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TIME

The air is still and cold

With caves and adventures, places

Where mystique holds sway

Tempting the strong and brave hearted

To explore the depths of time.

Hearts beat in unison

Almost to the rhythm

Of the winds in the caves

Whistling a solemn tune.

A warning signal

Of impending Doom.

The wind is strong now.

They force their way to hold time

From moving back into creation

And beyond.

Not wanting them to see another day

It tries—tries—to pull them

Back into oblivion

To death untimely.

Last breaths, last days, last nights,

No light. The sound of the wind

And the click, click, click as time

Moves back.

by Danielle Louise Tomkinson





CHAPTER ONE

T he weekly meeting had just started as John, the diving

officer, marched through the door. “I have a plan for a

diving trip,” he stated with a glint in his eyes. The crowd

in the room looked up and took notice.

“What do you have in mind?” Philip replied, scratching the top

of his leg like a demented dog with fleas.

“To dive in Scotland; the water is always clear there and we

could tow the dinghies and the diving gear with us. How many are

interested?” John remarked, looking round the room, catching the

cue from Philip, who was scratching his bottom with one eye

closed, as if in a trance.

Philip stopped scratching, and the glint went out of his eyes as

he turned around to the crowd and shouted in a loud voice.

“Scotland! Why there?”

Most of the assembled party had been to Scotland diving at

least once, and a few had been several times, so the interest

diminished. Sebastian showed some interest, so did Steve, with a

few maybes, but that was about it.

“Come on you lot, the last time we ventured into Scotland was

three years ago.” John remarked hands in the air, transferring his

scratching to his head.

Ron looked at John and said with sarcasm. “That’s the trouble,

that’s all we did go into in Scotland.”



The men laughed. The girls, except one, pretended they did

not understand to what he was alluding, but immediately snapped

their legs closed giving the show away. They knew full well what

Ron was intimating and no one, least of all him, was going to

scotch them in Scotland, or anywhere else.

Jane, being the dominant female in the group said loudly. “I am

interested in diving Scotland. But no one here is going to dive into

me, so you can take that lecherous look off your face Ron, before

you get any ideas.”

“What look my dear?” he responded patronisingly, trying to

appear civilised and not all testosterone.

“That lecherous expression that looks as if half of your brains

belong in your trousers and the rest in the air,” she snapped back,

aware his brains very rarely rose above his belt.

“What do you mean halfway down? Down where?” he shouted

trying to gain the moral high ground.

“You hold it every time you go to the toilet, is that plain enough

for you?” she retorted in an even louder voice. “You are a dickhead

Ron,” she taunted. The room erupted in laughter.

“Did you call my name?” a quiet voice from the corner

responded, paying attention for the first time upon hearing his

name mentioned.

“There are more dicks here than I realised — they’re

everywhere.” Jane laughed.

“Jane, Jane,” Dick Jones shouted back, not understanding the

remark. “I’m the only Dick here.”

She stood up, turned and shouted at the top of her voice.
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“You’re wrong Dick, you’re all dicks. You think you’re God’s gift to

women — real sex machines the lot of you. There’s not an ounce

of solid spunk between the lot of you,” and marched to the bar as

the room burst into laughter.

Ron, momentarily taken aback by this pointed remark of Jane’s

wit, felt aggrieved and shouted. “She must have eaten razor blades

for her tea, because she has no balls!”

None of the men laughed, the only response was from Mary

speaking under her breath but loud enough for the rest to hear.

“Jane sure cut deep with her razor into your inflated male ego

Ron, balls or no balls.”

He was beaten and headed for the toilet, knowing the females

had his measure. And by all accounts, a small measure it was

reputed to be or so his wife told everyone a few months earlier,

before she ran off with Rameus the Rastafarian.

There were ten girls and twenty-seven men in the room. They

were recreational divers and members of the Coral Diving Club,

meeting to discuss activities for the coming year. This was the first

meeting of the diving year, so they were eager to know the dates

of the official club dives and any tours that were to take place.

“What d-d-date d-d-did you have in mind to go to Scotland,

John?” Lanky spluttered, unable to pronounce his d’s. “Scotland is

some d-d-distance to travel and the water is cold,” he added red

in the face.

They were used to his stuttering and most of the time when

Lanky spoke, a member of the group would say the word for him

to save time.
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“It would have to be in the summer, if there’s enough interest.”

John responded, looking up at Lanky, as if he were a post waiting

to fall over. He rocked back and forth, arms like the branches of

a tree swaying in the wind, hands waving as if to balance himself

on his stork-like legs.

“I’m all for Scotland, now that summer is almost with us,”

Phillip said smiling.

“What’s happened to change your mind?” asked John.

“Man’s prerogative,” he loudly laughed. “I’m still a maybe mind

you.”

“You’re taking this prerogative a bit over the top. What’s it to be

then? How many are going?”

Lanky went red in the face and they knew a “d” was coming

“I’ll go with you to d-d . . . ”

“Dive,” Philip answered as Lanky struggled with the word.

“I’m in,” remarked Jane, coming back through the door carrying

a drink.

“Count me in as well, I’m definitely in,” added Mary.

Susan turned and remarked to Mary. “We’ll dive together and

share a room.”

Jane placed her drink on the table, looked around the room

and asked, “Where’s the letch?” She was hoping he had gone home

or fallen down the toilet or something equally as nasty.

“Gone to digest the razor blades you fed him. They are cutting

him to pieces,” Susan replied. They laughed.

“We have five plus myself, said John. “We need at least ten, if

the trip is to go ahead — two dinghies, five divers in each.”
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“We need a f-f-few more names,” stuttered Lanky, who was

none too good on his f’s either.

“What part of Scotland are you thinking of? The mainland or

the islands?” Phillip asked.

“Give someone else a chance will you,” Steve told Philip.

“I was thinking of Mull, if the rest agree,” John replied. “Most

of us have been there at least once.”

“I’m definitely in now I know . . . ” Philip checked himself,

looking longingly at Mary, trying not to show his eagerness.

“That’s only seven, we need a few more. Can I count you two

in?” John asked, looking at Steve and Sebastian as he spoke.

“We’ll be there.”

Ron returned to the room with two drinks in his hands; one

for him and the other for Jane as a peace offering, reasoning it was

better to have the razor on his side. She had already given him a

close shave and he did not like it one bit.

“Are you coming to d-d-dive Scotland Ron?” Lanky asked.

“I’ll be there d-d-diving,” he stuttered, copying Lanky’s impedi-

ment. He looked at Jane with a lecherous smile. She glowered,

hating the way he always tried to make a fool of Lanky.

“Come with us Anne,” Jane said looking at her in order to avoid

Ron’s stare. “We can share a room and dive together,” she stated

in a voice loud enough for Ron to hear, knowing he would try to

use any opportunity to bed a woman, including her. If they were

female, Ron was interested and could turn on the charm, if he

thought there was any chance of success.

Anne thought for a minute. “Okay, I’m with you Jane.”
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The trip to dive Scotland was now a reality — John had

his divers.

Ron sat next to Jane trying to intimidate and monopolise her to

the exclusion of the rest of the group. He placed his hand on her knee

under the table and slowly moved it closer to the top of her leg.

Jane, never one to stand on ceremony, promptly thanked him

for the drink, drank half, and as she placed it on the table

“accidentally” spilt it on Ron’s trousers, soaking the brains below

his belt.

“Sorry Ron, you must have moved the table when you sat

down,” Jane said sarcastically.

“You evil bitch from hell,” he shouted angrily, looking at Jane

with malevolence in his eyes.

“Where there’s evil, there’s heat, so get out of my face or you’ll

get burned,” she replied fiercely.

He’d clenched his fist to hit Jane, when Lanky grabbed his

hand.

“If you do that again Jane,” Ron shouted, “so help me I’ll cut

your throat; keep out of my way.”

“That’s fine by me,” Jane shouted back, not showing the fear

she felt. Ron tried to place his hands round her throat to give her

a farewell shake. A few in the room jumped up to stop Ron and

Lanky moved in front of Jane, thwarting his intentions.

“Get out of my way you stuttering idiot,” Ron shouted angrily

at Lanky.

Ron eventually calmed down and sat at the opposite end of the

room from Jane. He would not forget the incident in a hurry.

12 THE TOUR



“You shouldn’t have upset Ron,” Philip said to Jane. “He’ll not

let you get away with making a fool of him. Go and apologise.”

Jane stared at Philip for a few seconds. “I’ll strangle myself,

before I’ll apologise to that self-opinionated, perverted, arrogant

pig of a man,” and she stormed to her car to go home.

Ron got up to follow, but Lanky stood in his way until Jane was

safely out of reach. The other girls stared at Ron as he marched

angrily to the bar for another drink.

“There’ll be trouble ahead, Jane needs to be careful. Especially

when diving in Scotland with Ron in tow,” Anne said to Susan

and Mary.

“Yes,” Mary answered, “Ron doesn’t like to be told off, especially

by a woman.”

“It’ll blow over in a f-f-few d-d-days,” Lanky responded, always

seeing the good in people.

“I hope you’re right, but a few years ago Ron hit a man over the

head with a steel bar because he wouldn’t move his car when he

asked. He was lucky the police didn’t prosecute. The man

wouldn’t give a statement in case Ron came for him again. So he

got away with it by the skin of his teeth.” Mary informed them.

None of the girls liked Ron, but Jane was the only one who stood

up to him.

Ron was a self-confessed racist and believed the white race

superior in every way. Rameus had been a member of the diving

club for the previous four years and Ron continually tried to make

a fool of him or anyone who was different. Even Lanky fell into

that category because of his stuttering.
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The last laugh however turned out to be against Ron because

his wife, Janet, ran off with Rameus. This infuriated him. If he

ever caught them he would, without doubt, kill the pair of them

and worry about the consequences later. In truth, Ron was more

worried about the person she ran away with and the humiliation

to himself, than any genuine thought for his long-suffering wife.

Ron returned, drink in hand, and had no choice but to let the

situation rest as far as Jane was concerned and changed his abusive

thoughts to his wife and her boyfriend.

“Women are evil bastards and can’t be trusted,” he shouted

angrily, swaying slightly. “Look at my wife sleeping with that black

son of a bitch. I’ll scrub the bastard white if I catch him. I’ll bleed

the unwashed son of a leper red, as I cut his skin off layer by

layer.” They knew who he was talking about.

Lanky stared uncompromisingly at Ron. “We, every one of us,

have a right to live and be equal no matter what colour we are or

how we speak. Rameus was a good member of the club. He

shouldn’t have run away with your wife, I grant you, but she was

a willing partner, and if you had treated her better it might not

have happened.”

Ron stared at Lanky for a few seconds, his mouth quivering

with anger. “What do you know you long, thin bag of bones?”

“Now come on Ron, being abusive isn’t the way. She’d been

living with her mother f-f-for six months. You knew she was going

f-f-for a d-d-divorce. You can’t just blame Rameus; your wife is

equally to blame.”

“We were going to get back together, when that long haired
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