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Bill Parker and his friends traveled to 1888 to take on Jack the Ripper. What they found there
was something more evil and sinister. They managed to defeat evil itself and return home. Now,
Bill and his friends, in an attempt to locate his father, travel to the time of Camelot and King
Arthur.In a time of magic and sorcery, loyalties and betrayals are about to be tested as the Time
Travelers go up against the Dark One in this chilling tale of good and evil.

Roy Plotnick is an invertebrate paleontologist who loves his job. Here he writes an excellent
tome filled with his personal experiences, friends, and numerous colleagues in the field. He
provides a rare, very personal look at the aspirations and lives of paleontologists, including his
own. Plotnick’s detailed biographical perspective is important in how it personally documents
this scientific profession today, and makes the case for its importance into the future. Even highly
controversial issues are discussed, such as scientific vs commercial fossil collecting. The book
is skillfully written in a way that engages professional scientists as well as members of the public
with an interest in this field. -- Lance Grande, Field Museum of Natural History, and author of
Curators: Behind the Scenes of Natural History MuseumsPlotnick has gone above and beyond
to highlight as many of paleontology’s contributors as possible, demonstrating that it is an
increasingly inclusive, diverse field of study. Explorers of Deep Time is an invaluable tool for the
budding scientist and a beautiful homage to the breadth and depth of this discipline. -- Emily
Graslie, host of Prehistoric Road Trip on PBSExplorers of Deep Time is more than an
examination of people who study fossils―it is a biography of the field of paleontology itself. As
described by Plotnick, paleontology is cutting-edge, relevant, and full of people who bear
absolutely no resemblance to Ross Gellar. A key resource for aspiring paleontologists and a call
to action for those already part of the field, who are reminded of the challenges our discipline
faces. -- Ellen Currano, coeditor of The Bearded Lady Project: Challenging the Face of
ScienceAn unexpurgated and entertaining romp through the world of fossils and the stories of
the people who study them. Plotnick gives us an up close and personal view of the joy of
paleontology and its transformation into a vibrant modern science that is ever more relevant to
understanding our world and its future. -- Sir Peter Crane, fellow of the Royal Society, and senior
research scientist, Yale UniversityPlotnick’s personal anecdotes about his journey through his
paleontological career are enjoyable to read. He has had a lot of fun in what can be a very
challenging field, and it shows―this book will inspire younger generations to pick up the torch. --
Victoria Arbour, curator of paleontology, Royal BC MuseumPlotnick neatly demonstrates why
paleontology is relevant to the modern world of cloud data and smartphones―and perhaps more
relevant than ever due to the accelerated rate of climate change in the twenty-first century. His
frank discussions of some all-too-familiar issues facing paleontologists in their workplaces (be



they museums or universities) will be helpful knowledge to students and professionals alike. --
Lee Hall, paleontology field professional, Museum of the Rockies'Explorers of Deep Time' is an
enjoyable and practical introduction to the work of paleontology. ― Foreword ReviewsBlends
[Plotnick’s] personal experiences with a cogent examination of the field of paleontology and the
individuals who shaped it. ― The Clergy Letter Project’Explorers of Deep Time’ is a fascinating
look at paleontology as a whole, and is a must-have for anyone looking to better understand the
field and the people within it. Every aspiring paleontologist should have a copy, as it gives an
honest look at the joys, challenges, and opportunities that the science provides. ‘Explorers of
Deep Time’ gives paleontology the close-up it deserves. ― AIPTExplorers of Deep Time is a
highly informative book for people in and outside of palaeontology. Plotnick’s humour and
anecdotes ensure it is not a dry read. If you are curious about what palaeontologists do or you
are thinking of pursuing it as a career, this book is vital reading. ― Natural History Book Service
(NHBS) [5 out of 5 stars]Explorers of Deep Time is a highly informative book for people in and
outside of palaeontology. Plotnick’s humour and anecdotes ensure it is not a dry read. If you are
curious about what palaeontologists do or you are thinking of pursuing it as a career, this book is
vital reading. ― Leon Vlieger, The Inquisitive BiologistThis is an excellent guide to the pros and
cons of choosing palaeontology as a career Highly recommended. ― Everything
DinosaurInformed and informative, exceptionally well written, thoroughly 'reader friendly' in
organization and presentation, ['Explorers of Deep Time'] is especially recommended reading
for... readers wanting to know the illustrated facts about the everyday work of real-life
paleontologists. ― Midwest Book Review --This text refers to the hardcover edition.About the
AuthorRoy Plotnick is professor emeritus in the Department of Earth and Environmental
Sciences at the University of Illinois at Chicago. He is a fellow of the Geological Society of
America and the Paleontological Society. --This text refers to the hardcover edition.
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Countdown to Camelot Countdown to Camelot BRUCE S. HART IIIHART
PUBLISHINGThis is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents either are the
product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons,
living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. Copyright @ 2012 by
CreateSpaceAll rights reserved. Published in the United States by CreateSpace. Other Works
by Bruce Hart III: Time of the RipperCountdown to CamelotTrial by Witchcraft (coming
2013) Acknowledgements First and foremost, I want to give thanks to my Lord
and Savior, Jesus Christ, who gave me the words inside to write this book. When I started
writing, I had a whole other direction to go. After years of Time of the Ripper in my head, he led
me in a whole different direction. Without him, I would be nothing. I wanted to give extreme
thanks to my beautiful wife. If not for her, I would not have continued my journey with the Time
Travelers’ series. She has helped in the editing and giving me the confidence to do what I love
to do. This book is also dedicated to my loving family: my 3 children, Brandon, Tanner, Sofie,
Wyatt, and Grayson and my three step-children: Jenna, Bailey, and Hannah. Table of
Contents Chapter 1Chapter 2Chapter 3Chapter 4Chapter 5Chapter 6Chapter 7Chapter
8Chapter 9Chapter 10Chapter 11Chapter 12Chapter 13Chapter 14Chapter 15Chapter
16Chapter 17Chapter 18Chapter 19Chapter 20Chapter 21Chapter 22Chapter 23Chapter
24Chapter 25Chapter 26Chapter 27Chapter 28Chapter 29Chapter 30Chapter 31Chapter
32Chapter 33Chapter 34Chapter 35Epilogue Chapter 1 The man sat in the cold, damp
room. Measuring 10’ x 10’, entirely of concrete reminded the man of a prison cell. There were
only two windows in the room: one on the far wall, and one on the sliding metal door. His
clothes were brown rags, smelling as if they hadn’t been washed in weeks. He couldn’t even
remember when the last time he’d showered. His cell was bare except for the empty lunch
tray in the corner. They would be here soon to put him through the redundancy they had put him
through for weeks. They wanted answers to questions he didn’t know. Hell, for that matter, he
had no idea who he was. Whenever he didn’t answer their questions, electricity flowed
through the tight black collar around his neck. They were professionals, and they meant to get
some kind of answers. No matter how hard he searched for a way out, there was none to
be found. The walls were immaculate. He knew they were watching him. What did they hope to
find? He’d been having some memory flashbacks, but wasn’t sure if they were real. He had
found himself in a strange place, somewhere in London, but in the past (or was it the future?).
There were strangers all around, but the boy triggered memories. He couldn’t tell them about
him. He knew he had to keep that to himself. The wicket door opened, and he placed his
hands through. The cuffs clicked snuggly on his wrists. The huge, grey door slid open. They
came in the room, two men dressed in black pinstripe suits. Their hair was slicked back,
reminding the man of mobsters from the 80’s. The bigger one shoved him forward to the floor,
and held him down with his large black shoe. “Are you ready to answer our questions?” the



pressure on his back was excruciating, “We are tired of playing these games.” “I’ve told
you before,” the man gasped for breath, “I don’t know what you want.” The foot eased from
his back. Two strong hands picked him up and held him as the other mobster swung and
punched him in the gut with all of his might. “Stop your lying. We hate liars.” He backhanded the
man, knocking him backwards, still cuffed. “Stop,” the voice came from the attractive, stern
red-haired woman in the door. “That is enough. I told you two to cuff him and question him. You
were not to beat him again. Sit him down and leave us. Go back to the boss and receive your
punishment.” The men bowed reverently, and backed out of the cell. Upon exiting, they
turned and walked hastily away. The girl turned back to him smiling. Her red hair was tied back,
her blue eyes shone with sympathy. The aroma of her perfume was distinct, yet familiar. She
commanded respect and obedience. The suit she wore was not unlike the mobsters. The man
was infatuated with her, as most men probably were. “I’ve got to get you out of here,” the
girl pulled a key from her pocket; “You’ve been here way too long.” There was confusion in
the man’s eyes. “What are you doing? What kind of trick is this?” Laying her hands gently
on his face, the girl spoke quietly, looking over her shoulder for any eavesdroppers. “I’ll explain
when I get you to a special room. They won’t be able to track you.” She eased him up, and to
the door. His legs were still shaky. The long hallway was dimly lit; torches were attached
every few feet. It reminded the man of a cave. He was slow to run due to his bare feet on rock.
The girl pulled him along, scanning the area for guards. They arrived at a door, its appearance
the same as his cell door. The girl reached up and pressed a hidden button. As soon as the
door opened, she hurried him in and closed the door. There were no windows in the room,
causing it to seem smaller. Doom filled the man. “What now?” he asked the girl, “You take me
from one cell to another one?” “Trust me, Michael,” the girl seemed to know him. The man
seemed to recognize the name. Michael, as the girl called him, looked around the room. It
appeared to have been used very recently. However, something didn’t seem right. “Alright,” he
grabbed the girl’s wrist as she closed the door, “I want answers. Who are you and what am I
doing here? Also, who am I?” “You’re right, you deserve to know,” there was fear in her
voice. Her sweet smell intoxicated Michael. She was beautiful. He eased his grip. “Thank you.
What do you remember?” Her wrist was still being held in his grip, but not as tight.
“Nothing,” he released her, walking across the room. “What answers do they want?” The
girl reached behind her head and let her hair fall across her shoulders. “First things first,” she
smiled, “Let me introduce myself. I am Sonya Carmichael, and I am your wife.” The man was
taken aback. She appeared in her mid to late twenties, and he felt himself old enough to be her
father. “What’s the joke?” he asked in disbelief. “It’s no joke, Michael,” she reached
out her hand to him, showing a combination wedding ring. “I’m actually older than you think.
Also, I am a traveler, just like you.” “A what?” Michael was perplexed. He didn’t know what
to make of all of this. “A traveler,” Sonya said gently, “we can travel through time and
space. At least our astral projections can. All travelers have an infinity insignia on them. Yours
is located on your back between your shoulder blades. Take your shirt off and look in the



mirror.” Sonya unbuttoned his shirt. A strong urge filled Michael’s body as she did. The shirt fell
to the ground and Michael looked in the mirror at the sign on his back. A red infinity symbol,
reaching from one shoulder to the other, brought warnings to his brain. “You have one
too?” he asked Sonya, still amazed at the crimson design. “Can I see?” Sonya removed the
black blazer she wore, and unbuttoned the white shirt. She slid it down her shoulders and
turned to show him. Her navy symbol was smaller than his was, and stood vertical up and down
her spine. Michael ran his fingers around the artwork. Shivers went through Sonya like a cool
breeze. “So, what do they want with me?” he pulled back. Something didn’t feel
right. “They want to find out our secrets. You are a very strong traveler, and they think you
can bring over the evil one. Supposedly, the mating of the traveler with another will bring him to
this realm.” She pulled her shirt back up, looking almost embarrassed. “So, who do they
propose to mate me with? You?” He backed away. “They don’t know who I am,” she
looked around as if someone was listening. “Bill Parker, a friend of yours, told me where you
were.” “Bill?” a sign of recognition flashed in his eyes. “Yes, Bill,” she made her way
to him, wrapping her arms around him, “He’s been searching for you. He couldn’t come himself,
because the evil one knows him.” His heart raced. Was this woman to be trusted? Her
hands slid up his naked chest. She kissed his neck. His eyes rolled back as he enjoyed the
touch of this woman. At the instant his face looked up, he noticed the hidden camera. He’d
been tricked. “That’s enough,” he broke from her grasp, “you are trying to seduce me and
manipulate me. Who are you really?” He turned to the door, attempting to open it. The door was
locked, trapping them in. He felt the prick of the needle to the back of his neck. The muscles in
his body numbed.  He fell to the ground, unable to move, but still aware of his surroundings.
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and Savior, Jesus Christ, who gave me the words inside to write this book. When I started
writing, I had a whole other direction to go. After years of Time of the Ripper in my head, he led
me in a whole different direction. Without him, I would be nothing. I wanted to give extreme
thanks to my beautiful wife. If not for her, I would not have continued my journey with the Time
Travelers’ series. She has helped in the editing and giving me the confidence to do what I love
to do. This book is also dedicated to my loving family: my 3 children, Brandon, Tanner, Sofie,
Wyatt, and Grayson and my three step-children: Jenna, Bailey, and Hannah. Table of
Contents Chapter 1Chapter 2Chapter 3Chapter 4Chapter 5Chapter 6Chapter 7Chapter
8Chapter 9Chapter 10Chapter 11Chapter 12Chapter 13Chapter 14Chapter 15Chapter
16Chapter 17Chapter 18Chapter 19Chapter 20Chapter 21Chapter 22Chapter 23Chapter
24Chapter 25Chapter 26Chapter 27Chapter 28Chapter 29Chapter 30Chapter 31Chapter
32Chapter 33Chapter 34Chapter 35Epilogue Chapter 1 The man sat in the cold, damp
room. Measuring 10’ x 10’, entirely of concrete reminded the man of a prison cell. There were
only two windows in the room: one on the far wall, and one on the sliding metal door. His



clothes were brown rags, smelling as if they hadn’t been washed in weeks. He couldn’t even
remember when the last time he’d showered. His cell was bare except for the empty lunch
tray in the corner. They would be here soon to put him through the redundancy they had put him
through for weeks. They wanted answers to questions he didn’t know. Hell, for that matter, he
had no idea who he was. Whenever he didn’t answer their questions, electricity flowed
through the tight black collar around his neck. They were professionals, and they meant to get
some kind of answers. No matter how hard he searched for a way out, there was none to
be found. The walls were immaculate. He knew they were watching him. What did they hope to
find? He’d been having some memory flashbacks, but wasn’t sure if they were real. He had
found himself in a strange place, somewhere in London, but in the past (or was it the future?).
There were strangers all around, but the boy triggered memories. He couldn’t tell them about
him. He knew he had to keep that to himself. The wicket door opened, and he placed his
hands through. The cuffs clicked snuggly on his wrists. The huge, grey door slid open. They
came in the room, two men dressed in black pinstripe suits. Their hair was slicked back,
reminding the man of mobsters from the 80’s. The bigger one shoved him forward to the floor,
and held him down with his large black shoe. “Are you ready to answer our questions?” the
pressure on his back was excruciating, “We are tired of playing these games.” “I’ve told
you before,” the man gasped for breath, “I don’t know what you want.” The foot eased from
his back. Two strong hands picked him up and held him as the other mobster swung and
punched him in the gut with all of his might. “Stop your lying. We hate liars.” He backhanded the
man, knocking him backwards, still cuffed. “Stop,” the voice came from the attractive, stern
red-haired woman in the door. “That is enough. I told you two to cuff him and question him. You
were not to beat him again. Sit him down and leave us. Go back to the boss and receive your
punishment.” The men bowed reverently, and backed out of the cell. Upon exiting, they
turned and walked hastily away. The girl turned back to him smiling. Her red hair was tied back,
her blue eyes shone with sympathy. The aroma of her perfume was distinct, yet familiar. She
commanded respect and obedience. The suit she wore was not unlike the mobsters. The man
was infatuated with her, as most men probably were. “I’ve got to get you out of here,” the
girl pulled a key from her pocket; “You’ve been here way too long.” There was confusion in
the man’s eyes. “What are you doing? What kind of trick is this?” Laying her hands gently
on his face, the girl spoke quietly, looking over her shoulder for any eavesdroppers. “I’ll explain
when I get you to a special room. They won’t be able to track you.” She eased him up, and to
the door. His legs were still shaky. The long hallway was dimly lit; torches were attached
every few feet. It reminded the man of a cave. He was slow to run due to his bare feet on rock.
The girl pulled him along, scanning the area for guards. They arrived at a door, its appearance
the same as his cell door. The girl reached up and pressed a hidden button. As soon as the
door opened, she hurried him in and closed the door. There were no windows in the room,
causing it to seem smaller. Doom filled the man. “What now?” he asked the girl, “You take me
from one cell to another one?” “Trust me, Michael,” the girl seemed to know him. The man



seemed to recognize the name. Michael, as the girl called him, looked around the room. It
appeared to have been used very recently. However, something didn’t seem right. “Alright,” he
grabbed the girl’s wrist as she closed the door, “I want answers. Who are you and what am I
doing here? Also, who am I?” “You’re right, you deserve to know,” there was fear in her
voice. Her sweet smell intoxicated Michael. She was beautiful. He eased his grip. “Thank you.
What do you remember?” Her wrist was still being held in his grip, but not as tight.
“Nothing,” he released her, walking across the room. “What answers do they want?” The
girl reached behind her head and let her hair fall across her shoulders. “First things first,” she
smiled, “Let me introduce myself. I am Sonya Carmichael, and I am your wife.” The man was
taken aback. She appeared in her mid to late twenties, and he felt himself old enough to be her
father. “What’s the joke?” he asked in disbelief. “It’s no joke, Michael,” she reached
out her hand to him, showing a combination wedding ring. “I’m actually older than you think.
Also, I am a traveler, just like you.” “A what?” Michael was perplexed. He didn’t know what
to make of all of this. “A traveler,” Sonya said gently, “we can travel through time and
space. At least our astral projections can. All travelers have an infinity insignia on them. Yours
is located on your back between your shoulder blades. Take your shirt off and look in the
mirror.” Sonya unbuttoned his shirt. A strong urge filled Michael’s body as she did. The shirt fell
to the ground and Michael looked in the mirror at the sign on his back. A red infinity symbol,
reaching from one shoulder to the other, brought warnings to his brain. “You have one
too?” he asked Sonya, still amazed at the crimson design. “Can I see?” Sonya removed the
black blazer she wore, and unbuttoned the white shirt. She slid it down her shoulders and
turned to show him. Her navy symbol was smaller than his was, and stood vertical up and down
her spine. Michael ran his fingers around the artwork. Shivers went through Sonya like a cool
breeze. “So, what do they want with me?” he pulled back. Something didn’t feel
right. “They want to find out our secrets. You are a very strong traveler, and they think you
can bring over the evil one. Supposedly, the mating of the traveler with another will bring him to
this realm.” She pulled her shirt back up, looking almost embarrassed. “So, who do they
propose to mate me with? You?” He backed away. “They don’t know who I am,” she
looked around as if someone was listening. “Bill Parker, a friend of yours, told me where you
were.” “Bill?” a sign of recognition flashed in his eyes. “Yes, Bill,” she made her way
to him, wrapping her arms around him, “He’s been searching for you. He couldn’t come himself,
because the evil one knows him.” His heart raced. Was this woman to be trusted? Her
hands slid up his naked chest. She kissed his neck. His eyes rolled back as he enjoyed the
touch of this woman. At the instant his face looked up, he noticed the hidden camera. He’d
been tricked. “That’s enough,” he broke from her grasp, “you are trying to seduce me and
manipulate me. Who are you really?” He turned to the door, attempting to open it. The door was
locked, trapping them in. He felt the prick of the needle to the back of his neck. The muscles in
his body numbed.  He fell to the ground, unable to move, but still aware of his surroundings.



Chapter 1 The man sat in the cold, damp room. Measuring 10’ x 10’, entirely of concrete
reminded the man of a prison cell. There were only two windows in the room: one on the far
wall, and one on the sliding metal door. His clothes were brown rags, smelling as if they hadn’t
been washed in weeks. He couldn’t even remember when the last time he’d showered. His
cell was bare except for the empty lunch tray in the corner. They would be here soon to put him
through the redundancy they had put him through for weeks. They wanted answers to questions
he didn’t know. Hell, for that matter, he had no idea who he was. Whenever he didn’t
answer their questions, electricity flowed through the tight black collar around his neck. They
were professionals, and they meant to get some kind of answers. No matter how hard he
searched for a way out, there was none to be found. The walls were immaculate. He knew they
were watching him. What did they hope to find? He’d been having some memory flashbacks,
but wasn’t sure if they were real. He had found himself in a strange place, somewhere in
London, but in the past (or was it the future?). There were strangers all around, but the boy
triggered memories. He couldn’t tell them about him. He knew he had to keep that to
himself. The wicket door opened, and he placed his hands through. The cuffs clicked
snuggly on his wrists. The huge, grey door slid open. They came in the room, two men dressed
in black pinstripe suits. Their hair was slicked back, reminding the man of mobsters from the
80’s. The bigger one shoved him forward to the floor, and held him down with his large black
shoe. “Are you ready to answer our questions?” the pressure on his back was excruciating,
“We are tired of playing these games.” “I’ve told you before,” the man gasped for breath, “I
don’t know what you want.” The foot eased from his back. Two strong hands picked him
up and held him as the other mobster swung and punched him in the gut with all of his might.
“Stop your lying. We hate liars.” He backhanded the man, knocking him backwards, still
cuffed. “Stop,” the voice came from the attractive, stern red-haired woman in the door.
“That is enough. I told you two to cuff him and question him. You were not to beat him again. Sit
him down and leave us. Go back to the boss and receive your punishment.” The men
bowed reverently, and backed out of the cell. Upon exiting, they turned and walked hastily away.
The girl turned back to him smiling. Her red hair was tied back, her blue eyes shone with
sympathy. The aroma of her perfume was distinct, yet familiar. She commanded respect and
obedience. The suit she wore was not unlike the mobsters. The man was infatuated with her, as
most men probably were. “I’ve got to get you out of here,” the girl pulled a key from her
pocket; “You’ve been here way too long.” There was confusion in the man’s eyes. “What
are you doing? What kind of trick is this?” Laying her hands gently on his face, the girl
spoke quietly, looking over her shoulder for any eavesdroppers. “I’ll explain when I get you to a
special room. They won’t be able to track you.” She eased him up, and to the door. His legs
were still shaky. The long hallway was dimly lit; torches were attached every few feet. It
reminded the man of a cave. He was slow to run due to his bare feet on rock. The girl pulled him
along, scanning the area for guards. They arrived at a door, its appearance the same as his cell
door. The girl reached up and pressed a hidden button. As soon as the door opened, she



hurried him in and closed the door. There were no windows in the room, causing it to seem
smaller. Doom filled the man. “What now?” he asked the girl, “You take me from one cell to
another one?” “Trust me, Michael,” the girl seemed to know him. The man seemed to
recognize the name. Michael, as the girl called him, looked around the room. It appeared
to have been used very recently. However, something didn’t seem right. “Alright,” he grabbed
the girl’s wrist as she closed the door, “I want answers. Who are you and what am I doing here?
Also, who am I?” “You’re right, you deserve to know,” there was fear in her voice. Her
sweet smell intoxicated Michael. She was beautiful. He eased his grip. “Thank you. What do
you remember?” Her wrist was still being held in his grip, but not as tight. “Nothing,” he
released her, walking across the room. “What answers do they want?” The girl reached
behind her head and let her hair fall across her shoulders. “First things first,” she smiled, “Let me
introduce myself. I am Sonya Carmichael, and I am your wife.” The man was taken aback. She
appeared in her mid to late twenties, and he felt himself old enough to be her father.
“What’s the joke?” he asked in disbelief. “It’s no joke, Michael,” she reached out her hand
to him, showing a combination wedding ring. “I’m actually older than you think. Also, I am a
traveler, just like you.” “A what?” Michael was perplexed. He didn’t know what to make of
all of this. “A traveler,” Sonya said gently, “we can travel through time and space. At least
our astral projections can. All travelers have an infinity insignia on them. Yours is located on
your back between your shoulder blades. Take your shirt off and look in the mirror.” Sonya
unbuttoned his shirt. A strong urge filled Michael’s body as she did. The shirt fell to the ground
and Michael looked in the mirror at the sign on his back. A red infinity symbol, reaching from one
shoulder to the other, brought warnings to his brain. “You have one too?” he asked Sonya,
still amazed at the crimson design. “Can I see?” Sonya removed the black blazer she wore, and
unbuttoned the white shirt. She slid it down her shoulders and turned to show him. Her navy
symbol was smaller than his was, and stood vertical up and down her spine. Michael ran his
fingers around the artwork. Shivers went through Sonya like a cool breeze. “So, what do
they want with me?” he pulled back. Something didn’t feel right. “They want to find out our
secrets. You are a very strong traveler, and they think you can bring over the evil one.
Supposedly, the mating of the traveler with another will bring him to this realm.” She pulled her
shirt back up, looking almost embarrassed. “So, who do they propose to mate me with?
You?” He backed away. “They don’t know who I am,” she looked around as if someone was
listening. “Bill Parker, a friend of yours, told me where you were.” “Bill?” a sign of
recognition flashed in his eyes. “Yes, Bill,” she made her way to him, wrapping her arms
around him, “He’s been searching for you. He couldn’t come himself, because the evil one
knows him.” His heart raced. Was this woman to be trusted? Her hands slid up his naked
chest. She kissed his neck. His eyes rolled back as he enjoyed the touch of this woman. At the
instant his face looked up, he noticed the hidden camera. He’d been tricked. “That’s
enough,” he broke from her grasp, “you are trying to seduce me and manipulate me. Who are
you really?” He turned to the door, attempting to open it. The door was locked, trapping them in.



He felt the prick of the needle to the back of his neck. The muscles in his body numbed. He fell
to the ground, unable to move, but still aware of his surroundings. “It didn’t have to be like
this,” Sonya rolled him to his back. She began to remove his pants, throwing them to the side. “I
was honest when I said I was a traveler, but I’m a different type of traveler. Your astral being
travels through time and space. I travel through dimensions.” She stood over him, undressing.
Michael could not control his excitement. Even though this woman was evil, she was also
beautiful. “When different types of travelers mate, one (predominately the male) will be a
vessel for the evil one. The other will be the mate and rule by his side. Those men work for me.
I wanted to gain your trust and have you make love to me willingly. However, that won’t happen
yet. I am not your wife. But, I will be when the evil one enters you.” Michael still had his
ability to speak, “You can’t do this.” Curse this drug preventing him from moving, “It will
accomplish nothing.” Sonya laughed, “It will accomplish everything.” She lowered herself
on him. He entered her easily, her eyes rolled back in her head. Tears filled Michael’s eyes as
he knew that whatever humanity he had would soon be lost. He could feel something evil enter
into him. He felt another being inside him, pushing him into the blackness of nothingness. The
muscles in his body were controlled by this being. His hands reached up holding Sonya’s hips.
He forced her to the bed, staying inside her. “Oh yes, master,” she moaned, “welcome
home.” His sperm entered inside her, his face smiled vilely. “Thank you, my dear,” his
sinister voice frightened her slightly. “It has been long coming.” He stood and walked to the
mirror. “The likeness is uncanny.” Sonya lifted her head to look. ”What will be your wish my
master?” the woman asked. “We are going to destroy the one who defeated me; the one
who took my disciple away from me. Bill Parker will pay for what he did, and he won’t know what
to do.” The demon laughed. He turned to Sonja, lying on the bed. She got up and went to him.
He kissed her wildly, pulling back on her hair. “We will destroy him emotionally, psychologically,
and finally physically. We will bring him over to us.” “When will we start?” Sonya wanted
more of her master. The power she gained from him was addictive. “We start in history.
He will be looking for someone. We can destroy him in so many times and places. Bring me the
book.” Sonya began to dress. “What are you doing?” He yelled. “I was getting
decent before going for the ledger,” Sonya bowed her head. “When I say go get it, I mean
now. I don’t mean wait until you get dressed.” The evil spoken by this man was unexpected by
Sonya. She knew he was evil, but she wasn’t prepared for this. She obeyed loyally, however.
She opened the door, and stepped into the hall. “Walk, do not run,” the evil one said, “You
are going to be taught humility and obedience. No other person will touch you. I will kill them if
they do.” “Yes, master,” Sonya walked to the room that had held Michael for two months.
The emotions flowing through her were that of giddiness, fear, and infatuation. The evil
one looked back at the mirror. “Yes, Bill Parker, you are about to pay. I will break you down
where you will be begging to join me. You are in for many surprises.” He laughed aloud, filling
the hall with evil. Present Day – Bill sat at the large mahogany desk Blaine had found at an
antique store. The brown leather journal his father had given to him sat in its regular place on



the shelf. He still wrote in it. All travelers carried a journal, documenting their many travels and
adventures. He managed to find the old black journal of his brother, David. It was so hard to
believe that his younger brother, whom he had believed to be dead for years, had been
transported to 1887 and had been Jack the Ripper. The years of doing research on Jack
the Ripper had come full circle as he remembered being there. He missed John and Daphne
Carmichael, the couple who took him in. He was devastated by Daphne’s death at the hands of
David (the Ripper, he must remember David was suffering amnesia and manipulated by Satan).
Memories of Daphne’s mangled body still haunted him. The photo he held also grabbed
his feelings at the time. Elizabeth was beautiful, and Bill had fallen in love with her. How ironic
was it that the man who had raped and killed her was his own brother. More so, once David
went back to the time Bill had first arrived in London, he met the Carmichaels and became what
Bill had; a Christian missionary. David and Elizabeth went on to convert hundreds to Christ.
They married on May 30, 1889 and raised three beautiful children. Bill was a little jealous,
but God’s grace had come over him. He and Blaine had decided to rent a 1-bedroom apartment
after they had married. The wedding was simple, with their closest friends and family
attending. Oh, man, Bill said to himself, tomorrow’s our anniversary, and I haven’t gotten
anything planned yet. He started typing on the computer, his brain thinking about what to do.
Something stuck in his mind. Everything seemed to be too common. He wanted their first
anniversary to be special. At that moment, the room spun. The familiar feeling, which he
thought would never happen again, came back. He got up from his chair, and walked over to the
couch, falling face first into the lavish furniture. Blackness engulfed him. His eyes were heavy.
In no time flat, Bill Parker was unconscious. Chapter 2 Bill awoke, his senses
telling him he was not in his apartment anymore. Many large pine trees, reaching toward the
heavens, encircled him. Whispering winds of cool air blew all around him. He sat up, taking in
his surroundings. “Bill, you made it,” Bill stared in disbelief. His brother David, whom he
had not seen in over a year, was standing in the clearing. “It’s great to see you,” Bill embraced
his brother. “How is this possible?” Bill stared at his brother. David’s piercing blue eyes
were full of glory and tears. “It’s a connection travelers have. Once you have connected in
the astral world, you can communicate with each other anytime.” Bill was elated, “So, now
we can see each other, but only here?” His heart fell. “You know you can still travel here.
Is the time machine still working?” “Yes,” a glimmer of hope shone in Bill’s eyes. “It’s with
Mark. Why has it taken a year for us to communicate, though?” “Something was blocking
us,” David seemed cautious, “He’s coming back, Bill, and he’s looking for us.” Bill turned
white. “How is that possible? We destroyed him. We saved you.” “Bill,” David was trying
to reassure him, “you know the prophesy. God will return and Satan will be bound for 1000
years. Afterwards, he will be free for a short time then released. Jesus will destroy him. Last I
checked, you’re not Jesus.” Bill grinned, “You’re right. So, where and when is he?”
David brightened up. “He’s in a world we all thought was mythical. A place where knights ruled
and dragons terrified everywhere. Magic was all around.” Bill playfully grabbed David and



put him in a headlock as they did when they were kids, “Tell me where, and I’ll let you go.”
David laughed, tearing up. “Camelot, he’s in the time of Camelot,” he couldn’t hold back.
Bill released his younger brother, “Yea, right. All of that is made up.” “If only that was true,”
the younger Parker straightened his clothes. “Camelot is for real. All of the stories are true. King
Arthur and Merlin exist. He’s there to increase his magic.” “So, what do I need to
do?” “Research,” David placed a hand on his big brother’s shoulder, “learn everything you
can. Then, use the time machine to travel back there. Take the others with you. We will meet in
this realm for guidance.” “Ok,” Bill hugged his brother again. “I need to get back. Blaine
will worry.” “I know, Bill,” David looked at him with sad eyes, “I’m sorry about everything I
did.” “It’s okay,” Bill said, “you were being used. I want you and Elizabeth to be happy.
Maybe one day, we will reunite.” “That would be wonderful. I know it will take time though.”
David turned to walk away. “Dad’s still alive,” David stopped in his tracks. Bill’s words had
caught him off guard. “Are you sure?” David never turned around, “How do you
know?” Bill reached into his pocket, hoping it had come through with him. His hand came
out of his pocket, clutched to a folded white piece of paper. He held it out to David, “Jack
Morgan’s last letter to me.” David turned and took the letter, his eyes moving over the
paper. Tears rolled down his cheek as he read more. He fell to his knees sobbing like a child.
“All of the evil I did. Oh, father in heaven, forgive me.” The wind blew, causing a peaceful
sensation in David. Bill felt it too. He knew that, since he was a traveler, he could hear God like
the prophets in the old testament of the Bible. “David, God is with you,” Bill helped David to
his feet. “I’m still looking for dad’s location in his journal.” “Let me know when you find out
anything. Continue communicating with me in my journal. Be careful against Satan. I fear he is
more powerful than he was last time you confronted him.” “I will,” Bill embraced his brother
again, “I love you brother. One day, we will reunite.” “I look forward to that day. Tell Blaine
and Keith hi for me. Don’t tell mom about things yet.” David stepped back and
disappeared. “David,” Bill ran to the spot where his brother last was. “How do I get back?”
Bill tripped over a root, falling and knocking his head on the ground. Blackness engulfed him
again and he was asleep. Bill awoke, Blaine’s worried face hovering over him. “Bill, what
happened?” Her soft hand reached up to his forehead, bringing back red blood. “I saw
David,” Bill sat up, “We can communicate on an astral level. I saw my brother.” Bill could not
withhold his excitement. Blaine was excited for him. If it had been anyone but Bill, she
might have thought he was losing his mind. This young man, whom Blaine had fallen in love with
and married, had traveled back in time in his dreams and in real life. Bill’s excitement
faded fast, his face whitened from fear. “He’s back,” he took Blaine’s hand in his. “Satan is back
and he wants me and David.” Blaine looked sick, “What do we do, then?” “How
would you like to go to Camelot?” Blaine’s puzzled look caused her to wonder about Bill’s
mental status. “You have this stuff on you, Satan’s coming to get you, and you want to go to
Vegas?” “I’m not talking about Camelot in Vegas,” Bill laughed, “I mean CAMELOT. You
know, King Arthur, Merlin, Guinevere, and Sir Lancelot.” “Camelot?” Blaine’s eyes gleamed



at the thought, “I thought that was just a myth. A fairytale told to kids.” “Apparently not,” Bill
shook his head, “According to David, there’s powerful magic there. It would be the perfect place
for Satan to harness more power.” Blaine shivered; goose bumps came up on her silky
skin. Memories of being taken by David, as Jack the Ripper, still haunted her. More, to the fact,
was Satan controlling David in his murders. She could still feel the evil from the room. “I
know how you’re feeling,” Bill held her hand in his. “I can still feel it too. It’s our duty to stop him
though. He’s after me and David, as well as the rest of us.” “I know,” the whisper in Blaine’s
voice made Bill feel helpless. “Honey, remember, God is always with us. Satan can’t hurt us as
long as we believe. He will always try to tempt us, but he cannot sway us from God.”
Blaine wiped a tear away, “I know. It just seems like yesterday that it happened. Moreover, I
can’t believe Jack was taken. We didn’t know him long, but he did his best to protect us.”
Jack Morgan, the man they had assumed to be Jack the Ripper, was actually another traveler
who spoke with God. After his death, Bill had received a letter that shed light on many of Bill’s
questions. It was this letter that told Bill his father was still alive. “I’m still trying to figure out
who would’ve broken into that safety deposit box and tried to take dad’s journal. I feel like my
hands are tied. But, we need to fight the enemy.” Bill was torn. “What do we need to do
first?” Blaine was now trying to look brave. “We need to get the others here and discuss
the plan of action. Professor Harrison needs to be called and ready for video conferencing.”
Professor Harrison’s time machine was the object that had sent them to 1887. It hadn’t been
used in over a year. There had been other tests run on it, but no humans, as far as Bill
knew. “I’ll fix dinner, and invite them over. Are Tom and Julie back from their honeymoon
yet?” There was something that all of the friends had in common. They all had connections to
travelers. Tom never found out that Jack Morgan was actually his father. Jack had told Bill, in
the letter, this bit of information, and asked Bill to never tell Tom until the time was right. Bill
never got the opportunity to promise him in person, but he vowed never to break the trust.
“They should be back,” Bill looked at the calendar. He and Blaine had been watching Tom and
Julie’s pets while they were gone. “I’ll call Keith and let him know. Kelly had a lot of recovery
from our last adventure.” Keith was Bill’s best friend, as well as brother-in-law. He had saved Bill
when he last faced Satan. His fiancée, Kelly, had been brutally attacked with several others and
had to have medical attention. The doctors told them that if they had been any later, she would
have died. Bill grabbed the portable Uniden from the cradle which he kept near him at all
times, in case he got calls from work. He had taken an internship at the local police station. The
chief, who had befriended him from day one, helped him out. He felt there was something
special about Bill. “Hey, Bill,” Keith sounded chipper today. The two of them had been
inseparable for years, “What’s up with you today? How’s that sister of mine treating you?”
“Fantastic,” Bill responded genuine, as always. Since he had gotten together with Blaine, he felt
he could take on the world. “What are you and Kelly up to tonight?” “Not sure. Kelly’s still
at work, and I just got out of a seminar.” “You two come on over and have dinner with us.
We’ll be having your favorite,” Bill teased his brother-in-law. “You don’t mean Teriyaki



chicken on the grill, do you?” Keith had become just about addicted to the boneless short thighs
marinated in sweet teriyaki sauce. “What time do you want us?” Bill laughed. He knew Keith
couldn’t turn down a good, old-fashioned barbecue. Somewhere in the past, Michael, as
he called himself now, looked at his reflection in the mirror. He had changed clothes, wearing
black pants, a scarlet red shirt with buttons all the way down. He had bathed and cleaned
himself up. ”How touching it will be when the other and I confront each other again,” he laughed
at the thought, “My plan for building my empire has started.” “Excuse me, sir,” Michael
turned around to see Sonya in the doorway. She had dressed in brown riding pants, which
hugged the curves on her body snugly. The maroon hunting shirt she wore had gold buttons
going down. The sleeves were long and skin tight. Her black riding boots were so shiny that the
light bounced from them. On her belt was a dagger in a sheathe. Her red hair, which was
usually pulled back, lay across her shoulders. Michael smiled at the thought of this creature as
his slave and concubine, “What is the next part of your plan?” Michael grinned vilely.
“Phase 2 is already in thought, my dear Sonya. Even at this moment, the traveler is preparing to
journey to Camelot to try to stop me. He doesn’t realize that there is more power there to feed
me and destroy him. I will cause doubt and confusion in the minds of his friends. What is it they
say: ‘Divide and Conquer’?” He walked over to Sonya, caressing her face in his hand,
“What would you have me do, master?” She trembled at his power, not out of fear but out of
reverence for him. “You are going to do exactly what you did to the host of this body. You
are going to get them to accept you as a friend, and then manipulate them. You will do for me
what Judas Iscariot did to my enemy. You will betray them. They will all be broken, and
eventually join me.” “Anything for you, my lord. All I ask is that I will be your queen,” she
humbly bowed to him, “You will be a great king, and have the whole world as your servants. I...”
her eyes widened. The master looked pale. He began sweating profusely. “Master, what is
wrong?” Michael began to fall. Sonya caught him, but he was too heavy. “Help,” she
lowered him to the floor, and ran to the door. The two guards were had been standing outside
the door ran in. They wore black shirts, resembling garments worn by Turks in fantasy books.
Their black pants were loose fitting to allow movement. They each carried a sword on their belt.
They ran over and lifted Michael up from the floor. There was a sense of urgency in their eyes as
they laid him on the sofa sitting on the farthest wall on the North side of the complex. “This
is impossible,” Michael felt weak. His voice was that of a whisper. Sonya knelt beside him.
“What is happening?” She was scared of losing him. The fear of losing his power overwhelmed
her. “The crossing over took more energy than it should have. I need a sacrifice.”
Sonya’s eyes were wild, “What type of sacrifice?” “For now,” Michael’s eyes were closing.
His breathing slowed. “I need a female virgin. Her blood must be warm and fresh.” “Your
will be done,” Sonya got up and went to the door. “You,” she pointed at a guard coming up the
hall, “Go and find the master a young female virgin. Hurry, though, for he hasn’t much time.” The
guard took off down the stone hallway, his quest an important one. Sonya stepped back into the
room over to the evil one. “Master, the sacrifice you require will be here shortly. Is there



anything I can do?” “No,” he whispered, “I need the virgin. I feel so weak. When she
comes, fill my goblet with her blood. Do not kill her. She will be useful alive.” Tears swelled
in Sonya’s eyes, “I didn’t think you could die.” “I am not dying. The portal is pulling me
back. This body will survive, but it will be hard to reclaim it.” A knock sounded at the door.
Sonya rushed over to open it. The guard stood there with a petite blonde. Her golden hair
dangling down. Sonya led her to the table, placed the girl’s arm on it, and sliced it with the sharp
dagger from her boot. The girl screamed as her life force gushed into the goblet. Sonya’s eyes
sparkled as they fluid filled the cup. She took the cup, filled with blood, and placed it to the
dark one’s lips. She tilted the cup, and the liquid went in to his mouth. The color came back to
his face, his breathing grew stronger. His hands reached up and held the cup on his own. He
sat up, finishing his elixir. The sight of the young girl delighted him. Her long blue dress was
accented in white. The puffy sleeves revealed her bare arms. The collar was buttoned up to the
neck, bearing no skin. “Come closer,” he ordered her softly, “what is your name, child?”
“Mariselle,” the girl trembled with fright.
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