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Prologue: Friday January 1st 1943,
11.11 am. The village of Havøysund, on the island of Måsøy.
"The technicians report that the seals have ruptured because of the cold, sir!" reported the chief scientist, Professor Jahnke who was starting to develop icicles from his nose.
Here close to the village of Havøysund, it was minus 30 degrees Celsius. The village is located deep within the Norwegian Arctic Circle on the island of Måsøy, not far from the Northern Cape, the most northerly part of mainland Europe. It was the perfect place to avoid the prying eyes of the British, the Americans and even the Russians that inhabit the islands a few hundred miles to the south west. Up here experiments could be conducted in total secret and this was a top secret project.
"Test it anyway!" replied the young Sturmbannführer Eric Krater.
Krater was a high flying SS Officer who had formerly been a professor of physics at Berlin's oldest university, the Humboldt.
For some academics the war had been a major interruption to their research but to Krater it had given it an unexpected boost, funds were freely available and he could go wherever he wished to conduct his tests. His work on non solid fuel rocket propulsion was getting really exciting. By developing a way of creating anti matter in his laboratory he was making science fiction science fact. Sure it was an unstable fuel but its possibilities were almost limitless. Krater was most interested in how it could power vast rockets at almost light speed. If his work bore fruit the war would definitely be over within six months. The Fatherland would literally obliterate the enemy without them even being able to fire a shot in defence! He'd even spoken to the Führer himself about his plans and he was so excited he'd given him almost unlimited funding for his work.
"But Herr Sturmbannführer!" argued the scientist, "it's too dangerous for the pilots!"
"There is no risk," smiled Krater calmly, "no risk at all, trust me. Be a good scientist and start the countdown, Jahnke."
"Very well, Herr Sturmbannführer," he picked up the radio and spoke to the control room, "prepare for launch!"
Two minutes later the control room replied to Profesor Jahnke, "All systems operational Professor, ready for countdown."
"OK, zehn, neun, acht, sieben, sechs, fünf, vier, drei, zwei, eins, gehen!"
Through a huge hole in the ground about two kilometres from where they stood there was a loud hissing, then there was a massive amount of vibration that seemed to shake the whole island. Suddenly a sleek, tall skyscraper of a rocket catapulted out of the hole high into the northern sky in complete silence.
"It works!" shouted Krater triumphantly holding his fists high into the freezing air, "I knew there was no problem with the seals!"
Even as he was still celebrating, high up in the sky, the rocket started making a lot of noise, vibrating terribly and then in a blinding flash it exploded, completely vaporising as it shot into space at almost the speed of light.
On the ground Professor Jahnke took a deep breath and headed inside to get warm. Krater remained frozen to the spot staring high into the sky in disbelief.
1) Friday October 15th 2011, 4pm,
Garden Shed, 22 Grimwith Crescent, Holmford, England - Flying machine!
"I bet you it won't even get off the ground!" grunted Spike Williams who was bored and hungry, Spike was always hungry.
"Yeah it will!" declared Sam Marsh defiantly, "It will because I've followed the instructions precisely," Sam Marsh was an avid inventor, he was interested in how things work. His favourite kind of day would be one where he went to his shed and took a load of things to pieces. Now he was pretty good at putting them back together properly but when he was younger he just put them back together, not at all properly.
"Yeah, whatever! Anyway I'm off for something to eat," mumbled a disinterested Spike as he turned to go.
"You'll be lucky" sneered Jenny James as Spike disappeared out of the shed and up the garden path, mumbling to himself.
"What do you think, Jen?" asked Sam. He always valued what Jenny thought on almost every subject.
"Well, you did follow the instructions to the letter, didn't you?"
"Yeah!"
"But I'm just not sure about that website, Sam, it's got all sorts of rubbish on it. I mean who's ever heard of rocket candy?"
"What do you mean?"
"Well, think about it? If someone could invent a flying chair fuelled by sweets then don't you think we'd all be bobbing about in them?"
"Dunno," grunted Sam.
"Think about it, Sam. Someone would be making money out of it!" Jenny was sensible, a tomboy type of girl, really strong and intelligent. Sam knew what she said always made sense. "But Rocket candy is real, here take a look when I google it, look, there's loads of websites about it, it's well known to us inventors."
"Oh Sam," said Jenny, she thought Sam was gullible. He was so keen to invent things, especially things that would fly, Sam had a thing about being able to fly.
"Let's try it at least," said Sam hopefully. Sam Marsh had been an inventor since he was little. He'd always built stuff since he was a tiny boy, he started with plastic Lego, then Meccano from kits, then he moved on to small machines and motors that he'd find in skips or in the garbage. He was good at it too. Now he was anyway, though Jenny could tell some good stories about when Sam wasn't very good at it. TV's that whirred like washing machines and washers that picked up TV signals! Satellite dishes that tuned into the space shuttle as it flew over instead of the Sky satellite.
But Sam had learned a lot from his mistakes and now he could repair hoovers, hairdryers, just about anything you cared to put in front of him. People from up and down the estate would bring him their appliances when they conked out and Sam always fixed them. Quite often someone would knock on their door after school or on a Saturday morning asking for Sam to repair some curling tongs or fix a CD player. Sam always managed to fix whatever they brought and people always gave him something for his troubles. Mrs Lowes from down the road had chickens so she paid him in fresh eggs. Old Mr Styles was a model maker and used to give him unfinished model cars so Sam could put a tiny motor in it and use a remote control. Sam loved being an inventor.
"OK, why not," said Jenny.
Sam and Jenny opened the shed door and carried the modified old arm chair that they'd found in a skip out into the small overgrown council-house garden. Attached to each of the stumpy legs were large, shiny metal tubes. On the right arm was a joystick and on the left arm was a big red button. On the back of the chair were two silver tanks that looked like diver's air tanks.
"Er! It's raining!" said Jenny rushing back to shelter in the shed.
"Rain's good Jenny!" said Sam, "It'll stop any fires!"
Sam, put an old motor bike helmet over his head, closed the visor and pulled on a pair of thick gardening gloves he'd found. He sat down in the arm chair and buckled up an old belt Jenny had stitched into the chair.
"You ready?" shouted Jenny loudly.
"Ready!" called back Sam in a muffled voice.
"OK I'll count down then!"
"Right!"
"OK," said Jenny, " Three...two....one....blast off!"
Sam braced himself and pressed the red button firmly. There was a loud gurgling sound as the substances in the tanks started mixing together.
"Ssssssss" loud hissing noises were coming out of the silver tubes on the legs, "Pffffffff" the noise was getting louder and louder. Suddenly, the gases ignited and powerful flames were coming out of the tubes, scorching the soaking wet grass. Gradually the chair lifted off the ground, one centimetre, five centimetres, fifteen, fifty. One metre, two meters. It felt like Sam was flying! Suddenly the power cut out and the chair crashed to the ground with a heavy thud.
"Sam, Sam! Are you alright?" cried Jenny as she rushed to the chair.
She pulled Sam's helmet off and was met with Sam's grinning face!
"Sam!"
"I flew, I flew the chair! Did you see it Jenny? I flew the chair!"
"Yeah! You flew! I saw it! You flew!"
Sam was so excited, "I know I need to fine tune the sugar/ potassium nitrate mix but at least I got it off the ground! That's the main thing! The rest is just fine tuning!"
2) Friday October 15th 2011, 16.11 local time, West Coast of Norway - Air Crash! Captain Belloch expertly pulled on his sky diving suit and parachute. Firmly buckled in, he bent down and emptied all the other parachutes from the store and kicked them towards the door. Bracing himself, Belloch slowly opened the outer door. Suddenly a violent rush of freezing air enveloped him as the cabin decompressed. Belloch had to use all his strength to struggle to stay by the door. He was being sucked out before he was ready to jump. But he had one last thing to do. Looking down he could see that two parachutes had gone already, dragged out into the night air. Quickly, he kicked the others out behind them. Then, steadying himself, he checked his watch one final time and, grinning evilly, leapt out.
The Cessna Citation luxury private jet was juddering violently from the decompression and was starting to drop from the sky like a stone. In the cabin all the passengers were thrown violently forward. One passenger gashed his head badly and blood was spurting everywhere.
Quickly, co-pilot James Smithers, who had been sat talking to the passengers, regained his composure and made his way to the front of the plane. He desperately tried to get into the cockpit but couldn't as it was deadlocked from the inside. In a panic, Smithers clambered to the rear of the plane where the two stewardesses were struggling frantically to try and pull the rear door open.
"It's locked from the inside!" shouted Sue Archibald, "It must have been Belloch!"
"Here, let me try!" shouted Smithers, but it was no use. The door was deadlocked in some way like the other.
The plane was dropping from the sky like a lead weight and there was nothing anyone could do to stop it.
"Everyone assume emergency position!" shouted Smithers taking a seat and buckling himself in. But he knew it would be no use. There was nothing anyone could do. They were headed straight into a rocky mountain at the side of a Norwegian fjord!
3) Friday 15th October 8.11pm,
22 Grimwith Crescent, Holmford, England
Breaking news.
"We are just interrupting this programme to bring you a news flash!" said the television announcer who had just interrupted Jessie Brooks' favourite tv quiz show, Big Bonanza Bingo.
Jessie Brooks was addicted to bingo, she absolutely loved it, it was everything to her. She lived and breathed bingo. It was her entire sad life. She went out to play it every night. Even when she was sick she struggled to crawl to the bingo hall. She spent all the money on gambling that she was given for her foster children. Jessie never won but that didn't stop her, no, on the contrary, it made her even more eager to play! Each evening she would get drawn into the heady anticipation of bingo and pints of sweet cider and each morning, as she woke up the worse for wear, she wished she hadn't.
"Oh no, just my luck," she wailed pathetically from her armchair in which she wedged her massive, flabby bulk for almost every waking minute she didn't play bingo, "he was about to call house! He was! That man! The one with the bow tie! Did you see him Jenny? Did you? Spike? Sam?" Jessie Brooks was always keen to share what she considered to be the wonder that is bingo with everyone else, "He was about to shout, he was, I saw it with my own eyes!"
"As opposed to seeing it with someone else’s?" said Jenny, curtly, not bothering to look up from her book, "No, I wasn't watching, so I didn't see him Jessie."
It was a history book that she was so caught up in. Jenny was really interested in history. Her current book was a book about the battle for the Russian city of Stalingrad in the Second World War. To most people, especially to most kids of her age, this wouldn't be their preferred reading matter, but to Jenny it was pure gold. She loved history. She immersed herself in it.
Jenny was eleven. Tall and skinny, and freakishly strong, she was tougher than most boys at least two years older than her. She had perfect white skin and huge amounts of frizzy red hair that she tied back. No one ever messed with Jenny James! Not if they liked keeping their nose in the middle part of their face that is! Sean Driver had been the last unfortunate person to feel the weight of Jenny James' fist and now there's a stretch of wall just by the main girls' toilets at Holmford High School that will forever have a red tint!
"What about you Spikey!" asked Jessie hoping that Spike was enjoying Big Bonanza Bingo as much as she was.
To Jessie, Big Bonanza Bingo was as good as life got outside an actual bingo hall, it combined the most amazing thing ever invented, bingo, with the ability to sit in a comfy armchair and get everyone to bring her cup after cup of sugary tea and packet after packet of cheesy puffs, which were her favourite food!
But instead, Spike was playing furiously on his most prized possession, his game boy. All you could see when he was hunched over playing on it was a mop of wild blond hair. Spike got his nickname "Mop" from his unruly hair.
"Urgh!" grunted Spike in a feeble attempt at communication in actual language. Mop was completely caught up in his game.
"Oh, never mind!" mumbled Jessie, "Don't mind me! I'm Miss Nobody! Nobody, nobody! I might as well be called the invisible woman!" Jessie was ranting, "Never mind me, I'm just the one who puts food on the table and clothes on your backs!"
"In your dreams!" said Jenny under her breath. Jenny, Sam and Spike shared out the cooking and shopping duties as best they could. They were self sufficient kids, it was either that or starve!
"Can you put the sound back on please, Jessie? It might be interesting," said Sam who was sat beside Jenny on the sofa reading a book about submarines and daring special forces operations. Sam had become interested in these techno-thrillers after his school librarian, Mrs Eaton, had told him about them. Her husband had been a Royal Marine and when she told Sam about some of his exploits and then that there were plenty of books with exciting stories like that Sam had devoured the first story and then all the ones he had read after that. Mrs Eaton always made a fuss of Sam, and because no-one else had ever done this, Sam really savoured his trips to the library. Mrs Eaton always ordered the books Sam liked and kept them to one side.
"Oh, alright!" chuckled Jessie, "You're a right clever clogs, you are, Sam Marsh, I just hope I don't miss too much of the action. Come on dogs, out you go, you lazy old beggars," Jessie struggled to heave herself slowly out of her chair and started waddling out of the room, followed by two sleepy black greyhounds, she was still mumbling about the bingo, "tutt! And it was just starting to get good it was too. Bloomin’ TV news flashes! I'll flash them!"
Sam and Jenny snorted and burst into fits of laughter at the thought! Jessie was oblivious, her mind completely devoted to her goal of the kitchen cupboard with the sweet cider in it.
Sam Marsh had just turned twelve. He was an orphan who had no idea who is mum and dad were. In fact he was dumped when he was just a small baby. Sam Marsh wasn't even his real name, it was just a name that the person who had found him gave him. He shook his head, tutted to himself and reached for the remote to turn up the volume.
"Just to remind you of the reason for this newsflash," said the serious looking newsreader, "a Norwegian news agency is reporting that a private Cessna jet plane crashed this evening on the west coast of Norway. It is understood that several members of an ancient Norwegian aristocratic family were on board the plane. Although details are sketchy, initial reports are suggesting that there is little or no chance that there are any survivors of the crash. One eye witness report has said that the plane exploded upon impact. Well, that's all for now, you can, of course get more on this story as it develops over on the news channel, and we will bring you further details in the news at ten. Now, we are returning you to Big Bonanza Bingo."
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