd loved him and was always willing to let 
his brother take what he pleased. There was always enough, after all.

Dane’s selfish attitude bothered Gourd especially when other 
people suffered, like once when an old lady lost her purse with some 
money in it. Dane found the purse and removed the money before 
returning the purse to its rightful owner. He then accepted a reward 
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from the poor old woman for returning the purse, even though the 
money was gone.

Later, when he bragged to Gourd that he had stolen the money, 
Gourd secretly replaced it by leaving the stolen amount on her 
doorstep. The real shame of it was that Dane had no need of the 
money, and it was a substantial amount to the old lady.

Gourd covered up a lot of things in the past for Dane and the 
family name. He made excuses for Dane and even took the blame 
for a few of his brother’s deeds, often making restitution for him.

Dane was very popular with his friends, and with the teachers 
in school. His magnetism and smooth talk made him a hit with the 
girls. But he used them whenever he could for his own gain and 
pleasure.

It didn’t stop in school, either. As a young man, he excelled in 
sports, and had the athletics officials wrapped around his finger.  He 
could bend the rules like nobody else. He got whatever he wanted.

When he finally left school for the business world, he already 
had the family business to back him and absorb his mistakes. He 
spent money like wildfire, gambled and traded, and invested in wild 
schemes, making almost as much as he lost. The family’s holdings 
would support him for a long time at that rate, and so the cycle 
was perpetuated. Dane skipped through life without having to take 
responsibility for his actions. He never paid the penalties. Through 
luck, or competent legal representation, he got through life like the 
irresponsible rich-kid playboy he was.

But this was different. Now there was more than an old lady’s 
pension check at stake. Now, if he let Dane get away with what 
Gourd thought he planned, many people would suffer. Many would 
die because of it.

Gourd needed more time to think this through. He wanted to 
make the right decision, and come up with a plan that would work. 
He closed his eyes and shook his head slowly left and right. He 
clutched the Dooda pair to him. They were at this moment inside 
the case, nestled side by side.

“We all need to rest,” said Gourd finally. “The time-space shift 
will drain a lot of energy from us, as it did before. If I am right, we 
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can spare the time. We should be able to rest up a bit and plan our 
next session with the Dooda for the best chance of success. Then, 
upon making the transfer, we should be able to have the greatest 
control on our destination and time of arrival.” He searched the 
faces surrounding him for approval.

It was agreed that they wait until morning before any further 
action. Yesac locked the Dooda in the ship’s safe. They retired 
in pairs, Jin and Marga, Yesac and Bilsan, Kev and Dandy, 
Dane and Gourd, into each of the four cabins for the night. 
Harby dozed at the controls, the Judy facing into a gentle wind 
and throttled back to a crawl. There was really no point in a 
destination, and no safe place to moor the Judy, as there were no 
accommodations to be had anywhere.

Late afternoon moved onto dusk, which melted into night, 
revealing not a single pinpoint of light anywhere upon the ocean, 
save the ref lections from the stars as they came out, one by one. 
There was no moon. The dark mass before them yielded not a 
speck, no lights from distant cities, no campfires, nothing. It 
was darkness that none had experienced before, the kind that 
infused the loneliest feelings, the assurance that there was no 
one anywhere to be found on this world.

—«o»—
The next morning, the crew was up at the first suggestion 

of light to the east. The sky was a vivid pink with puffs of 
yellow and white arranged in long sweeping rows, stretching 
to the horizon. Dandy passed out mugs, followed by Kev with 
a steaming pot of coffa. “It’s very peaceful and beautiful here,” 
remarked Jin, as she leaned on the deck railing, the pink light 
from the sunrise setting her face aglow. A light fog lay on the 
beaches below. Shorebirds ran upon the sand. Gulls screeched.

“If we are truly forever lost to our own time,” said Gourd, 
stretching his lanky body with a yawn, “then we must pray 
that this place is the worst of where we may end up. I must 
warn you all that we could very well transfer ourselves to a very 
inhospitable time and place on our next trip with the Dooda.” He 
searched the faces of the group with the look that was becoming 
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a trademark with him. He was dead serious.
“I’m telling you that we really have to develop a togetherness 

closer than most folks get. By that I mean we have to learn to 
trust one another, and to develop a common goal.”

Dane stepped forward. “What do you mean, ‘common goal’? 
We all want to get out of here and back to where we belong, 
don’t we?” He turned to the others, a questioning look on his 
face.

“You don’t know what we are dealing with here! I’m trying to 
get it through to you how dangerous this is!” shouted Gourd. He 
moved toward Dane like he was going to attack him.

Kev stepped between the two brothers. “OK! OK!” he 
exclaimed. “ We aren’t getting anywhere arguing.”

Marga finally came forward with a suggestion that gave 
all of them hope. “Why don’t we all think of Gourd’s home in 
Trachelogia? It is a place that is as far away from Lillie as Inya. 
We could think of a warm afternoon and the f lowers that grow 
there in the summer. If we can travel there at the right time, 
then we can decide what to do after we arrive.”

“Marga’s right,” said Jin. “The first task is to get back to the 
proper time. We can worry about everything else once we get 
back.”

“How do we start?” asked Yesac. “Do we just join hands and 
concentrate, like before?”

“More or less,” answered Gourd. “It takes a total commitment.”
“So how do we do that?” asked Bilsan. “Myself, I am willing 

to go along with any reasonable plan, so long as we can get back 
safely. He glared at Dane. I am also willing to leave anyone 
behind if he poses a threat to our success!”

Kev now stepped between Dane and Bilsan. “Gentlemen, I 
won’t stand for any more! You are both acting like children!” He 
stood, looking from one to the other as he spoke. “I’ll see that 
you both are left behind if you can’t refrain from accosting each 
other!” No one challenged the threat.

Yesac said, “I think Marga’s idea has a lot of merit. I also 
agree that it is very important that we work together, at least for 
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a while, until we can get back to our own time. What do you say 
we plan to travel to Trachelogia at noon?”

All were in agreement, even though Dane was a little hesitant, 
and Bilsan a bit dubious. They decided to try to make their way back 
at mid-day, after a little more rest.

Now they tried to prepare themselves mentally for the ordeal. 
Gourd went back to his bunk while the others busied themselves, 
each with their own thoughts.

Marga and Jin were in the galley while Dandy and Harby were 
in the pilot room. Kev pulled Yesac forward, out of earshot of Dane 
and Bilsan, who were keeping their distance from each other.

“I’m worried about those two,” he indicated rearward with a nod 
of his head. They’re like ticking bombs about to go off at any time.” 
He looked Yesac in the eye.

Yesac looked out to sea and took a deep breath. “I know it,” he 
replied, letting it out in a long sigh. “But I don’t see as we have much 
choice in the matter. We can’t very well leave either one of them 
here, and anyway I somewhat side with Bilsan. I think Dane is up 
to no good and always has been.” He turned and hooked his arms 
through the railing.

“What will we do with him if and when we arrive?”
“You mean Dane? I think we will just watch him carefully. I 

think we can keep him under control.” mused Yesac.
“Well we can’t let our guard down. That skunk will pull 

something if we give him a chance,” said Kev, looking back towards 
Dane, who stood aft, smoking one of Harby’s little cigars.

Bilsan was on the other side of the ship, sitting in a deck chair, 
trying to spot something out on the ocean. He kept the binoculars 
up to his eyes, scanning the blue horizon.

Jin came out of the galley and approached Yesac and Kev. She 
was wearing a dark jumpsuit and carried a fanny pack, which she 
was adjusting. As she neared the two men, her eyes turned from the 
pack to Yesac’s face. They were serious. She in turn looked to Kev, 
and then aft.

“You know...” she began.
“You don’t trust Dane,” finished Kev.
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“Yeah, we were just discussing our friend,” said Yesac. “What do 
you think about our current state of affairs?”

“Let me try and understand something here,” she said. “Dane 
carried the window back to Inya and faked a robbery to throw certain 
parties off the trail, including his brother, Gourd. Though he could 
not see any images in the Dooda window unaided by the presence of 
another mind, he still believed in its powers enough to want to try 
and own it. Being a collector, he was intrigued by the possibilities of 
owning it and its legendary other half.

“Yeah, and from a collector’s perspective, it seems the only value 
Dane could put upon it was monetary, and the fact that it is quite 
unique,” said Kev.

“Still, Gourd acts like the two halves coming together is 
potentially catastrophic,” said Jin. “He isn’t very stable in my opinion 
either.”

“I think you’re right,” said Yesac. “The both of them bear 
watching.

“I’m wondering about Bilsan,” said Jin.
Yesac stroked his beard and paused a moment before answering. 

“Bilsan? I think he’s probably all right. He’s just a loner, and though 
he says he makes a lot of friends, I think there’s a side of Bilsan that 
no one gets to know. He is a man of his own convictions, that’s for 
sure. He has set values and he lives by them. I, for one, would rather 
have him on my side then as a foe.”

“And something else...” said Jin. “Gourd was willing to send us 
off in search of Dane and the window half of the Dooda. I wonder 
why he did that?”

“What do you mean?” asked Yesac.
“Well, he must have thought that it would be safe with Dane for 

the time, I think, because Dane couldn’t discover the key to making 
it work. Then, when the ‘theft’ was reported, Gourd was afraid 
that the window would find its way back to its companion half, the 
traveler. He must have known the legend of the other half and where 
it was rumored to be.

“When Gourd realized Dane’s ruse, he set off to Acirfa to try to 
beat him to it, to prevent the very thing that happened.”
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“So Dane had the window all the time, intending to bring 
the two halves together for his collection,” finished Kev.

“Or intending to sell the pair to the highest bidder,” she said, 
turning to Kev.

“What about Snacilbuper?”
“Dane is no more a Snac agent then I am,” said Jin. “He is all 

for himself and will sell out to anyone at the drop of a hat. He 
uses everyone and everything as a tool for his own advancement.”

“All having the same opinion of this guy, why don’t we do 
something about it now?” questioned Kev.

“Because we don’t really have any solid reason. After all, 
aside from concealing the Dooda window, he really hasn’t done 
anything that we haven’t done,” said Yesac.

“Yes, but we didn’t even know there were two halves until late 
in the game. Why didn’t Gourd tell us that?” interjected Kev.

“Probably because he felt that the window might be safer 
with King Herb than with Dane, but he didn’t want the two 
halves to come together. I think he was going to find and destroy 
the traveler half before it could happen. Circumstances caused 
us to invoke the Dooda to escape disaster. Only now we are in 
this predicament because of the Dooda, and are forced to call 
upon it a second time to get us back to where we belong.”

“It’s self-fulfilling; sort of... absorbing all who come in 
contact with it,” mused Jin.

“Yeah, but what else is there to do? We have to use it!” 
Exclaimed Kev.

—«o»—
It was noon. Yesac unlocked the safe that held the Dooda pair. 

He removed them from their case and placed them on the table 
before the rest of the party. He studied each of their faces.

Kev watched Dane on his right, still unsure as to what he 
might do. He was next to his brother, across the table from 
Bilsan, who also was keeping a wary eye on him. Harby was 
between Bilsan and Kev and had a tense look. Dandy was at 
the other end of the table with Jin and Marga.Gourd leaned 
forward and put his hands out, cradling the Dooda pair, and 
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interlocking his grip with Bilsan, and in turn with each of the 
others until eighteen hands were finally joined in a ring, with 
the two glowing, pulsating medallions in the center.

“Think only of Trachelogia and our first meeting,” said 
Gourd in a monotone voice. “ Tra-che-logia. Tra-che-logia.” The 
others picked up the chant, closing their eyes and concentrating 
on Gourd’s train of thought.  

At first, it seemed like nothing was happening. Just the 
repeated chant, over and over. Kev opened one eye and searched 
the room. Bilsan was doing the same thing. Still it seemed like 
it wasn’t working. Gourd opened his eyes and seemed to beckon 
the two men to concentrate more. The chant continued.

Then something was different. It was like the air pressure 
and humidity had changed... and the light. Something caused 
the light to fade. A misty fog was in the air and there was the 
distant cacophony of sounds again.

The walls of the room seemed to dissolve slowly into the 
increasingly foggy atmosphere. Now things were beginning to 
spin and their chant could no longer be heard above the sounds 
of the transfer. They were caught up in the time-space shift. It 
was happening. But this one was different than the last time.

Kev tried to look at Yesac, a glowing purple body that seemed 
illuminated from within. He could see the bones and organs, 
and the blood pumping through his friend’s arteries. He turned 
to look at the others across the table. Each displayed a similar 
appearance.

When he tried to speak, no words came out. The ever-
increasing pitch and volume of the noise was becoming 
unbearable. Finally the group broke their hold on one another 
in favor of covering their ears. When they did, the sights and 
sounds abruptly halted, the fog slowly dissolved.

—«o»—



chapter Two

They were still in the galley of the Judy, gathered around the 
table as before, only something seemed different. They looked at 
each other with questioning faces. It was very cold, and the wind 
was up. The light was a soft gray.

Gourd was face down on the table with Dane trying to revive 
him. He lifted his head from the table and pushed him back into 
the chair. Dandy got a wet cloth from the sink. He wiped the 
unconscious man’s face.

Gourd gave a groan and pushed the cloth away. “Unnhhh! What 
happened?” He rubbed his eyes. “Did we all come through?” He 
looked about him, counting heads. He blinked. “Where are we?”

Harby returned from the Nav room. “I’m not sure where we are 
now, we seem to be in a cloud, or fog of some sort. Unless I can get 
some sort of fix on something...” he trailed off.

Yesac stepped out on the deck with Kev, and peered into the 
dense whiteness surrounding them. It was very unsettling. The 
only sound was from the droning fans at the rear of the airship, 
ceaselessly pushing them forward into the fog

—«o»—
The Dama was returning to Inya, only this time they went 

south until they could cross the Sudapa mountain chain. They 
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journeyed westward until they reached the Yellow Sea and then 
turned north.

Ghaf was determined to find Yesac and his crew, though he 
didn’t know how just yet. He was sure about only one thing —
should he ever come that close to the Dooda again, he would not 
fail to take full possession.

—«o»—
The Judy droned into the white mist. The compass indicated 

they were still headed north, but the altimeter was erroneous. 
It measured alternately altitudes so diverse that it had to be 
discounted. The wind was still rising and there was rain.

Harby lay back in the navigator’s chair and rubbed his eyes. 
“Not much use in trying to see anything,” he said. He pulled the 
ascent lever. “Maybe we can climb above it.” 

The airship rose into the thickest clouds. The decks were wind-
washed with a furious rain that tried to penetrate the transparent 
panels of the nav room. The crew looked out at the horizontal 
stream of water before them, trying to peer beyond. It was even 
darker now. Harby switched on the ship’s running lights.

It was as if they were suspended in a thick, gray sponge, the 
substance of which was constantly squeezed by some giant unseen 
hand, dashing water in an almost rhythmical timing against the 
sides of the airship. One lost their sense of direction, and even, to 
some degree, cognizance of which direction was up or down under 
these conditions.

Then the lightning began, almost imperceptibly at first. Just a 
soft illuminating glow that seemed to bathe them in a bluish light. 
It looked as if they were headed into the center of a bad storm. The 
flashes grew more intense and came more often. Soon they were 
conscious of a low rumbling thunder.

Marga held Hairy in her arms as the little animal trembled 
with each clap, burrowing deeper into the safety of her bosom. 
“He’s really scared,” she said, “...and I’m scared too!”

Jin put an arm around her. “We’re all scared, Honey.” She 
looked at Yesac as she said this.

Yesac could only agree. He began to have doubts about their 
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chances for survival. He turned to Harby. “What do you think, 
Harb?”

“Well,” said Harby, “The good news is that we probably won’t 
hit anything up here.” He turned in his chair and looked at the two 
women. “We should rise above it in a very short time, though the 
going could get rougher before it gets better. I’d suggest everyone 
stay seated and strapped in until we ride out this buffeting.”

The crew and passengers took the suggestion to heart. For a 
while, they just sat in their seats, holding on and not speaking. The 
Judy tossed about like a child’s balloon in the wind.

The storm intensified, as did the thunder and lightning, but no 
harm came to them. After long minutes that turned into hours, the 
lightning and thunder ceased to startle them, though it continued 
with all the ferocity it had shown from the first. They sat there like 
statues, enduring the chaos, and hoping they would come out of this 
soon...and they did.

—«o»—
The Dama stopped in Inya City to lay in supplies. From there, 

Ghaf was bound for Duleam. He had decided there were no more 
clues to be found concerning the disappearance of the Dooda in 
Acirfa. But some would surface, eventually... and when they did, he 
would be prepared.

—«o»—
The Judy broke through the cloud cover as quickly as if someone 

had thrown a switch. Suddenly the storm was no more. They were 
atop a vast sea of fluffy clouds, illuminated by a full moon. The 
atmosphere was so remarkably clear that the Milky Way was a 
contrasting path of foggy sparkles. The planets and stars shown with 
uncommon distinctness. They could still hear the thunder below 
them, though it was fading in both intensity and frequency.

Harby pushed the altitude lever in an effort to arrest their ascent. 
The airship responded and they soon found themselves floating well 
above an infinite sea of cotton, stretching in all directions. The 
horizon was distinctly curved from their vantage point.

The crew was astounded at the scene before them. They all 
gathered at the railing. For a long time, nobody spoke. It was much 
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cooler here, though there was no wind. Their breath came out in 
clouds and hung in the stillness. The fans were quiet now as Harby 
came out on deck with a sextant and aimed it into the sky.

Gourd finally broke the silence. “You realize that there was no 
moon at the time we left. That puts us at least two weeks out of phase 
with our right, time.”

“Yeah,” said Harby, “and according to these readings I’m getting, 
not very close to Trachelogia.”

“Well. Where do you think we are?” asked Yesac.
“Not knowing the time of day, or even the month or year, I can 

only state that we seem to be a good way south and somewhat east. 
In fact, we are closer to the northwest coast of Acirfa... I think.”

Then we might plot a course westward to Lillie and arrive in a 
few days,” said Yesac. “What do you think about it? Can we do it?”

Harby was making calculations and scribbling something. He 
was nodding as he checked his figures. “I think we can plan for that, 
Captain.”

“You mean we’re going home?” asked Marga, excitedly. She 
turned to Kev and hugged him, and then hugged Dandy. She turned 
to Dane and stopped suddenly when she saw the look on his face. 
She could not quite make it out. Was it anger? Despair? It was not 
a look of contentment. He seemed uncomfortable with the outcome 
of things.

Bilsan noticed it too, and looked to Kev, who was watching both 
of them. Kev made eye contact with Yesac, signaling that something 
was afoot.

“I only wish this cloud cover would dissipate,” remarked Dandy. 
“I would feel better if I could see the terrain below.”

“Well, at least we’re out of the storm,” said Marga.
“And safe,” added Jin.
“Safe for now,” said Kev, still eyeing Dane.
Yesac suggested some food, and Dandy hurried off to prepare 

something. Marga and Jin followed while Dane helped Gourd back 
to his cabin. Kev and Bilsan remained on deck while Yesac and 
Harby mapped out their intended course.

They cruised through the night until the horizon paled behind, 
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and the full moon was magnified to a staggering size before them. It 
shown a pinkish gold against the blue of the morning sky. But still 
they were not able to see the earth below due to the clouds.

“We can only continue westward,” Harby was saying, “until this 
cloud cover dissipates.” He scanned the horizon before them. The 
big moon nearly touching it, now a deeper gold. The last of the stars 
were winking, and disappearing. “We could use a day of cruising 
under the sun to charge the flywheel,” he said, as he surveyed the 
instruments before him.

Bilsan and Kev were having a conversation mid-deck.
“...and so I agreed to guide them through the north passage,” 

Bilsan explained. “I didn’t think they had a coyote’s chance of finding 
you, much less the Dooda. I hoped that somehow I could just lose 
myself from them later. They’d roughed up my friend, Radley so 
bad... and for no good reason. He only knew you had left for the 
eastern side of the Sudapas, headed for Qari. Ghaf probably already 
knew that.”

Kev listened to his explanation, and nodded thoughtfully. “So 
what’s your goal? What’s your interest in all this?”

Bilsan looked him directly in the eye. “I’ll tell you sincerely 
that I have no interest or claim to this Dooda business. In fact, I’m 
scared of it. I’m inclined to agree with Gourd about what should be 
done, but I’ll not hinder your mission. If you need my assistance and 
support, consider me to be on your side... for now.”

Kev smiled and proffered his hand. “I judged you would be, 
Bilsan. “Thanks.”

By now the moon was just a sliver of orange on the western 
horizon, dropping into the clouds at the edge of the world. The sun 
simultaneously made its way into the bluest sky Kev thought he had 
ever seen. It cast long shadows across the deck, bathing the wood 
and glass in yellow warmth. Below was fluffy and white, as before. 
He listened for the thunder and couldn’t hear any. But he could smell 
coffa in the warming air. He made his way to the galley.

There he found Dandy and Jin, discussing their theories on the 
time-space continuum and other dimensions. Jin turned to Kev as 
he entered. “How about you, Kev,” she asked. “Can you go back in 
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time and actually change history?”
“I tell you it’s impossible!” said Dandy. “Think of the absurd 

possibilities... like, say I went back to your great grandfather’s time, 
and met your grandmother before he did, and let’s just suppose we 
married, and had children...”

“Well,” said Kev, with a big grin, “Then I suppose you’d be my 
great grandfather.” He held out a cup. “So, how about it, Gramps? 
Can I have a cup of coffa?”

Dandy flushed, shook his head, and blew out his cheeks with a 
long sigh. “You!” he paused, “I can never have a serious conversation 
with you. Everything’s a joke to you. Why can’t you for just once... 
oh, Jehoojits, man!” He poured steaming liquid into Kev’s cup.

“Oh, come down a bit, Dandy. I can’t figure this stuff out. I’m 
just as perplexed as you. All I know is that I will be glad to get back 
to Lillie, and be done with the whole business!” He slurped his coffa, 
burning his tongue and making a face.

“Well, I have some theories.” Yesac stepped into the galley. He 
grabbed a clean cup and held it out to Dandy.

Dandy poured it full and then sat down. “I’d like to hear your 
ideas.”

“Let’s get Harby and Marga in here.” Yesac looked up to see 
Bilsan standing there. “You too, Bilsan. You’ll want to hear what 
I’ve got to say.

“Gourd and Dane are in their cabin, and it’s just as well,” he 
said. “I think we should exclude them from this little meeting.” 
He shifted in his seat, his eyes making their rounds of the faces all 
directed at him. They waited a few minutes until Marga and Harby 
joined them.

“We are hopefully headed for Lillie,” he began. “Harby thinks 
we should be there in a few days. However, a lot can happen in that 
time, so I’m asking you all to be on your toes. Gourd and Dane 
cannot be trusted. I’m concerned they may try to do something to 
keep us from making Lillie safely.”

“I saw his face when...” said Marga, sitting back and remembering 
the look on Dane’s face when she was so overjoyed with the prospect 
of returning home. She didn’t finish, but grasped Jin’s hand.
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“What kind of mischief do you think they’re up to?” asked Kev. 
He indicated the safe amid ship. “The Dooda’s all locked up and you 
have the key.”

“Yeah,” said Harby. “The weather should clear and it should 
be safe sailing all the way home. We don’t even have to make any 
stops.” He looked at the others.

“Surely we can put down any attempt at mutiny from those two,” 
said Bilsan, his eyes narrowing.

“So, what are you thinking?” asked Jin.
“I’m thinking we still don’t understand what we are dealing with 

here and we have to be cautious,” said Yesac.
“...and we’re watching for what?” asked Kev.
“I don’t know what exactly,” answered Yesac. “But that thing’s 

got something about it that tends to change one’s plans, no matter 
how well thought out.”

“Well considering its history, or what we know of it, it has proven 
to be slippery when it comes to holding on to it,” said Dandy. “I 
wonder what King Herb has in mind?”

“I hope he’ll lock it away,” said Bilsan. “Put it someplace where 
no one could ever find it.”

“Or destroy it,” Kev said.
“I wonder about that,” Jin mused. “After all, it is a mind-driven 

thing. When one approaches it with destruction in their mind...”
“Of course!” exclaimed Yesac. “That’s why it is so destructive! 

Those that want to possess it the most, the ones that will spare 
nothing to obtain it, the power hungry ones...”

“That’s where all the destructive energy comes from,” said Jin. “It 
sort of reflects and magnifies whatever mindset is communicating 
with it.”

“That’s why we didn’t go to Trachelogia last night like we were 
supposed to,” said Marga, nodding her head, matter-of-factly.”

Yesac turned to her, his mouth agape. “It was because of Dane, 
wasn’t it, Marga?” His mind changed all we were trying to do, didn’t 
it?”

Marga looked at him with a surprised look on her face. “Of 
course, Yesac. He is not a nice man!” she said, shaking her head.
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It was at this point that Yesac realized that Marga, more 
than anyone else, had some kind of natural understanding of this 
phenomenon, somewhat like the way she could read an animal’s 
mind. It was apparently her very innocence and openness that 
enabled her to do it. 

Because there was never an unkind thought in Marga’s mind, 
no urge to control, or to possess power, her mind would not produce 
the terrible effects that seemed somehow imminent in any mental 
intercourse with the Dooda.

But was it possible? Could a more advanced mind have complete 
control of it? A mind so disciplined as to actually filter out unwanted 
thoughts in order to direct the Dooda’s power as desired? And what 
if this mind was clean and focused on the good of mankind? What 
good things could be brought to happen under the right conditions?

—«o»—
The Dama left the northwest coast of Inya, having made a quick 

stop in Yadja. She headed out over the somewhat stormy-looking 
ocean. Her next destination was Duleam.

Ghaf sat, looking out over the darkening western horizon. There 
were whitecaps on the water below. Squalls of rain and thunder were 
scattered. The report said that navigation across the great waters was 
still safe, especially for such a big airship. He relaxed.

After leaving their home port of Duleam tomorrow night, they 
would be only two more days arriving in Lillie. There, he would, 
perhaps, get another chance at the Dooda, assuming, of course, that 
Yesac returned safely with it.

He wished he could make better time. Dealing with the Inyanian 
prisoners took an entire day, and a tangle of paperwork and red tape 
before he was able to release them to the authorities at Inya City. 
Extreme diplomacy was needed in order to leave in such a short 
time.

It basically amounted to pardons for the Inyanians in exchange 
for hushing up the entire incident. The less publicity about this 
affair, the better. But Ghaf knew that this would not be the end of 
it. In fact, both Duleam and Inya already were gearing up to debate 
the warlike activities of both the Dama and the Victory, and the 
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presence of the Snacilbuper ship that had burned on the coast.
 Ghaf had to get to Lillie before all that broke loose. He wanted 

to come out holding the goods when the dust settled and the world 
figured out what they were all fighting about.

—«o»—
Harby made another effort at reading the stars that evening. 

This time he climbed to the top of the envelope in order to get a look 
at the entire sky. Yesac joined him.  There was a strong wind from 
their forward motion. Both men attached their safety harnesses to 
the rail, and stood up on the short deck atop the Judy. From their 
vantage, they observed their surroundings.

To their dismay, there were still clouds below them as far as they 
could see in all directions. Harby aimed his sextant at the North 
Star. He noted the reading and then looked concernedly at Yesac.

“What’s wrong?” inquired Yesac.
Harby looked really uncomfortable. “Well, we seem to be really 

lost,” he finally replied.
Yesac had an amazed look. “What do you mean, ‘lost’? There’s 

all these stars and your sextant and charts.”
“They won’t do us any good,” remarked Harby. “They are all 

made for another place.”
Yesac still didn’t understand.
“Look at the constellations!” Harby pointed. “They seem 

somehow... mirrored from what they should be, although even that’s 
not a good explanation. Note those three bright stars over there.” He 
indicated a cluster near the horizon behind them. I’m sure I’ve never 
seen them before.” He searched the heavens around them. “And 
over there,” he said, pointing in still another direction, “That big orb 
there looks more like a planet, and I’m sure I don’t know that one.”

“Then we aren’t any closer to home than before,” said Yesac. 
“Maybe even farther than we can imagine.”

They remained on top for another half an hour, hoping to see 
something that would discount their revelation, but Harby continued 
to point out the differences he observed in the skies above. Finally 
they had to admit their predicament, and climb down to inform the 
others.
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—«o»—
King Herb was becoming quite concerned. News was well 

overdue from Yesac. He wondered what had become of them and if 
they were all right. His sources of information lost them somewhere 
near Qari. He had heard of two airships destroyed in Acirfa, but 
could get no straight information on their identity.

He considered outfitting another airship to send out in search of 
the Judy, although it probably wasn’t practical. There was a lot of area 
to search in Acirfa, and he hadn’t enough information. It would be 
in their best interest to wait a while longer.

He stood on a balcony and looked to the east, toward the 
direction from which Yesac would arrive. Although it was a clear 
night, there was no moon. All was still and quiet.

—«o»—
The crew was very disappointed when they learned that they 

were still not back to the right time and place. They decided to make 
another attempt at crossing over in the morning. Yesac privately 
spoke with Dandy. He was to slip a strong sedative to both Gourd 
and Dane at dinner. Hopefully they would be asleep when the rest 
of them tried their plan.

The evening meal was prepared and served. Dandy was successful 
in his endeavors, even eliciting a compliment from Dane as he 
drained his wineglass.

“A most enjoyable meal,” Dane said. He held out his glass, and 
Dandy obliged by filling it up, and then turned to Gourd, the bottle 
poised above his glass.

Gourd held up his hand to protest, and then said, “only a little, 
Dandy. It seems to have a lot of effect on me tonight.”

Soon after dinner, everyone retired. Even Harby was allowed 
the rest he so badly needed before their next time-space shift, 
which could only be termed a ‘trip’. The Judy, now bathed in bright 
moonlight, was adrift in a limitless sky. Her fans were quiet, and all 
systems were powered down. They slept.

When the eastern sky was still pink, and the sun had not yet 
shown its rays, Kev went around and aroused all but Gourd and 
Dane. They quietly gathered in the galley, surrounding the Dooda, 
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which lay on the table before them.
Already it pulsed before their eyes. There was a warmth to the 

air immediately surrounding it, like heat from a woodstove. Marga 
reached to Jin, directly across the table from her. As she did so, 
she closed her eyes and a pleasurable grin consumed her face. The 
others followed as before, linking their hands to form a cradle for 
the medallion.

“Think of the meadow in Trachelogia where we sat on the log,” 
Marga said. “Remember how the air smelled.” She was bowing her 
head now, and breathing deeply.

Kev thought back to the day they had first climbed down the rim 
of the volcano on their visit to Trachelogia. In his mind he could see 
them all walking in single file along the trail. He remembered the 
animal trails branching out into the meadow.

Jin felt the warmth of the comradeship they had experienced as 
they shared their meal while sitting on the great fallen tree at the 
edge of the meadow. She tried to remember the taste of the food.

Yesac thought of how much at home Marga had seemed in those 
surroundings. She was in control then as she was now. Her voice was 
almost melodic as she described the meadow.

Dandy was lost in Marga’s description of the scene. He let 
himself relax and tried to imagine being there. He felt a little dizzy.

Bilsan thought of the woman on the sand, lying on a blanket 
with the good bottle of booze. He imagined lying next to her, the 
ocean waves rolling in with a soothing rumble, the occasional gull 
crying out, the warm breeze causing her hair to dance about the 
supple curves of her skin.

Harby wished he could be back on that beach of Trachelogia, 
landing as he did when he picked them up after their visit to Gourd. 
He recalled their tiny figures on the sand, running about below him 
as he descended.

This time the transfer was more pleasant. The walls seemed to 
melt as before, but more slowly. The cacophony arose as before, only 
not as furious, nor as loud. Kev looked across the table at Marga. 
She radiated an aura not unlike a rainbow. As he scanned his 
companions, he observed a similar glow on all but Bilsan. That man 
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seemed different. It was if the colors of his aura were not the same as 
the others. Kev was studying this and wondering why the difference 
when everything seemed to change again.

The cacophony ceased suddenly, and they found themselves in 
the galley as before. Only something was different. Harby got up 
and went to peer out at their surroundings. The others were slowly 
coming around to their senses.

Marga alone remained with her head down on the table. Her 
regular breathing seemed to indicate she was fast asleep. The Dooda 
still pulsed as before, only it was slowly ceasing its activity. It seemed 
as if it was winding down.

Yesac picked the medallion pair up and slipped it into the case. 
He carefully placed it into the safe and turned to the others. They all 
showed signs of exhaustion as before.

Harby came back in with an excited look on his face. “We made 
it!” he exclaimed. “We seem to be over the beach where we first went 
ashore!”

The others were relieved with the good news. They all made 
their way out to the deck to see for themselves, leaving Marga asleep 
at the table.

They looked out upon a gentle morning. The beach stretched out 
of sight to the northwest and gently curved around to the right and 
east of them until it faded into the blue beyond. The tide was out, 
leaving acres of hard wet sand below them. The ocean was calm, 
with hardly a trace of foam, as it gently rolled onto the edge of the 
sand.

Harby engaged the fans and headed the airship inland towards 
Gourd’s habitat. They would soon approach the sunken volcano’s 
rim.

“Wake Gourd and Dane,” said Yesac to Dandy.
“Yes, Sir!” replied Dandy. He made his way aft and proceeded to 

carry out the order. Kev followed him.
“We’ll need to take on fresh water before we leave here,” 

remarked Harby. “The other supplies we have will have to do until 
we can reach Duleam.”

“I don’t want to spend any more time in Duleam than we have 
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to,” said Yesac. “In fact, if we could go some other way...”
“There isn’t another way,” said Harby. Unless we go back to Inya 

for supplies, and then chance a non-stop route at a gentle arc, missing 
Duleam altogether. But we need more chemistry for making gas. 
Without it we can’t make Lillie, in my estimation.”

Yesac thought about that for a moment. “Then we are at near 
equilibrium now?” he asked.

“Yes,” Harby answered. “Even venting enough gas to take on the 
water we need will seriously deplete our supply. Though we are well 
charged from a day in the sun, all we can muster is forward speed. 
When we are out of gas, we can’t fly anymore. We can maybe make 
two more ascensions, three at the most.”

Dandy was returning from the rear. “They’re waking up. Still 
pretty groggy, but coming around. Kev is with them, making sure 
they don’t go back to sleep.”

They watched as the airship crossed over the rim of the volcanic 
crater. The earth dropped off in a great depression that reached a 
considerable distance to the north before touching the far side of 
the rim. Below, the forest was thick and green. They started their 
descent into the valley, veering to the northwest en route to Gourd’s 
cabin.

Gourd was on deck now, and was rubbing his eyes and peering 
over the rail. “How did we get here?” he asked. “I thought we were...”

“We were,” said Kev, “But now we aren’t and we are here. Don’t 
try to figure it out.”

Gourd looked at Dane, who was sitting in a deck chair holding 
his head. He turned back to Yesac. “We were drugged! You put 
something in the wine! We have come through another time-space 
shift, and you drugged us so we couldn’t...”

“So you or Dane could not influence the outcome,” said Yesac. 
“...and it worked! I suspected that Dane’s influence was throwing our 
destination off, and I was right.”

“But I could have helped...”
“I don’t know that we trust you, either,” Yesac said frankly. 

“There has been too much you haven’t told us. I can’t be sure of your 
motives, but now I’m fairly sure about your brother’s.
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“Now that we have reached your home, my plan is to leave you 
and Dane here. I can see no good reason to take you to Lillie.” 

Gourd was speechless. He sat and pondered Yesac’s words. Dane 
groaned and held his head in his hands.

They were only a couple of hundred feet above the valley floor 
now, fast coming upon Gourd’s place of residence. They could see 
the distinctive windmill, tied up against the wind as Gourd had 
left it. They slowed and banked around for a good look at the place 
before they chose to land in the fields beyond. Everything looked 
peaceful and undisturbed.

“Everything seems in order?” asked Yesac.
Gourd surveyed the landscape below. He nodded. “Just like I left 

it,” he said.
Yesac gave the command, and in a few more minutes they settled 

in the field a few hundred yards from the cabin. Harby, Marga and 
Dandy stayed with the airship while the others escorted Gourd and 
Dane across the pasture.

 They carried some extra supplies, making sure they had ample 
provisions to last them until Dane’s supply ship would arrive the 
following spring. After checking the cabin and surrounding 
outbuildings, and finding everything serviceable, Yesac addressed 
the two men.

“I’m satisfied that you will be comfortable here,” he said, “after 
all, you could be left in worse circumstances. I know Dane considers 
this to be a robbery, of sorts. Since you claim ownership of the 
Dooda, by right of inheritance from your grandfather, who was, by 
your own admission, a scoundrel himself...”

“Nevertheless! My brother and I have as much right to it as King 
Herb. You can’t just carry it away, thinking that will be the end of 
it.” His jaw jutted out and his fists were clenched.

Yesac stepped forward. “I can carry it away, and if you interfere...”
“We can do nothing,” said Gourd, turning to his brother, “They 

are under the authority of the Crown of Lillie.” He gently took his 
brother by the shoulders. “It is out of our hands now.”

They left the two men standing on the porch, and walked toward 
the open field where the Judy floated a foot or so off the ground, 
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moored to two large wooden stakes. Harby was making a general 
inspection and getting the airship ready to lift off.

Kev walked a wide circle around her, scanning the rigging on 
the envelope. He stood under the port fan and carefully eyed the 
blades, then moved to the other side. He stood thoughtfully for a 
while before climbing aboard.

“Any problems?” asked Yesac.
Kev still looked thoughtful. “No,” he said after a moment’s 

hesitation, “I don’t think so. I’m just trying to figure out about 
that once-damaged blade. It seems to be in identical condition to 
the other... like, like it never was damaged. It’s like, somehow, 
after the time-space shift...”

“Yeah,” Harby blurted, “and the harpoon thing from the 
Victory. There’s no damage from that incident either.”

“Well, it hasn’t done anything for my sore neck,” said Dandy 
with a scowl. He massaged his injured neck and turned to Marga. 
“Marga’s arm is still broken...”

“But it’s healing, Dandy.” It was Jin.
“Anybody else notice anything strange?” asked the captain.
“Well. These transfers, or trips seem to sap a lot of energy out 

of me, for one,” said Bilsan. It seems harder to recover from the 
last trip than the first, even though the last time the trip itself 
was much more pleasant than the first.”

Jin said, “I think that Dane’s presence had a lot to do with 
that. It was like a conflict during the second crossover. We didn’t 
reach our intended destination, and the trip itself was rough, not 
like when Marga seemed to be in control.”

“If you think about it,” said Yesac, “Marga was more in control 
on the first trip, when we left the Dama.”

“Yes, but Dane was with us,” replied Jin. “When he was 
not conscious of the shift, we had a more pleasant trip, and we 
reached our intended destination,” she pointed out.

Kev thought about the auras he had seen during the last 
crossover. He wondered about the differences he had seen in 
Bilsan’s aura compared to the others. He tried to remember what 
Gourd’s and Dane’s looked like the time before, but couldn’t 
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recall anything significant.
“Cast off!” shouted Harby, as he made ready to jettison water.
Kev and Bilsan freed the lines and they gently rose above the 

treetops. Harby eased the throttle forward and the Judy nosed 
to northeast. The wind was gentle and only a few stratus cloud 
formations traversed the wide, blue sky overhead.

“We’ll reach our fresh water source in about a quarter hour,” 
Harby said to Yesac.

The crew went about making things tidy and secure for the trip 
to Duleam. They expected the journey to be uneventful and quiet. 
They also expected to get some rest.

Jin considered swimming in the lake if the water was nice. She 
asked Harby what he thought about the idea.

“Well, I don’t know. The charts don’t really give any temperature 
or other data about the water,” he replied.

“We’ll have to see what it’s like when we arrive,” said Yesac. He 
thought how nice a swim would feel... if the water was right.

They cruised over a sparse forest of evergreen trees. They saw 
an occasional deer and once, a bear. Marga and Jin stood at the 
forward rail and squinted into the distance. The lake was visible at 
the far horizon, though there was a mist that obscured details and 
they were still too far away to discern very much.

Harby sat back in the pilot’s chair with his arms folded. He 
surveyed the instrument panel. Yesac stood beside him, looking on.

“See the gauge on the left?” Harby was saying, indicating the 
buoyant gas system. “It’s at about twenty percent. Once we take on 
the water, I will expand about half of that twenty into the main 
envelope, leaving only ten percent. That should allow us to ascend 
to about five thousand feet. After that, we can probably only lift 
off one more time before we’ll need more chemistry to charge the 
compressed gas generator. Even now, we should be processing it, but 
the chem tanks are dry.”

Yesac thought about it. “What if we don’t take on so much 
water?”

“We could do that, but it severely limits maneuverability. If we 
need to climb quickly for some reason...”
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Yesac stroked his beard and reconnoitered. “If we take on less 
water, we essentially have more gas to work with, because it will take 
less expansion to get the same lift. Do you see what I’m getting at?”

“Well, yeah, but I don’t advise it,” said Harby, studying Yesac’s 
face. “We can safely reach Duleam by taking on a full charge of 
water.”

Yesac looked haggard. “I’d like to avoid Duleam altogether.”
Harby sighed and shook his head. “From our position now, we 

simply have to go to Duleam. There just isn’t any other place to 
acquire chemistry.”

By this time they reached the edge of the lake. There was an 
expansive marshy area, with lily pads and cattails and abundant 
waterfowl. Some distance out, beyond edge of the marsh, the water 
looked clear and inviting.

The airship slowed and Harby vented more of the precious gas 
in order to descend. Dandy and the two women were gathering 
their bathing suits and towels. Kev and Bilsan made ready the water 
pump.

In a few more minutes, they were anchored in fairly shallow 
water, the gondola’s bottom just off the surface. The water looked 
very clear and inviting.

Marga tossed an air mattress down, and grinned at Jin. She then 
grasped her nose and followed the raft with a splash. Jin and Dandy 
leaned over the rail in amazement.

They watched while Marga surfaced. She wiped the water from 
her eyes.

“Is it cold?” shouted Jin.
Marga dove back under the surface again, and swam down 

toward the bottom.
“Can‘t be too cold,” remarked Dandy, but he chose to climb 

down the ladder and test it with a toe first.
—«o»—

Ghaf poured another cup of red tea. The Dama was far out to sea 
now. In another forty-eight hours, they would be in Duleam. From 
there their next step would depend on what information could be 
gotten. He didn’t really expect any. After refueling and taking on 
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fresh supplies, most probably they would continue on to Lillie, and 
hope to learn something there.

The weather was still a little spotty, forcing them to skirt around 
some little storms directly in their path. The headwinds were sporadic 
and the pilot was constantly ascending and descending, trying to 
discover the best compromise and still make good time.

Ghaf thought about what he would do if he were Yesac. But he 
didn’t have enough information to make a very intelligent guess. 
After all, he didn’t really know to where they had disappeared, or for 
that matter, if they were even alive. But he suspected they were. He 
was pretty sure they would try to make their way to Lillie. The more 
he considered it, the more urgent it seemed to try to beat them there.

With his larger, more sophisticated airship, more things were 
possible, like longer nonstop flights. He summoned the navigator. 

“Can we change course and head straight across to Lillie without 
first stopping at Duleam? Check to see if we have enough fuel and 
provisions and report back here immediately.” The navigator saluted 
and left the room.

The light was already beginning to diminish in the late afternoon 
as the clouds seemed to thicken and close in on them. Ghaf sipped 
his tea and sat back in his chair, watching the gray horizon.

—«o»—
Gourd went out to see why the dog would not stop barking. He 

stepped out on the porch, and then down the steps to the yard. He 
squatted down and stroked her back. “It’s O.K., Easy.” He listened 
for a moment and looked to the tree line just up the hill, where he 
detected a movement in the shadows.

Dane came out of the cabin and joined him. “What is it?”
Gourd shook his head. “I’m not sure but I think it was just a 

wolf.” He pointed to the trees. “It was up there, whatever it was, but 
it’s gone now.” He stood up. “I doubt it’s anything to worry about.”

Dane stared into the darkening forest beyond. It felt like 
something was staring back, but he dismissed the fantasy. He was 
just tired. If Gourd wasn’t worried, why should he be concerned?

By this time, Easy settled down and was more concerned with 
mealtime than whatever had disturbed the peace a few minutes 
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before. Gourd obliged by opening a can of her favorite chow and 
filling her bowl with something other than the dry rations she had 
to live on when he was not there.

—«o»—
Kev finished pumping and secured the hoses. They had taken on 

almost a thousand gallons of water while Harby discharged about 
half of the compressed gas into the expansion chamber. They were 
at equilibrium again and ready for travel. All systems were given a 
last check before getting underway. They had played and rested the 
afternoon away and were now refreshed enough to continue their 
journey.

Dandy began preparing an early evening meal as they lifted 
off from the lake and turned southwest. Their ascension was very 
slow as the gas expanded in the envelope. The setting sun was just 
disappearing over the rim of the crater, casting the valley in shadow. 
They could not rise fast enough to reach the sunlight again and by 
the time they could see over the rim, the western horizon was just a 
pink haze in the distance.

The crew began settling in for the evening. Harby made a few 
computations and consulted his charts. He set his compass bearing 
and checked the altitude. The fans hummed along at about seventy 
percent power. All seemed well as they approached the rim.

Bilsan rotated the big telescope around to try to find Gourd’s 
cabin in the failing light. He scanned along the valley floor in the 
direction he thought it should be.

—«o»—
The dog barked again, only this time she was more upset. Gourd 

opened the door to see her fangs out and her hackles up. She was 
focused on the trees beyond. He stepped back inside and grabbed 
his rifle.

Easy was even more agitated now. She advanced at a slow crouch 
and then suddenly she ran forward and leaped at something in the 
trees, howling as she did so. Gourd tried to see what it was, but he 
had to go back for a light.

By this time Dane was out in the yard with his rocket pistol. He 
crouched low with the gun held at eye level, pointed into the woods. 
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He listened to Easy’s receding howls as she chased after the intruder.
Gourd finally appeared with a lantern held high. The two men 

advanced into the forest, trying to pick up Easy’s trail. The path led 
up the hill, and they followed it quickly to the top. It was tough 
going in the sandy hillside and they were out of breath when they 
reached the summit. They could hear Easy chasing something way 
down below on the other side. They stood there for a few minutes, 
catching their breath and listened.

She was over to the left but she came running back to the right, 
the action reversed. Whatever it was, it was giving her a good run. 
Gourd set the lantern down and extinguished the light. Its rays 
couldn’t penetrate far enough to do any good. They strained to see 
into the darkness.

There was a movement not far away, and then another on the 
other side of them. Something, or some bunch of somethings were 
all around them!

Suddenly Easy yelped and ran back up the hill. Gourd tried to 
light the lantern again and Dane cocked his pistol. The dog nearly 
knocked them over as she struggled to get behind Gourd.

When he finally got it lit and raised it high enough to see, he was 
so startled that he nearly dropped it. They were looking at a band of 
reggin warriors!

—«o»—
Kob considered the information he had gotten from Jin’s office. 

He had often been tempted to make certain bits of data available to 
a certain party for the instant cash it brought. Tonight was the first 
time he had actually done it, though.

He didn’t really see the harm. It was just some flight plans 
and shipping information and miscellaneous data. What could it 
possibly be good for? He didn’t see how he could get caught, either. 
He smiled as he looked at himself in the mirror, fingering the new 
shirt he had bought.

There was more where this came from. So what if it winds up 
costing the Crown a few dollars? The King could afford it. He 
wouldn’t even miss it. Besides, his Duleamese buddy would pay well 
for his help. It was so easy. Easy money for a guy who had worked 
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hard and deserved it. He nodded in assertion at the image that 
smiled back at him.

Then he thought of his half-sister. The smile left him as he 
remembered her walking up the plank to get on that airship. She 
had just left him. Gone off on some safari for the King or something. 
Several weeks had passed and he was getting bored. Besides, he was 
getting low on funds, and that was boring in itself.

Well who needed her? He certainly didn’t. He combed his hair 
and straightened his jacket, and then winked at himself.

—«o»—
“That looked like a flare!” shouted Kev, as he watched Bilsan 

fumbling with the glass. He raced to the railing and pointed. “Did 
you see it?”

Bilsan now abandoned the glass and looked out in the direction 
that Kev indicated. “I saw something...”

Yesac joined them. “What was it, Kev?”
“I saw what looked like a signal flare from the direction of 

Gourd’s cabin!” exclaimed Kev.
Jin came out of the galley. “Do you think there’s trouble?” she 

asked.
Yesac took a deep breath and chewed his lip for a moment. Then 

he let it out with a big sigh. “Turn us about, Harby!” he ordered.
The airship banked to starboard and described a wide arc as 

she turned around and headed back the way she had come. Harby 
vented even more of the precious gas so they could descend. As dusk 
faded to night, they strained to make out any detail below.

“I don’t see anything now,” said Kev.
“No lights or fire nor any sign of life,” remarked Jin. “It seems 

strange. I wonder where they are. Could they have gone somewhere?”
 “Where?” asked Yesac. It’s not like there’s anyplace to go for 

miles.”
“Well? What should we do? If Gourd is in some kind of trouble...” 

began Jin.
“Yeah, I know. We can’t just leave ‘im,” said Yesac.

—«o»—
One blast from Dane’s pistol and they had an opening. The 
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hillside lit up momentarily. The reggins took a moment to recover 
from the shock, and both men ran down the hill. Gourd looked 
back over his shoulder to see the lamp still burning, and the reggins 
rally. His heart froze in horror as they scrambled down the hill after 
them. He knew the reggins could really run. He turned and found 
they were almost to the bottom of the hill. Just a few more yards to 
the cabin. He thought they were going to make it.

—«o»—
“Course set for Lillie, Sir,” reported the ship’s First Officer. 

“Estimated time en route about three days.”
“Thank you,” replied Ghaf. The officer left the room.
He turned back to examine the wealth of paper spread before 

him. The time spent in Qari allowed documents to accumulate at 
Inya City, and he had a lot to read. Well, he had a lot of time to 
read... and think... and ponder.

What was the name of his contact in Lillie? He shuffled through 
a stack of envelopes until he found the packet he was looking for. It 
was postmarked only a few days ago, which meant the information 
was only about a month old. “Hmmmm.” he mumbled as he pulled 
out photographs of Yesac and his crew. On the backs were notes. 
There was a picture of the Judy, and some flight information and 
dockets of lading and inventories and such. But there was nothing 
about the Dooda.

He sat back and closed his eyes, folding his hands over his 
stomach. Soon he was asleep.

—«o»—
“It’s too dark to attempt a night landing without the flood 

lamps,” said Harby. “There’s no moon, and so much shadow that it 
wouldn’t be safe.

Yesac agreed, though there wasn’t much they could do from the 
air. Still, if Gourd really were in trouble, it wouldn’t do to announce 
their arrival with the landing lights. It might serve to make them 
into a big target.

“I could maybe set down on the beach again,” Harby offered.
“No, I don’t think that would do. It would take half the night to 

hike back down to Gourd’s place,” said Yesac. “We may as well hang 
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around up here until morning. Then, maybe we can find out what’s 
going on.”

Harby pointed the Judy into the wind and throttled back. “ I 
can keep her in roughly the same position,” he said. “This far north 
the night should only last about eight hours. The new moon will rise 
soon, but I doubt if it will give enough light to see anything.”

Bilsan and Kev lay on the deck with their heads stuck out under 
the railing, looking down into the shadows, watching for signs in 
the darkness. They could make out nothing except the general shape 
of the forest. Even with their eyes adjusting to the light level, they 
just couldn’t see anything but black and blacker black.

“Can you go lower?” asked Yesac.
After venting some more gas, they dropped. By the time their 

descent was halted, they were only a few hundred feet above the 
treetops... and it was even darker. Harby gave Yesac a concerned 
look, in the dim green instrument lights.

—«o»—




