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“Hold on...” I jogged to the DeLorean and lifted up both gull-wing doors. “Not everyone’s a mermaid.” Heavens had opened as we’d passed Grasmere, so I’d driven seven miles on the A591 through a torrential downpour. Air conditioning didn’t work and  

              DeLoreans were renowned for being incapable of keeping 

                                                                     rain out of footwells. 

The interior was damp and misted up. Hopefully fresh air would dry it out...

 Returning to the laptop, I opened it up and typed in my password. 

I removed the straw glued to the side of my pineapple juice carton, pierced the little foil circle and drank. "Where are the dogs, Jasmin?"

[Both were rescue dogs, Treacles a suspected toy papillon-chihuahua cross, no bigger than a cat. But I thought he was part-Portuguese water dog, because he loved to swim so much. Daehno was an enormous pure-white, blue-eyed Siberian husky who loved to hunt. Over the years they'd grown extremely protective of each other and appeared to have long conversations in a private canine language.] 

"Daehno ran into Greathow Wood." She took her flipflops off. "He saw that weird man again. The one in a charcoal shell-suit, hoodie, baseball cap and black sports bag. You know what Daehno's like with suspicious strangers. Probably sussing the guy out. Or chasing deer." Jasmin tied up her hair into a tight bun. "Treacles is there..." She pointed to the reservoir. "Doggy-paddling as usual. Leave him to it. He's wearing his new PitPat GPS collar. He can't get lost..." Squinting at the Delorean, Jasmin commented, "Definitely pretty, especially with the doors open. But it always smells musty inside and reeks of petrol." She took several 

long, slow, deep breaths. "Time me again with your computer stopwatch thing. I'll go a lot deeper to see if I can find what we're looking for... Three, two, one—" My sister disappeared as I clicked 'start' with the mouse.

Popping bubbles and fizzy ripples disappeared after ten seconds so I switched the LCD clock to full-screen and watched it count up to a minute. Ninety seconds. Two minutes. Nearly three minutes made me worry. I tilted my carton of pineapple juice to suck up the last bit in the corner through the straw.  

I took the Acer 17 off my lap, put it on a safe flat dry rock, turned it around so I'd see it from the shoreline and ran over for a closer look. 

Thirlmere's surface was eerily still, with no sign of Jasmin. Skies darkened, silence decended and a pulsing heart pounded my chest, thumping in eardrums. Listening was hard because of blood and fear banging inside my head. I flinched at a whizzing metallic electric-blue blur in the corner of my eye. It hit the water with a dull thunk, like a steel bolt. Seconds later, clouds moved, blinding sun made me squint into a burst of gritty spray and silt as a multicoloured kingfisher exploded from the surface. Turquoise, orange, peach, yellow, purple and indigo grains scraped the pupil and iris underneath my left lid. Right eye wide-open, I 

turned and focused on the Acer's massive readout. My sister had been holding her breath for almost four minutes. 

The kingfisher fluttered through a kaleidoscopic rainbow and perched on an overhanging silver birch branch— Baby brown trout wriggling for its slippery life in the birds beak. Luckily, as the kingfisher attempted to swallow, the little fish flicked itself free, plummeted fifteen feet, plinked into Thirlmere and darted off. 

Panic-pain clenched my gut when I saw the patch of red it was heading towards... Bad memories rushed my mind. 

As a teenager, I almost lost my life in Ullswater and the flashback recreated a horrible real-life nightmare in my brain. Pondweed and sludge clogging nostrils. Tasting slimy reeds and frogspawn. Coughing, spluttering, choking on fidgeting eels wriggling down my throat. Crushing terror switched off consciousness and a mermaid dragged me out, knelt violently on my chest to pump out death then administered CPR to resuscitate me. I woke up to her slapping my face and screaming, "DON'T DIE! Pathetic aquaphobe!" —The thirteen year old mermaid was my younger sister, Jasmin.

Six years later, I was still a useless swimmer, but— Jasmin's goggles, snorkel and torch in my hand, I waded in, fully clothed... Shin-deep, I sank to my knees, fitted the apparatus to my face and rechecked the Acer 17's readout. Five minutes, six seconds, seven, eight, nine... Leaning forward, down into the water, cold liquid entered my ears, muting all sound, but the view was crystal clear. Swirls of blood were rising above a decapitated adult brown trout two or three feet away and the offending four-foot-long pike stared at me from distant reeds. Evil grin, long chin, razor sharp teeth. Vibrating top fin ensuring it didn't move a 

millimetre, but it was big enough to bite my hand clean off... I grabbed the trout's headless body, raised my arm out of Thirlmere and threw it towards the killer, it's flash of silver vanishing with the meal it was never going to give up on.

Time ticking, I crawled forward to the edge of a submerged ledge. Beyond the shelf it descended into dark gloom of sheer depth. Using sunlight in the shallows I read the words on my sisters torch. 'Archon WM66 Underwater LED Flashlight — 12,000 Lumens.'  For some reason she'd not removed the small cable tie with a plastic price-tag on. Astonishingly it said £409.46, but I ripped it off and pushed it in my wet pocket. Pressing the on/off button illuminated lower black with a blinding beam, huge fat perch flapping into my face. Luminous orangey-yellow scales startling me, I dropped the torch and watched it spiral down to 

darkness. 

Nothing to see, so I took a long deep breath, removed the mouthpiece and attempted to shout down into the reservoir,  "Jasmin! Can you hear me? Jasmin!" Gargling and gurgling changed it to, "Jarglim! Gann ewe mere mi? Jarglim!"

Jasmin's muffled voice cried out, "Joshua! What you doing?!" I couldn't see her, but her deadened call burbled again, "Give me a hand! Hurry up and stop messing about, Joshua!"  I heard a strange muted thud. Three seconds later, an identical thud. My sister's pink swimming headband rose up from the black abyss.  

I knew in my heart my sister was drowning. I guessed she'd been under for at least eight minutes.  Google Earth had said the reservoir was a hundred-and-fifty-eight feet deep... 

Still submerged, I looked ahead, glanced left and right. Nothing. Standing up, ripping the snorkel and goggles off, I searched across the surface before turning to check Jasmin's total dive-time on the laptop behind me... The Acer 17 was gone. Even worse, my car's gull-wing doors were now closed, every window completely fogged-up on the inside.

Its engine started. But I was sixty feet away. 

Sprinting back towards the Delorian I slipped on the trout's squelchy head, falling into gravel, grazing my chin, snapping a front tooth on a stone. Jumping up, concussed, confused, I staggered dizzily to the car. With Jasmin dead, the joyrider would have to kill me before driving away. I heard the internal fan being clicked up to maximum. He was trying to demist the windscreen. Throwing myself on the bonnet, I lay spreadeagled, face down, waiting... 

The thief switched off the engine. I slid away and walked to the side. Thick condensation prevented me from seeing his face, but I remembered my sister's words - 'man in a charcoal shell-suit, hoodie, baseball cap and black sports bag'... The gull-wing door clicked open, rising slowly with a low hiss of its damping strut. Quivering with adrenalin, I stepped back,  grabbing a jagged brick-sized rock, raising my arm, ready to— 

"What on Earth's up with you?" asked Jasmin. She was in the driver's seat, typing on the Acer 17.  "Looks like you've seen a ghost."

Speechless, goose pimples erupted all over my body and I shivered with cold as Lakeland gusts returned. 

"People usually take their clothes off to go snorkelling, Joshua. You're soaking wet." 

Trembling with panic, blood pressure through the roof, I whispered, "Thought you'd drowned."

"Mermaids don't drown. And we found what we were looking for... Besides, I was only down there for about a minute so why—" 

"NO!" I stamped my foot hard. "No, Jasmin! You were gone almost ten minutes! I thought you were dead!" Uncontrollable anger engulfed me as I turned and hurled the oversized jagged rock as high and as far as I could out into the reservoir, instantly regretting it... The trajectory was perfect to hit Treacles and within seconds it seemed to smash him full in the face. He yelped and vanished... Blisteringly hot sunshine came from nowhere, highlighting plumes of spray I'd created. Stomach churning, explosive heartache crushed my chest. I teetered then fell back hard on my backside, tears welling up.

Then he popped up ten feet to the right of impact. Yapping happily, shaking floppy ears dry, four paws pounding water, racing back to shore with something in his mouth. [I'd missed him by centimetres.] Scampering over shingle he leapt into my arms, proudly presenting Jasmin's pink headband before nuzzling my chin. He thought he'd won a game of catch and I hugged him tightly, kissing his cold nose.

"Can you calm down now?" asked Jasmin, drying his coat with a towel, putting him on the passenger seat. She tickled his neck and fed him his favourite sliced smoked sausage.  

After ten minutes, watching Treacles fall asleep, I sniffed my emotions up and nodded. "Okay. Just tell me how you were underwater so long."

"I wasn't..."

My sister explained how she'd dolphin kicked directly down for forty seconds, descending fifty feet to the same inspection hatch she'd spotted on her first dive. Knowing the outlet's ancient iron door had rusted away, she hurriedly squeezed in, feetfirst, accidentally scraping off the pink headband off. Jasmin swam up the vent for four or five seconds, bursting out of the overflow to stand upon the bone-dry sandstone, inside the Victorian Valve House. 

"My smartwatch said it was all over and done with in less than a minute. When I got back here you were lying face down in Thirlmere with my goggles and snorkel on, bellowing into the water."

"I was shouting for you."

"But I called out to you three times, asking for help with your Acer 17." She closed the laptop, put it on top of the dashboard, and got out of the car with her rucksack. "What was I supposed to think? You should've—" We turned to see Daehno pelting along the beach, howling with delight, something red hanging from his mouth. "Not again," she said.

Another dead rabbit.

"Maybe it's a good omen, Jasmin." I stood up and took off my drenched T-shirt. "You didn't drown. I didn't kill Treacles. At least it's not a young dead deer, like yesterday." 

"What'll we do with that poor bunny?"

Daehno skidded to a halt and dropped his limp trophy. I picked it up and slung it into Thirlmere. "Fresh pike food." I cleaned my hand on the wet T-shirt then wiped my husky's face. 

Jasmin collected her towel, snorkel and goggles. "Where's my Archon torch?" 

I rolled my eyes towards the reservoir. "At the bottom. Hundred-and-fifty-eight feet down." 

"Brilliant. Know how much that thing cost me?" 

"£409.46..." I took the price tag out of my pocket and threw it to her. "For that money it should have its own flotation device."

Preparing the Delorean's rear luggage shelf for the dogs, I said, "Let's pack up and get out of here, Jasmin. We didn't find what we were looking for." Refilling their water and biscuit bowls, I added, "Let's try Derwentwater." 

Jasmin shook her head. "You weren't listening to me."

"About what?"

"Before you nearly killed Treacles, I was telling you we found what we were looking for."

I frowned. "We found the Gàidhlig Tome?"   

With two hands, she lifted a small brown leather satchel from her rucksack, pulling a strained face as she gave it to me. "Sylvanor left this for us in Thirlmere Pumping Station." We'd heard a lot of things about the Gàidhlig Tome over the years, but neither of us knew what it actually was. Jasmin's best guess was an important book like the Bible, but I'd always thought it must be an instruction manual. For what, I hadn't a clue.

I took it in my left hand, almost dropping it due to the incredible weight, using both hands to stop it falling. The small brown satchel must've weighed at least twenty-five kilograms, and the sudden jolt made whatever was inside to give out a peculiar hissy high-pitched whine...  We turned to stare at each other and I gave her a funny look.

"What's up now, Joshua? We search five days on the trot, and now you don't want to open it?"

"He said we had to..." Inside there was a hinged A4-sized pale grey steel oblong slab about four inches thick. It folded out (each fold clicking loudly and precisely) to create a huge A2-sized gold-coloured control panel. Four small curvy square glass screens, like old-fashioned portable TV's were positioned closely side by side, and directly above each other. They all began to flicker in unison. "Must be made of brass and bronze. With a lead sleeve." The Gàidhlig Tome was far too heavy to hold, so I carefully rested it upright on the shingle, leaning it back against the Delorean's lower door sill.

Jasmin searched again in the satchel and gave me a sheet of paper entitled, 'General User Guide.' It said, [1] Convert screens by pressing magenta V-button to engage vacuum fan. [2] Wait until ground-effect machine emits five pings. [3] Place the three long thin prisms of glass in between, ensuring magnetic strips grip tightly. 

Astonishingly, the four screens were transformed into a single gigantic monitor. Reflection and refraction made the joins miraculously invisible. Despite the small amount of physical movement, we'd obviously triggered some kind of automatic self-winding mechanism. It began to tick loudly like a grandfather clock, and parts started to spin behind glass panels. Metallic tinkles accompanied twinkles and The Lakeland Spokes were suddenly aglow in neon-turquoise.

Viewing the whole of the Lake District, brightly lit, at arm's length reminded me of the remarkable god-like design of Cumbria's geological phenomenon. Once again I was struck by how unique the circular nature of Lakeland actually was. Mountains, rivers and lakes radiating outwards from the epicentre of Easesdale Tarn above Dunmail Raise. Hand-drawn spokes of a bicycle wheel came to mind, scrawled with a broken pale-blue crayon, crookedly stretching towards the Irish Sea in the west, Caldbeck to the north, Tebay to the east, and Ulverston in the south. 

I studied the words, lists and explanatory diagrams to work out what the Gàidhlig Tome was supposed to do. Some of the terms were beyond me, so I asked Jasmin to search Google on the Acer 17.

"VFD, Jasmin. Three capital letters."

"Hold on... 'Vacuum Fluorescent Display. Once commonly used on consumer electronics equipment such as video cassette recorders, car radios, and microwave ovens.' Must be an early sort of LCD."

I said, "Keep each tab open on the screen in case we need to go back." I read out the next word.

"Catha—what?" she asked.

"Cathodoluminescence," I repeated, spelling it out, one letter at a time, and she typed it in... It was the technology that illuminated the VFD, and Youtube videos showed old-school countdown readouts that we'd seen in early James Bond movies. 

"You think it's a nuclear bomb, Joshua?"

"Sylvanor doesn't want to blow us up."

"Maybe he wants you and me to blow something else up..." She raised her eyebrows.

I gave her a disapproving, disbelieving look. "Don't think so..." Two rotating rotors were coiling up the mainspring which provided the power for a magneto, finally creating enough electrical charge to bring everything to life. Cogs were turning a crankshaft which moved two pushrods back and forth, causing a trapdoor to slide open. A minuscule weathercock emerged, but the cock wasn't a bird, it was tiny a stainless steel Delorean, doors flapping up and down.  

Jasmin whispered, "I don't like this Gàidhlig Tome." 

Semicircular scooped cups sat on the ends of brass pins and I knew it was an anemometer. [Two years ago I'd watched Lancer use a hand-held version to help us navigate the four-mile-long underground canal from Nenthead to Alston. It was the first time I'd experienced, or should I say survived, a speed-draught.] Anemometers recorded the speed and direction of winds, but with no gusts, the contraption was motionless (apart from the car's oscillating  gull-wing doors). 

Half an inch below, a pewter hatchway opened to reveal a tiny hurdy-gurdy which began plucking the 'Ten Green Bottles' tune. Beside it were 'cuckoo clock' slatted double doors, and sure enough they swung open to allow a scaled-down fairground carousel to pop out. It would've fitted into a toddler's palm and the four little perfectly formed animatronic figurines, no bigger than toy soldiers, rotated on the miniature merry-go-round. They were sinister and made me feel ill... 

Jasmin clenched my wrist, digging her nails into my skin. "That's impossible, Joshua. They look exactly like you, me, Daehno and Treacles."

"Coincidence," I said, purposely lying to her as my stomach churned... It was definitely us, and definitely our two dogs. Diminutive voodoo effigies, frightening likenesses, accurately painted. At least they didn't have pins stuck in them...

"Where's Treacles gone?" she asked, with an uneasy voice.  

My gaze rose up from the Gàidhlig Tome to the passenger seat. Treacles was snoring, sighing and twitching his legs in a deep dream. I nodded, "He's there. Fast asleep." 

"No, Joshua. The tiny Treacles on the carousel just disappeared." 

I hadn't actually seen him vanish, but only three little characters remained, moving round and round. They went into and out of a dark interior cavity on the fidgety cable-driven track. [Delicate cable no thicker than a length of cotton thread.] 

Once again she held my wrist. "You think it means something bad?"

"Give me a minute, Jasmin." I quickly read the instructions, trying to work out what the intricate engineering and interlocking jewelled gears actually did. Nothing made sense. All the metal wheels, brass cogs, copper pipes and rotating knobs obviously had a purpose, but I hadn't clue what. Miniature vintage electric motors and bronze driveshafts sat beneath a sapphire crystal window at the bottom. Next to it was a micro-QWERTY keyboard with tiny alphanumeric keys.

"Looks like my Blackberry smartphone," she said, lightly running her index finger over the buttons. "What d'you make of it?" 

"Don't touch." I lifted her hand away— Too late... Twelve main speed-draughts were illuminated by gleaming ruby lines, pulsing outwards. In contrast to the childlike higgledy-piggledy turquoise-blue depiction of the natural Lakeland Spokes, sharp multiple bearings of a compass glowed with bright red geometric perfection. A central purple dodecagon (like hexagon but with twelve sides) intersected the red sequential flashes rushing to the outer rim. Trying to maintain eye contact as this new darker angular shape crisscrossed the diverging laser-like bursts created a dizzying sensation. But it clearly illustrated what a speed-draught 

was in real life.  

{ Ullswater to Grasmere takes half a day on foot over the fells, two hours on a bus, and fifty minutes by car on the A5091, A66, B5322 and A591 roads. But, Joshua had driven Jasmin and both dogs in the Delorean between the two lakes in only four minutes, twenty-five seconds. No magic was involved, nor any fictitious time travel, despite the car's movie star status... He'd  simply maintained ninety-one miles per hour through the concealed 6.71 mile tunnel via the Fairfield Peak speed-draught. Subterraneously, as the crow flies, with a tail wind (or positive draught) it was an ultrafast, point-to-point, straight-line journey. }

After the first few renditions of 'Ten Green Bottles' in high-pitched twangs and pings, the hurdy-gurdy sank and swivelled into a hidden compartment. This caused subwoofer bongs and clangs to ring aggressively inside the Gàidhlig Tome which vibrated against the door sill. Reverberating through the Delorean's stainless steel body and open doors, the amplification was frightening. Blaring soundwaves belted through our chests, painful tuning-fork harmonics numbed our senses and foghorn booms echoed across Thirlmere. Deafening resonance came back from High Seat and Armboth Fell behind us, and Helvellyn in front... 

"What's happening!?" screamed Jasmin, covering her ears. "You need to turn it off!"

I tilted the Gàidhlig Tome towards me, away from the car's sill and flicked up a big Bakelite ON/OFF switch— 

Earsplitting noises ceased.   

{ Neither Joshua, nor his sister Jasmin had realised that Treacles was no longer sleeping on the passenger seat. More disturbingly, he was nowhere nearby. Panicked by the horrendous sounds, he'd run off along the shoreline to escape impending doom, barking and yapping in fear. When thunderous overhead warnings stopped, the man in a charcoal shell-suit, hoodie and baseball cap had lured him with his favourite sliced smoked sausage dog treats. Stuffing him inside the black sports bag, he jogged to his black Chrysler 300C SRT and threw him in the boot. Slamming the lid down muted his incessent yelps and squeals. After 

checking on the distracted siblings in the Delorean through his telescope, the disguised hoofman started the burbling V8 engine and accelerated away. Rear wheels spinning, two large sprays of gravel landed loudly into the reservoir. }

"Eh?" I asked, concentrating on the Gàidhlig Tome's mainspring and rotor. 

"Didn't you hear that?" She stood up and looked around Thirlmere. "Way over there somewhere... That distant low growl and showery hissing? I think something's wrong."

"Probably a Lakeland squall."

"But it's not raining, Joshua. No gusts. I can see clear blue sky for miles. Seems wrong to me." 

I glanced around and couldn't see anything wrong... 

Studying the Gàidhlig Tome's dashboard more carefully, I said, "This thing must have another power source." After rechecking the 'General User Guide', I decided to take a risk, pressing an enamel green stud with a musical note on it, hoping horrible tunes would be disengaged for good... "Get ready to cover your ears again..." I clicked down the Bakelite ON/OFF switch and two golf-ball-sized circular covers popped open. The first container said 'WATER' and the screw cap was half-open, covered in fluff and cobwebs. Its glass fill-level-indicator clearly showed a white flotation bauble resting at the bottom. I flicked the casing with 

my fingernail, but it didn't budge, firmly stuck on empty.  

Using the flask's plastic cup I went to get clean water from Thirlmere, and on the way back gulped without swallowing. Putting my head close-up to the vessel, pineapple juice straw between my lips, I was about to top it up with a mouthful when the white flotation bauble moved... I assumed it was a draught of air from my nostrils. But as I withdrew and squinted, it slowly began rising up from minimum to maximum as if by magic. I spat the water out.

"How can it be filling up without being filled up?" asked Jasmin, peering over my shoulder.

 "No idea." Then I realised the white flotation bauble was in fact a tiny cocoon. A black spider had appeared on the rim of the open filler cap and she was pulling up her precious unhatched family with an invisible silk thread. I remembered from childhood biology lessons that each cocoon had well over 200 baby spider eggs inside so I instantly leaned back and waited... Two minutes later, carrying the cocoon on her back, she was making her way over Helvellyn on the Gàidhlig Tome's illuminated map of Lakeland. Approaching Striding Edge, 3,117ft up on the most fatally dangerous route in Cumbria, she slipped thousands of feet 

down towards Red Tarn. Her precarious vertical fall ended abruptly as she somehow clung firm to the glass screen. 

"You going to help her, Joshua?"  

Before I could answer, we both dodged aside as the mother spider jumped away from the Gàidhlig Tome then drifted upwards on the breeze. Once again, her freshly spun silk thread came to the rescue. The microscopically thin lifeline glinted in the sunlight and flew them over to the woodland where they landed safely on a tuft of green moss beside a tree stump.

After blowing the cobwebs away, it took two mouthfuls to fill up the container through the straw and I screwed the cap on tightly. I nestled the plastic cup of water into the shingle to ensure it didn't fall over. 

The second container said 'FUEL' and it was solid brass, with no way to see inside. Thankfully, its leakproof bronze swing-stopper was so securely sealed I had to use Jasmin's penknife to prize it open... No chance of any more spiders inside. Although, it did have an explicit warning etched across its width in capital letters... MAX - 1FL.OZ — AVOID OVERSPILL. — THIS UNIT MAY EXPLODE. Plucking out the pea-sized cork plug with my fingertips, I sniffed it. Unmistakable pungent smell. "D'you bring your camping stove kit, Jasmin?"   

"Yep. In my rucksack. But the flask's still full of hot coffee. We've not opened it yet. If you need a—"

"No," I interrupted. "D'you have that bottle of methylated spirit?" 

"Yeah. Why?" She was searching the distant shoreline with her binoculars.

"Pass it to me, and the pipette we use for Treacles' ear mites." 

Jasmin span around with an angry look on her face. "He needs it every two days. You can't just wreck our holiday to get that old piece of junk working."

"Please. Give them to me." I showed her how small the fuel hole was and promised we'd drive to the pet shop in Keswick to buy Treacles a new one before it closed.    

Reluctantly, she handed them over. "You better hurry up though. It's already half-three and the shops usually shut at five."

"Don't worry about Treacles. We'll get there in time. Just type, '1fl.oz conversion table' into the Acer and see what comes up." 

{ Joshua and Jasmin had still not realised that Treacles was no longer sleeping on the Delorean's passenger seat. Indeed, he was locked in the boot of the Chrysler 300SRT, travelling at 50mph, heading towards Keswick... }

"Google says '1fl.oz = 28.4ml. The pipette holds one millilitre." 

Twenty-eight full squirts of methylated spirit filled the small tank with no 'OVERSPILL', with no risk of destroying the Gàidhlig Tome. I flicked a tiny serrated wheel with my thumb and the internal flint ignited the fuel. Pressure started to increase and within five minutes the thermometer had risen to ninety-nine degrees Celsius. Two pre-tuned safety valves began their two-tone harmonica whistle, but it was an unusually low bass sound. Like the mains-hum of a large electrical substation. 

Jasmin spoke in a nervously quiet voice, "Whatever this thing's going to do next, I think you should switch it off before something bad happens."

"Relax, nothing bad is going—" CRACK! Neon blue sparks shot upwards, anchoring on the DeLorean's elevated stainless steel door's lower edge, several feet above us. Even in broad daylight, the constant, permanent bolt of lightning was blindingly bright. The quivering line of high voltage electricity made the steel glow orange, then yellow. Melting plastic on the interior trim caught fire then dripped like thick sticky flaming drops of syrup. Sizzling, zipping buzzing, flaring down— I reached for the cup of water to extinguish it, but a boiling hot globule landed on my hand and I spilt it all on the shingle. 

Pushing the bakerlite ON/OFF switch back up, all crackling light stopped. Grabbing the Gàidhlig Tome with both hands, I ran towards Thirlmere's shore and sat down, looking at Jasmin. She draped her wet bathing towel over the car door. We saw and heard it steam, spit, ping, and finally cool down as a gentle breeze blew away the horrible stench of burnt plastic.

She frowned at me then laughed. "Your hair's stood up on end like a brush."

I didn't see anything to laugh about. "So's yours..." All the static electricity had left a strong smell of ozone in the air. "Hopefully, what they say about bad things coming in three's is true."

"What d'you mean?"

I raised my eyebrows. "You almost drowned. I nearly murdered treacles. The whole car was about to go up in flames."

She rolled her lips down to make a sad face. "Well I hope you, or they, are wrong."

"About what?"

"About bad things coming in threes..."

"Why?"

"Because I definitely did not 'almost drown'. So that means something else bad has to happen to make it three in row..."

As she pulled the warm steaming bathing towel off the Dolorean's gull-wing door, I  stared at her, then focussed on the empty passenger seat. "Where is he?"

"Where's who?"

"Treacles...”

“Looks amazing, just doesn't work...”

heebie-jeebies

 “Why d’you say that, Jasmin?” I asked, lifting the plastic bag 

off my Acer 17. Freakish April weather meant piercing sunshine 

kept vanishing, blustery gusts blowing fine moist specks from the 

reservoir. Thankfully, the wind calmed down and the sun came 

out with a vengeance. 

 “Because, Joshua, you’re obsessed with that silly laptop. Can’t 

be that good if tinsy drops on its keyboard make it shut down. 

Maybe it’s an aquaphobe, like you.” My sister stuck her tongue 

out at me before licking her breathing equipment and refitting it. 

Tightening the pink swimming headband, adjusting her bathing 

suit, skimming another pebble across Thirlmere, she filled her 

lungs before jumping off the jetty again, resurfacing quickly. 

 Force from the splash had ripped off her goggles and snorkel. 

She treaded water for a moment and threw them to the shingle. 

                          They landed on the beach towel, beside her new 

                                   diving torch. “S’like your daft car. 

                                                 Looks amazing, just doesn’t work...”original
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