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All characters in this book
have no existence outside the imagination of the author and have no
relation to anyone bearing the same name or names. Any resemblance
to individuals known or unknown to the author are purely
coincidental.






The characters
and events in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real
persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the
author, except for historical references to the 'Battle of
Bannockburn' 1314, King Robert the Bruce & Sir Henry de Bohun.
Sir Henry and his uncle, Sir Humphrey de Bohun, the Earl of
Hereford & Essex, both fought in this battle. Humphrey was made
a prisoner at the battle of Bannockburn and later exchanged for
Robert Bruce's wife. The story of the clash between Sir Henry and
Robert Bruce is now part of the mythology & folklore of the
British Isles.









Knight
means simply a boy. As
boys (like Latin puer
Cnigt.) were used as
servants, so cnigt
came to mean a servant. Those who
served the feudal kings bore arms, and persons admitted to this
privilege were the king's knights; the word became a title of
honour next to the nobility.






From
The Dictionary of Phrase &
Fable,

by E. Cobham
Brewer.


Chapter
1

Sir
Henry

 


Axion gasped and grabbed his twin
brother Zentin's arm. The mist in the transporter dome slowly
cleared and the form of someone or something appeared.

Zentin glared at Axion, then
whispered hoarsely into his ear, "I told you we shouldn't have
messed around with the transporter. Dad will go ballistic if he
finds out!"

"Oh, he'll find out," Axion
replied gloomily. "He always does."

Their father, Admiral Trebor
Ecurb, was the commander of the space ship SS Ventura in which they
were travelling. Admiral Trebor was also in charge of the 1,500
people recruited from Earth, who now lived at the Space Station
Explorer, in the galaxy of Starlet, with their families.

Axion tapped his brother's arm.
"Hey, Zentin, it looks like a man in some sort of weird spacesuit!
What will happen when the transporter dome lifts and releases him?
We can't stop it from lifting, you know."

"Him? It looks more like an
old-fashioned Roto! Although I must say, our Roto looks like a
robot. But this thing looks sort of like a person. Maybe you're
right, Axion. Maybe it's a man. But what if it's an
alien?"

The twins clung to each other as
the dome enclosing the transporter's large platform slowly rose and
the thing inside started to move.

"Ooooh – My head aches!" The creature moaned and then raised
its strange arm to touch what appeared to be a helmet. "Thank God,
my head is still there! King Robert the Bruce actually hit me! I
cannot move my helmet. It is firmly stuck. Humph! Ah, that is better." The
metal helmet finally slipped off, revealing a human head with pale
face, long wispy red hair around the sides and a large bald patch
on the top. The twins were instantly intrigued by the big scar that
ran from between the bushy red eyebrows over the top of the head.
"Now where is that rogue Bruce? Where is my horse? Oh, God! Am I in
Heaven?"

Clank! Clomp! Squeak! He moved and
staggered off the platform onto the main floor of the
spaceship.

"Hello, sir," croaked Axion
raising his right hand in the universal sign of
salutation.

Zentin mumbled, "Welcome to the
SS Ventura, sir."

"My correct name is Sir Henry de
Bohun, with allegiance to King Edward the Second of
England."

"King Edward the second?" replied
Axion. "Sir -- err, Sir Henry, there's no King of England. Or
Queen, for that matter. Not for over five hundred years. They have
a president. What year are you talking about?"

Sir
Henry regarded them thoughtfully, then puffed out his chest.
"Impudent young man, are ye not! Humph! I speak of King Edward II of
England and the year of our Lord, 1314 AD. And what, may I ask, is
a president? And pray, what is this SS Ventura that ye mentioned,
lad?"

Zentin politely moved forward and
held out his hand. "Welcome, Sir Henry. A president is like a king,
but is elected by the people of the land. He doesn't inherit the
title. You are on board the SS Ventura. This is one of the
spaceships attached to the Space Station Explorer in the galaxy of
Starlet."

"A space ship? Now ye are talking
in riddles," replied Sir Henry.

The automatic door at the
entrance of the transporter room opened silently and in hovered
Roto, the spaceship robot. His staccato voice echoed around the
room. "I knew I'd find you two rascals down here. Oh my, what have
you done! A knight in armour?"

Sir Henry gasped, his eyes wide
open. "My God, who are ye? What are ye? How did ye open that
door?"

Axion interrupted. "Roto, this is
Sir Henry de Bohun. I think we sort of accidentally beamed him up
from the past." Axion's face flushed red.

Roto raised his right mechanical arm. "Hello, Sir Henry." He
then turned and faced the boys. "The Admiral will be furious. You
should not be playing with the transporter. It isn't a toy!" Roto
turned back to Sir Henry. "My apologies, Sir. Welcome to the year
3000 AD, Sir Henry. My name is Roto. I fear these naughty boys have
transported you up here from the past. Let me check my history
data. Hmm! Yes!
Your armour seems to be that used in the 14th century. Let me
check. Helmet with aventail
or mail skirt – breastplate – arm defenses –
gauntlets – mid sleeve chain mail – yes, all in order -- made of
steel with brass trim. Hmmm.
Nice workmanship!" Roto circled around the
knight, his metallic body cushioned by air jets, hovering above the
ship's floor.

Sir
Henry stood staring at the image of the micron-metal robot in front
of him. He shook his head. "Which army do ye come from, sir? I have
not seen such a suit before. It extends over thy legs right to near
the floor." Sir Henry scowled. "Show thy face from under thy
helmet! Where are my soldiers? What has happened to my horse? Ooh,
my head aches!" He took one more step, and then collapsed in a
loud clang, boing and clatter
onto the floor.

Roto turned to the twins, his
arms propped against his sides. It was the stance their mother took
when she stood, hands on her hips, after they had done something
wrong.

"What a mess, boys! Let's try and
get this poor man to a bed to rest. My data bank tells me that he's
in some sort of shock." Roto reached out to help the apparently
unconscious man. His antennae lights flashed in alarm. "Wha– I
can't touch him!"

Axion and Zentin rushed forward
to touch the form on the floor and gasped. They felt nothing but
empty air. "Roto, what's happening?"

"I'm not sure, but I think that
you may have beamed up Sir Henry's spirit."

"Spirit? Cool, you mean his
ghost? Wow!" gasped Zentin.

"H-he's dead?" added Axion. "Did
we kill him?"

"Of
course not, Axion!" snapped Roto. He then searched his data. He was
a robot who had been programmed with every possible fact from the
beginning of time up until the present. Roto was daily updated from
the central space station in the nearby galaxy of Starlet. He was
the spaceship's source of ultimate knowledge. "My data bank tells
me that Sir Henry last fought in the Battle of Bannockburn in
Scotland on the 23rd June 1314
AD. Sir Henry was in the vanguard, or in modern language, the
advance party of soldiers."

"Who was he fighting?" asked
Zentin.

"Where's Bannockburn?" asked
Axion.

"Shush! If you both keep quiet,
I'll tell you. Don't make such a noise or we may lose Sir Henry's
spirit -- or if you prefer, ghost. Yes, Sir Henry must be a ghost.
That explains the fading in and out, and why we can't feel him. His
spirit is in shock. Wait a few moments until he regains alertness.
Fan him with your cloak, Zentin. Yes, that's it. Look, Sir Henry's
form is becoming clear again. Good, we haven't lost the
spirit."

"You mean we actually beamed up a
spirit from the past and not a live person?" asked Axion as he
helped to fan the prostrate image on the floor. "Ace!"

"Roto, what happened next in the
battle of Ban-whatever?" added Zentin.

"The correct name of
the battle was Bannockburn, Zentin," replied Roto. "I will go back
to the part where I was interrupted. My data bank has all the
information in the history section, 14th Century
England."

Axion prompted, "Sir Henry was in
the English vanguard."

"I said quiet, Axion!" snapped
Roto. "The group came down across the meadow, their lines moved
into a column to cross the burn."

"A burn?" asked
Zentin.

"A burn is the Scottish word for
a creek or stream. Now, stop interrupting!"



"Sorry, Roto. Carry on." Axion
winked at Zentin.

The robot's voice echoed around
the room as he continued the tale. "In the lead were Hereford and
Gloucester. Fifty yards ahead of them, rode Sir Henry de Bohun,
clad in full armour on a powerful horse with a spear in his hand.
As he came through the trees on the north bank of the burn, he saw
a lone rider inspecting the Scottish troops. This rider was half
hidden in the woodland, atop a light saddle horse. He had an axe in
his hand and a golden crown around his helmet."

"A crown? Which king, Roto?"
whispered Axion as he anxiously fanned the vision lying on the
floor.

"May I continue?" The twins
nodded. "Good!" Roto's navigation lights were beginning to flash
red in anger. "Sir Henry, here, recognized the King of Scots. He
galloped towards the King. The King turned his horse and cantered
towards him. As Sir Henry came near, Robert the Bruce swerved and
rose up in his stirrups. He brought down his axe with such force on
de Bohun's head that he cut through the helmet, breaking his axe
handle in the process."

"Hey, Axion, that must be the
scar on his spirit's head!" remarked Zentin.

"Erk, what a way to die!" Axion
grimaced.

As Axion spoke, there was a soft
groan from the knight. Roto's mechanism hissed as he moved closer
and said, "Keep fanning him with your cloaks. Yes, his image is
getting stronger. Good! We now have one complete ghost on board the
spaceship. We must tell the Admiral."

"Dad? No! Please, Roto, don't
tell him! Not for a while anyway. Please!" wined Axion. "Besides,
Dad may not be able to see Sir Henry."

"Well, maybe he won't, maybe he
will. My data bank agrees with your last comment, Axion. I note
that Sir Henry's ghost is visible to all three of us. Usually,
ghosts choose whom they want to show themselves to. Aha! Perhaps
Sir Henry doesn't know he's dead!"

"Dead? I am not dead, Sir Roto!" grumbled Sir Henry who sat
up. Then, with lots of creaks,
clunks and clangs, he turned over onto his
knees and bellowed, "Well, help me up, please!"

"I'm sorry, Sir Henry, but we
can't. We can't feel or touch you!" giggled Axion.

"Nonsense, lad! Stand still and I
will elevate myself by using ye as a support."

Axion stood still. Sir Henry
stood up in front of him, also looking puzzled.

"Strange! I cannot feel thy hand or thy shoulder.
Ugh! My hand can go
straight through thy body!" Sir Henry gasped. "Are ye ghosts? Is
this so-called place that ye call SS Ventura, a type of
Heaven?"

Roto's staccato voice echoed around the transporter room.
"No, Sir Henry, we are real. You
are the ghost! King Robert the Bruce killed you
when you charged at him at the Battle of Bannockburn. Try to
remember. He hit you on the head with his axe."

"Oooooh, my head! Bruce killed
me? I'm dead? Oh, no! I am dead!" Sir Henry walked around in a
circle. He touched his head. Finally, he stopped, took his sword
from its sheath, then knelt down onto one knee, laying the sword on
the floor in front of Roto. "Ye speak with strange accents, similar
to the Scots. I am, therefore, thy humble prisoner!"


Chapter
2

Ghost
Tricks

 


Axion and Zentin stood and looked
at the kneeling knight. It was the staccato-computerized voice of
Roto that broke the silence. "One cannot make a ghost a prisoner.
We also have not been at war with England, Scotland or against your
people for centuries! Therefore, Sir Henry, we ask you to rise and
pick up your sword. You are our honoured guest."

"I thank ye. What a strange place
I find myself in." Sir Henry stood up and looked around the
transporter room of the huge spaceship. "I like the beautiful
lifelike paintings of stars and the night sky on the wall." He
pointed to the windows, which revealed the Starlet galaxy's myriad
of stars and planets beaming out against the ink-black void of
space.

"Paintings?" Zentin giggled. "Sir
Henry, those are windows."

A deep frown appeared on Sir
Henry's bald head. "Windows? But they are huge! How can thee make
such large windows?" He walked over to the nearest window and
peered out. "Where is the ground?"

"We're flying around in space,
Sir Henry," replied Axion.

"Nonsense! Only ghosts and
witches can fly. I -- err -- I am flying? I am really a ghost? And
ye are ghosts, too?"

"No, we're not ghosts, Sir Henry. Only you are," laughed
Zentin.

"How old are ye?" ask Sir
Henry.

"We are 8 years old," responded
Zentin.

"But ye are so tall for that age.
Are ye giants?"

Zentin laughed. "No! We are a
normal height for our age. Dad says that centuries ago, people were
shorter."

"I am – was a tall man in
England," remarked Sir Henry. "How tall is thy father?"

"Dad's 7 feet 4 inches tall, I
think," replied Axion.

Giants!

"Sir Henry," Axion said, "you can
imagine that we are in a magic place that can fly around in the
air. Does that help?"

"So, now ye are saying that ye are wizards! Aye, what a
strange place this is and what strange folk ye are! So, if ye are
wizards and I am a ghost, then I can walk through the wall of this
weird place!" With that last remark, Sir Henry clanked and squeaked across the room straight
towards the outside shell of the spaceship.

"No! Don't! You'll die! Err, I
mean, there's no air out there. Sir Henry?" gasped Zentin as the
knight disappeared straight outside through the wall.

Oh my, I can walk
through walls! Have these wizards caste a spell on me, or am I
indeed a ghost?

A few seconds later, the smiling
face of Sir Henry was peering inside at the speechless
twins.

"Amazing! I must add this into my
data base," remarked Roto.

Sir
Henry walked back through the spaceship's outer casing and stood
inside and, with a big grin, said, "Thy faces have turned pale,
master wizards! That was fun. I think I will enjoy being a ghost.
That is if I am a
ghost." He pointed to the wall. "Now ye must do the
same!"

Axion mumbled, "But we can't, Sir
Henry. Not without putting on our space suits and going out through
the exit chamber."

"Space suit? Pray, lad, what are
ye talking about?"

"Well, Sir Henry, we need the
suit so we can breathe air and so we won't be killed by the vacuum
of space," replied Zentin.

"Vacuum?"

"It's a place or room without air
– um – Sir Henry, I don't know how to explain it," responded
Zentin.

Sir Henry looked at the wall,
then promptly turned around and walked through it and outside. This
time he strolled around from window to window, waving at the boys
inside. At last, he walked in through the closed window, then stood
with arms folded across his chest and grinned.

Axion and Zentin
laughed.

"That was neat, Sir Henry! Wish
we could do that. But as we've already told you, we can't without
space suits," said Zentin.

Sir Henry smiled, saying, "Hmmm,
I have to take thy word. But I still think that this is a magic
place and ye are young wizards!"

A buzzing noise came from Axion's
belt buckle. Axion touched the buckle with his forefinger. Sir
Henry gasped as a woman's voice was heard. His eyes bulged, as he
peered at Axion's belt.

"Axion? Zentin? It's time you two
were in bed! I'll come to your bedroom in five minutes."

"Okay, Mum. We're just getting
ready for bed now," responded Axion, talking to the
buckle.

"Aye, 'tis indeed magic. Ye made
the belt talk!" gasped the appreciative knight.

"It was our Mum speaking. I – hum
-- oh, never mind that now, Sir Henry. Quick! We have to hurry to
our room before our mother gets there. Follow us!" said
Zentin.

The Knight followed the twins
through into the passageway. Roto followed with a quiet hiss. He
muttered, "Oh, my! I think we are going to get into
trouble!"

They finally stopped at a sliding
door. Zentin placed his hand on a panel on the wall. The door slid
silently open as his handprint was recognized.

"Come inside, Sir Henry. This
will take us to our room above," whispered Axion.

"How did that door open?" asked
Sir Henry.

"It's magic!" grinned Zentin.
"Hold on, Sir Henry, we're going for a short ride."

Sir Henry gasped as the small
room moved and seemed to go sideways for a few moments before
moving up and stopping. "Aye, 'tis a magic place!" The door slid
open again and they moved out into a large comfortable room with
two beds in the corner.

"Welcome to our sleeping
quarters, Sir Henry," said Axion.

Zentin turned to Roto and quickly
said, "Roto, you'd better go back to the deck before dad wonders
where you've disappeared to. I don't want to see you get into
trouble."

"I will do as you command, Master
Zentin," replied Roto, and added, "Take care, Axion. And Sir Henry,
please do not make yourself visible to anyone else until we tell
you it's safe to do so. Good night." Roto moved quietly out of the
room into the transport capsule.

Sir Henry sighed. "What a gallant
knight Sir Roto is, young masters. If I am indeed a ghost, methinks
that I shall not be able to disappear and reappear as he wishes. I
am so confused."

"Perhaps if you think about the
possibility, it may happen, Sir Henry," replied Zentin. "Hey, try
it now, before Mum comes."

Sir Henry frowned as if in deep
concentration. His image started to disappear!

"Wow!" gasped Axion. "You've done
it, Sir Henry. Hey, where are you?"

Clank. Squeak. Clink.

"Hum, I think you'd better
remember to make those sounds of your armour disappear, too," Axion
laughed.

There was silence. The creaking
armour noises stopped. "Cool! Well done, Sir Henry."

"Who is Sir Henry?" asked Lythia,
their mother. She had entered the room just after the knight had
vanished from sight.

Axion and Zentin spun around in
fright. "Mum, you sneaked in!"

"What have you both been up
to?"

"Nothing, Mum," was the chorused
reply.

"We
were only pretending that we were knights in shining armour back in
the 14th
century," added Axion.

"What imaginations you both have!
All right, it's time you got some sleep. We'll be stopping at Xet
tomorrow for supplies of fresh water and food."

"Hooray!" exclaimed Axion. "I'm
getting sick of the packaged muck!"

"Axion, you must stop criticizing
the chef's menus. He does his best when we are travelling. I'll be
glad when school starts again after the vacation break. It will
keep you two out of trouble." She smiled, then added, "Good night,
boys. I'll see you both at breakfast time."

The
now invisible Sir Henry watched, spellbound, as the tall 6 foot 4
inch Lythia moved gracefully across the twin's room. She entered
the transport capsule and waved as the door closed.
She is so tall. These people are like
giants.

Axion and Zentin waited for a few
moments before daring to call out to Sir Henry.

"Sir Henry? Are you still here?"
asked Zentin.

The twins jumped in surprise as
his form abruptly appeared in front of them. "I did not leave,
Master Zentin. I simply disappeared from thy sight, and more
importantly, from thy mother's sight. She is a handsome
woman."

"She's okay, I guess! I don't
know about the 'handsome' bit though. Dad calls her sexy." Axion
chuckled.

"Masters, ye are very forthright
in your comments, I must declare!" gasped Sir Henry. "Sexy indeed!
That is not a proper way to describe one's mother. 'Beautiful' is a
more appropriate word. Now, ye should get some sleep, as thy mother
requested."

"Not yet, Sir Henry, I'm too
excited to sleep. Hey, could you tell us about the battle of
Bannockburn?" asked Axion, sitting up in his bed, arms wrapped
around his knees. "Please, please!"

"Right, Master Axion, Master Zentin. I am thy humble servant.
Thy wish is my command. I shall tell ye about the Battle of
Bannockburn. Well, as much of it as I can remember, before that
rogue, Bruce, hit me! Humph!"

The
twins sat in awe as the ghost of the 14th century
English knight started his tale.

 



Chapter
3

The Ghost's
Tale

 


Sir
Henry looked at the eager faces. They were identical, with the
exception of one small birthmark on Axion's left cheek. He found it
hard to believe that they were not young wizards in disguise. Even
the knight who called himself Roto was, indeed, different from any
other knight he'd seen in his travels. In fact, Axion and Zentin
looked exactly like two innocent young Cnigt's or boys. They are like me as a young page in training to be a knight
to the King of England. Sir Henry's heart
softened. He felt a special bond growing between his spirit and
those of the twins. Making himself comfortable, he sat on the
padded bench near the boy's bunks, cleared his throat and started
his tale.

"I believe ye already know the
story of the Battle of Bannockburn, so I shall tell ye a tale about
a young boy of eight, called Henry de Bohun."

"That's you?" asked
Axion.

"Aye, lad, ye are correct. I was
only eight when my father, an English nobleman, sent me to the
neighbouring castle to be trained as a page."

"What's a page?" asked
Zentin.

"A page is the son of a knight,
or a member of the aristocracy. As such, I spent most days
strengthening my body, wrestling and riding horses. I also learned
how to fight with spear and sword."

"Wow!" Zentin moved forward, his
eyes wide.

"I
practiced against a wooden dummy called a quintain. This, before ye ask, is a
heavy sack or dummy in the form of a person. It was hung on a
wooden pole along with a shield. My task was to hit the shield in
its centre, then move away quickly before it spun around and hit
me. I was also taught to read and write."

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/19795
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!

cover.jpg
/7 I
SPACE





