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Roderick’s titanium-plated laser cannon
punched a rough hole through the trolls’ stony defensive
wall.

And through the wall that defined our
reality.

“Do you see that?” I yelled through the
smoky air as trolls scattered in all directions. Crouching behind
our own stockade of palm timbers, I peered across the dusty ground
littered with bodies and spent ammunition shells.

Roderick lifted his aviation goggles
off his dirty face to reveal clear blue eyes, and stared at the
shifting, shimmering tunnel that occupied the space ahead of
us.

On this side, a war-torn chunk of dirt
with a few small leafless trees and brown, thorny
shrubs.

On the other side, our long lost
home.

Home.

The vision seemed impossible – a view
of the craggy, snowcapped Wasatch Mountains rising above the glassy
office buildings and temple spires of Salt Lake City.

“It’s London!” cried Roderick, a smile
forming on his lips. “It’s the ruddy West End!”

It had to be a mirage. How could he
mistake Salt Lake for London? Or, how could I mistake jolly old
England for Utah? Maybe there was another explanation.

Here on our phantom island in the
Bermuda Triangle, explanations were a dime a dozen – trouble was,
they were all conjecture.

There was not even a way to know for
sure how long I’d been here.

Me and my F-16 Tomcat hit the so-called
Devil’s Triangle at fifteen hundred hours on 6 May 1999. I came
across this island, but made several attempts to get away from it,
as it was not my destination. Every direction I flew led right back
here. I finally ran out of fuel and had to land, and that was the
last time my chronometer functioned.

Time seemed very abnormal on the
island.

The ancient mariners disagreed – they
said we were all crazy. But Roderick, the Brit who claims to be
from the year 2027, says that time is irrelevant here. He and the
mariners had been arguing for centuries – or minutes – about the
whole thing, sometimes coming to blows over it.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/241719
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!

cover.jpg
CHAEL D. BRITTON






