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The Time Bridge 
Chapter one 

 

Dan crouched down behind the large oak tree where he was out of 
sight of the path. He could hear the faint noise of traffic from the main road 
behind him as he strained his ears to hear where they were. He would be safe 
if he could get to the road. If only he’d waited at school for his mum he 
would have been all right. She had said that she would be just a little bit later 
than usual today and he’d thought he would meet up with her along the 
path. Even if his mum wasn’t there yet there would be grown ups; perhaps 
that man who walked his dog or the lady with the orange coat on her way to 
the corner shop. It was near but so were they; Darren Hall and his mates. 
They were somewhere behind and they were now shouting to him. 

     “We know you’re there so you better come out.” 
     “Yeah or else we’ll push you in the nettles.” 
     The bigger boys were between Dan and the road - between him and 

safety. They had seen him as he’d left the school gates and chased him down 
into the woods behind the school. Perhaps he should have carried on 
towards home but they would probably have caught him before he reached 
the road and there were those big nettle bushes by the path. He wondered 
where this path went. If he carried on down the hill he was bound to come 
out somewhere and he could make his way back up past the other side of 
the school along the main road. Darren and his bullies would probably have 
given up and gone by then.  

     His mum had always told him not to go by the main road as it was 
dangerous and some of the cars went far too fast but if he was careful... 
what if someone saw him though? Would he get into trouble? He could hear 
voices whispering somewhere behind him in the bushes; they were getting 
closer but had not seen him yet so he quietly left the shelter of the large tree 
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and made his way as quietly as possible down the path worried that the older 
boys would hear his heart pounding. He was wondering where exactly they 
were when there was a shout behind him 

    “There he is... after him!” 
    He ran for it down the hill without looking back. He could hear them 

running behind him but couldn’t tell how far away they were. As he ran he 
heard the distant sound of a train and imagined he was the Inter City 
thundering along the track; its streamlined red and white engine leaning into 
the curves at well over a hundred miles an hour. Darren Hall would never 
catch the London to Glasgow Express. 

     At the bottom of the hill he reached the viaduct over the estuary... It 
was really where the path crossed a small river by the old stone bridge. 
Someone had once said that bridge was over nine hundred years old but no-
one really knew; its stone sides were covered with thick green moss as he 
ran as fast as he could over to the other side and back under the trees. Then 
he caught his foot on a tree root and crashed to the ground, landing 
awkwardly in thick grass and ferns at the side of the path. Panting for breath 
he waited for them to catch him but they didn’t. There was no sound other 
than birdsong... No sound of pursuit either - even the noise of the far off 
train and the traffic on the road had somehow vanished.  

    Nervously he sat up and looked behind him. There was no sign of the 
big boys; just the bridge and the woodland that somehow seemed deeper 
and thicker than before. Shafts of sunlight came through the green roof here 
and there and lit up the forest floor giving it a dappled appearance that made 
it look like something that was under water. 

     Slowly he got to his feet. He did not seem to be hurt and he looked 
around carefully, still expecting to be pounced on from behind the trees but 
there was neither sign nor sound of anyone at all. There was no movement 
on the other side of the bridge back along the path either but they might be 
hiding there. He would have to carry on and find the other way back along 
the road. It was funny that he couldn’t hear the traffic any more but the 
road must be somewhere ahead. 

     He set off along the path which here and there bore prints as though 
someone had ridden a horse along it. Perhaps there was a riding stable down 
the hill. He walked for some way with no sign of the road and his elation at 
getting away began to be replaced by unease. 

     If you have ever been alone, even for a short time in a forest you will 
know how Dan felt. He was not exactly scared but he felt nervous. The trees 
took on strange shapes and he began to imagine things. What if the path just 
went on and on and didn’t meet the road? Were there wild animals here? He 
knew there were no lions or tigers in England but what about that story on 
the news about a lion escaping from the zoo. Now where had that been? 
Not around here because it took a long time in the car to get to the zoo. 
What was that noise he could hear? He began to wish he’d gone back over 



the stone bridge after all. He had almost forgotten about the bullies and it 
seemed further to the road than he had thought it would be. 

     Now he wasn’t imagining that... there had definitely been a noise 
behind that tree... Suddenly there was a shout and he was grabbed from 
behind. He struggled to escape but his arms were held firmly though not 
roughly. 

     “Why it’s only a small boy.” A voice said in a strange accent and the 
grip was relaxed. “And why is he dressed in such strange clothes? He 
doesn’t look like a villager.” Dan nearly argued that he was not that small 
and his clothes were not strange but thought better of it as another voice 
answered. 

     “Plenty of time to find out who he is... let us get off the track first. 
They are near.”  



 
Chapter Two 

 
 
Dan turned to see his captors for the first time and what a surprise he 

had. They were two much older boys - young men really - both had longish 
hair like the people in that band his mum liked but that he had always found 
a bit boring, and they were dressed in clothes he’d only seen in films. They 
wore green and white tunics and light chain mail jackets and both carried 
long steel swords. The one who had grabbed him also carried a bow with a 
sheaf of feathered arrows slung over his shoulder. 

     “Who are you...?” he exclaimed but the man nearest him put a hand 
over his mouth. 

     “Get down and be still” he whispered “unless you want to be caught 
that is...” Dan thought he had already been caught but stayed quiet. These 
two - whoever they were - did not seem intent on harming him. 

     A few seconds later he saw the reason for their actions. Along the 
path there came many more men carrying swords and long spears that 
pointed skywards. They were also dressed in old fashioned looking clothes 
but their tunics were dark leather studded with metal and the armour they 
wore looked heavier than that of his captors. Some were on horseback and 
some marched while in their midst were a group of seven or eight people 
who appeared to be prisoners; they carried no weapons and were all sitting 
down in a large wooden cart that was pulled by two horses. Dan noticed a 
boy and a girl who were not much older than he was looking out towards 
him and felt sure the boy had seen him. Two sullen looking guards walked 
behind the cart; spears pointed forward, to prevent escape. 

     As they passed, the man who had captured him announced that they 
had to get back to the others. 

     “They have some of the villagers - we must go to their aid.” 
     “Who were those people?” Dan asked as they set off on a barely 

visible path into the woods. 
     “Lord Mordreth’s men... they have been raiding for slaves in these 

parts but we have a chance to rescue those villagers if we are fleet of foot 
and the other man added; 

     “Arthur will know what to do.” 
     “Arthur?” said Dan curious as to where they were going 
     “Yes...” replied the young man “he who will one day be king of all 

these lands.” They journeyed through the wood for what seemed like an 
awfully long time though in reality was probably only ten minutes or so; the 
man never faltering in their course until they came to a clearing in the forest 
where there were a group of about a dozen more men waiting with horses 
and all armed with swords and bows. The sun in the clearing glinted on their 
weapons and lit their brightly coloured tunics.  



     One of the men, whose helmet was adorned with the feather of 
some brightly coloured bird, stepped forward to speak to them.  

     “What news do you have of Mordreth?”  
     “Sire he has taken people of the village. They passed this way just 

now.” 
     “Then we must be after them at once. We can cut them off where 

the road follows the river side. If they reach Mordreth’s lands they will be 
lost to us.” Only then did the man pay attention to Dan. “And who have we 
here?”  

     Dan thought the man’s face had a definite air of authority. Not like a 
headmaster or the politicians you saw on the news that talked about dull 
things like budgets and cuts, but more like a big brother that would stick up 
for you whatever happened. You would do as he asked, not because he 
scared you, but because you wanted to. He had a kindly look that Dan liked 
and his blue eyes sparkled with humour and though he was not much older 
than the ones who had captured him Dan felt sure he was this Arthur the 
others had spoken of. 

     He looked at the man and oddly he did not feel shy as he would 
normally have done with a strange grown up. 

     “I’m Dan - are you Arthur?” he asked and the man laughed. 
     “Not shy this one...” he said “Yes I am Arthur and my father is Lord 

of the lands to the south of here. I am here to rid these lands of the cruel 
Lord Mordreth who I believe you have just had a narrow escape from.” 

     “Was that who that man was sir?” 
     “Yes indeed... He supports himself by stealing the lands from the 

peasant farmers and forcing them to work for him. Those he does not need 
he sells into the slavery of the barbarian tribes of the western hills.” 

     “He doesn’t sound too nice.” Said Dan and Arthur laughed again - a 
laugh that was genuine and friendly and not at all the kind that was making 
fun of him. 

     “No indeed he isn’t and the sooner we can all be free from tyrants 
like him the better.” 

     Dan didn’t know what a tyrant was but it sounded a bit like 
tyrannosaurus so he imagined it to be something rather frightening. 

     “I think that you shall ride with us for the moment” said Arthur 
“until we can get you to your own village.” and Dan was happy at this - he 
didn’t know where he was but felt sure that these people if anyone would 
get him safely home and he didn’t much like the sound of those  tyrants. 
They sounded like regular bad guys. 



 
Chapter Three 

 
 
The men in the clearing all got onto horses and Dan was lifted up to sit 

in front of one of the young soldiers who had found him. His name was 
Girion and his chestnut brown horse was rather larger than Ben would have 
liked. He leaned forward and clung to the bridle fearful of falling to the 
ground which looked a long way down. 

     “Fear not of falling...” Said Girion with a friendly smile “We ride a 
swift steed but I shall bid him to hold back this time.” and Ben felt a bit 
better and sat more upright - which if you have ever been on a horse is 
much more comfortable and you are far less likely to fall. 

     They journeyed by forest pathways for rather longer than the first 
time, through leafy glades and occasional sunny clearings bright with wild 
flowers, and Ben almost began to enjoy being on horseback. Girion kept his 
promise not to go too fast and the party kept a steady pace with Arthur 
riding up front accompanied by another man of somewhat strange 
appearance that Ben had not noticed before. He was not dressed like the 
others but instead wore a long blue-green robe of what looked like silk that 
blended well with the woodland. He carried no weapon, only a long wooden 
staff and his face seemed almost to change each time you looked at him so 
you could never remember any distinct features. 

     “Who is that man with Arthur?” he said to Girion 
     “I was wondering when you would ask.” He said “He goes by the 

name of Merlin though no-one knows whether that is his real name or not.” 
     “How come you don’t know... if it’s his real name that is?” 
     “He met us one day... in the woods and has helped us ever since. 

That is the name he gave.” 
     “Where did he come from?” said Dan remembering for the first time 

in a while that he was not one of them either and feeling lonely at the 
thought. 

     “No-one knows that either. Some say he’s from the land beyond the 
sea and some say he’s from the stars.” 

     “Wow - the stars? You mean...” 
     “Enough of the questions...” Said Girion with a laugh “We need to 

ride quietly now.” 
.     At that moment they emerged from the wood and there in front was 

the river the men had spoken of though Ben did not know whether it was 
the same one he had crossed earlier on the old stone bridge. He thought not 
though as this river appeared wider. They turned to the left and followed the 
bank much more slowly than before with the soldiers looking around them 
and across the river to the trees and bushes on the far side. After perhaps 
ten minutes of this they came to an even wider section where a clear track 



led through the water by a ford. Still looking carefully about them, they 
cautiously entered the shallow water where Dan felt exposed being out in 
the open. Even though there was no sign or sound of any enemy he was 
relieved when they dismounted from their horses on the far side and moved 
under the trees by the side of the track. The strange man whose name could 
have been Merlin and who might be from the stars, remained on the track at 
the edge of the water and did not cross. 

     They waited under the cover of the trees for what seemed ages but 
then time always passes more slowly when you are waiting for something to 
hppen. Insects buzzed in the undergrowth and birds called in the trees 
above. A small deer wandered onto the path before disappearing back into 
the greenery on the far side. Then the sound of the birds further along the 
track changed to a more urgent note and the flutter of wings crashing 
through leaves could be heard. Girion motioned Dan to remain silent and 
then he heard it too; the noise of horses’ hooves was approaching from their 
right.  

     From their hiding place it was hard to tell how far away they were 
and Dan jumped when two men on horseback - each carrying long cruel 
looking spears - appeared just yards from where he hid. They were followed 
by more men; rough looking characters armed with swords and daggers who 
wore grim expressions completely unlike the light hearted smiles of Arthur’s 
men. 

     Presently as the line of horsemen was passing and the cart containing 
the prisoners was coming into view, they came abruptly to a halt amid 
shouts of anger and Dan carefully craned his neck to look in the direction of 
the river. What he saw filled him with fear. 

     There on a shingle bank in the middle of the shallow stream stood 
Merlin - a small and frail looking figure blocking the path of the large 
thickset men on the lead horses. His staff was raised in the air and inclined 
slightly towards the lead soldiers who seemed for a moment unsure what to 
do. Dan noticed that the sun had gone in and the sky had become dark 
overhead. 

     “Be gone Mordreth - you shall not pass with the prisoners. Go take 
your vile trade elsewhere...” Merlin’s words seemed to hang in the air as the 
sound of hooves on the track sounded and another man who wore gold 
chains over his leather and iron armour galloped forward along the line. Dan 
thought this man must be Mordreth; he was dressed in a grander fashion 
than the others though he preferred the way Arthur looked. 

     “What have we here.” He shouted in a commanding voice. “Knock 
that fool down - he can join the others.” Dan wondered why Merlin didn’t 
get out of the way as the two lead soldiers began to move forward one to 
each side of the small figure, the hooves of their horses splashing into the 
water. The end of Merlin’s staff seemed to glow with a strange blue light. 



 
Chapter Four 

 
 
What happened next happened so quickly that Dan sat crouched in 

the long grass found it hard afterwards to remember the exact order in 
which it occurred. The man on the right seemed to take a swing at Merlin 
with his spear to try and knock him off his feet but that was not the result. 
There was a blue flash and a crack like a firework going off and the much 
larger man seemed to fly backwards off his horse, landing on his back in the 
shallow water with a splash. Pale smoke hung in the air and there was a 
smell like you get in a thunderstorm. Now the tips of all the men’s weapons 
glowed with the same blue light as had Merlin’s staff and Dan felt his hair 
standing on end. 

     A second later another almost blinding flash lit up the path right in 
front of them and was accompanied by a sound that Dan thought was what 
a bomb must be like. When his eyes adjusted there was chaos on the path; 
horses bolted in both directions and men ran in panic. Dan counted two 
more men lying on the path and not moving. 

     “Wait here.” Said Girion quickly but quietly and Dan watched as his 
new friend drew his sword to join Arthur and some more of his men in their 
rush towards the wooden cart. Arrows whizzed towards the guards and the 
ring of steel on steel could be heard as Arthur’s men fought the men on the 
path. At one point Ben saw Girion swiftly evade one of the guards to leap 
up onto the cart as the other guards - getting little support from their own 
side that were still in a panic, fled into the woods. Swift sword blows freed 
the horses from their harnesses and the beasts galloped past and across the 
river while the villagers from the cart were quickly freed. Girion returned for 
him and they remounted their horse to follow Arthur’s men and the newly 
freed prisoners - who had been pulled up onto horses like he was - back 
across the river.  

     There were shouts from Mordreth’s men behind them and a couple 
of arrows went flying wildly overhead but there was no pursuit. In the 
confusion Dan had not noticed that he was now wet and that it was raining 
hard. Lightning flashed behind and the thunder rolled trough the woods as 
they reached the far side of the river and the cover of the trees. 

     After a short time they stopped in a small clearing to make sure 
everyone was with them and Dan could hear Arthur praising the actions of 
Merlin. 

     “Fancy that... conjuring up a storm against our enemies... whatever 
next?” 

     “I did not conjure the storm...” said Merlin mysteriously “Even our 
kind cannot control the weather... I merely sent its energy to where it was 
needed.” 



     When it was confirmed everyone was present they continued on 
their way. There was no sound of pursuit but as the daylight began to fade 
the howls of wolves could be heard getting gradually closer and Dan began 
to worry that they had escaped enemy tyrants only to be eaten by wolves 
until Girion calmed his fears. 

     “You hear them too?” he said quietly “The wolf pack is abroad 
tonight but fear not... they will never attack a group of our size.” 

     Just as darkness was falling they arrived at Arthur’s camp which was 
a wooden stockade type structure with tents inside the perimeter and a large 
fire burning in its centre. They ate well that night - roast pig and potatoes 
cooked in the fire of the kind Dan had eaten at bonfire night along with an 
assortment of vegetables. Dan was not so keen on vegetables but he was 
hungry after the day’s adventure and ate his entire share - even the 
mushrooms which he didn’t normally like. Perhaps these things tasted 
differently outdoors.  



 
Chapter Five 

 
 
The next couple of weeks passed quickly. Girion taught him the basics 

of horse riding and sword fighting and the days were taken up with hunting 
in the forest and great feasts such as the one he’d enjoyed on their first night 
here. He made friends with Gareth and Gwen the boy and girl from the 
village and they told him all about their lives before they were captured. On 
one of the days Arthur and his men brought back a deer from the forest and 
they had roasted venison which was something else Dan found he liked. 
That was the day the other children had gone back home to their own 
village. Back home.... It was the first time he had really thought about it and 
as he was beginning to feel homesick, Girion approached him with Arthur 
and Merlin. 

     “In the morning it is time for you to accompany the hunt.” Arthur 
said “Girion assures me that you are ready and we are sure Mordreth is gone 
so the woods will be safe to ride.” 

     “But are you sure i can ride well enough..?” 
     “Worry not...” said Arthur with a glance at Merlin. “You will be just 

fine..” Then it was Merlin who spoke 
    “There is something you can do for us too though first...” he said and 

Dan was curious what it might be and would it be dangerous. Merlin’s face 
seemed to glow strangely in the moonlight as he asked Dan a question. 

     “In the history and stories you read at school, who is the greatest 
king that is mentioned?” Dan was surprised and thought for a moment. 

     “Er... Henry the Eighth probably...” then he remembered that Henry 
had killed lots of people “No the greatest was King Arthur.” Merlin asked 
another question 

     “And where was his home... this King Arthur? 
     “I don’t know where it was but it was a huge castle called Camelot.” 

At this Arthur looked almost shocked but he was smiling at Dan 
     “Thank you my boy... “He said “Merlin here bids me that you are 

from a time in our future... You have just told us the name of my father’s 
home. It is three days’ ride from here.” 

     “Even future kings need encouragement sometimes.” Said Merlin 
and they left him. 

 
     The following morning Dan prepared to accompany the hunting 

party for the first time. His riding skills had improved and while he was 
nowhere near the level of Girion and the others he could now stay on his 
own horse as long as they didn’t go above a canter. So it was that sunny 
morning he rode a white pony that was of good temperament for an 
inexperienced rider while Girion rode beside him on his chestnut brown 



stallion as they set off into the woods. Arthur led the group of five or so and 
they were accompanied by the strange man who they called Merlin. He said 
little on their journey but Girion chatted away like an old friend pointing out 
which plants you could eat and where the deer tracks were through the trees. 

     After about an hour they arrived at a path Dan thought he 
recognised. Were they were near the old stone bridge where he had first met 
the men he now rode with?  

     All of a sudden a deer appeared - the sun shining down through the 
trees onto its dappled coat. The animal saw them and sprinted off to the left 
and Dan followed on his horse. For the first time he rode at a gallop and 
despite being just a little scared, he didn’t fall off. He remembered to avoid 
the low branches that overhung the path as he followed the deer which 
remained a steady distance in front and ran straight along the path instead of 
leaving it. 

     Now Dan recognised where he was - he was on the path he had 
arrived here on and there was the bridge ahead. He couldn’t stop his horse 
as he rode straight across it catching a glimpse of the stream below as he 
crossed. There seemed to be someone ahead and he pulled out his sword 
and raised it ahead of him just in case they were enemies.  

     The deer had vanished and here were the people - three of them - 
they were only boys and they scattered as they saw him with looks of terror 
on their faces. As Dan passed he saw one of them go sprawling into a clump 
of nettles by the path... 

 
     As Darren Hall reached the bridge he was wondering where the boy 

they were chasing had vanished to when there was a crashing noise ahead 
and an animal was careering towards him. It was a big deer and he stopped 
in horror at the sight of its antlers coming towards him. It missed him 
narrowly then from across the bridge there came a man on a white horse 
also travelling at great speed. He was dressed in green and the sun glinted on 
his shining helmet and the razor edge of the sword he held aloft. Beyond 
him over the bridge were more horsemen charging as if to battle. He turned 
to run, falling in some nettles and stinging his hands. Scrabbling to his feet 
he saw the face of the horseman looking down at him. He didn’t look like 
an adult close up - in fact he looked like the boy he had been chasing but it 
couldn’t be. He was scared...Was this his punishment for chasing that boy? 
He vowed never to be horrible to anyone again if only he could get away 
this time. The horseman or boy turned to look back and he ran up the hill 
back towards school. His friends had already gone. 

 
     Dan’s horse slowed. The sound of the pursuit had gone and all he 

could hear was the sound of the boy who had fallen in the nettles running 
away up the hill and a strange noise he hadn’t heard for some time... it was 
the cars on the road by his school. There was no sign of Arthur and Girion 



and the others. Suddenly his horse stopped and not being a good enough 
rider he was not ready and - caught off balance - he fell. 

     The next thing he knew was that he was lying on the soft ground 
looking up at the man who had been called Merlin. He was unhurt by the 
fall but the horse was gone and he was dressed in is school clothes. He 
began to wonder if it had been a dream but Merlin was here so it couldn’t 
have been; and why was it the same time as when he’d left? That had been 
Darren Hall who he’d seen fall in the nettles. He was about to laugh at the 
thought but the face in front of him looked stern for a second only. 

     “Do not gloat on his misfortune young one... he is changed for the 
better which is better than you changing for the worse.” said Merlin 
mysteriously and he carried on. “If you wonder that no time has passed it is 
because crossing the Time Bridge a second time can only take you back to 
the point you left - neither earlier nor later.” 

     “But what is the... what you said and who are you? Is Merlin your 
real name?” 

     “The Time Bridges were made by my kind long ago... before your 
civilisation and before even the one you just visited. You must have been in 
some trouble when you crossed... they are what people in your time might 
call an emergency exit. As for me I was in the field with the shepherds at the 
birth of the master but they knew me by a different name...” 

     With that Merlin seemed to Dan to be surrounded by a light that that 
seemed to contain all the colours of the rainbow. It was dazzlingly bright 
like the sun but at the same time did not hurt his eyes. Then without sound 
he was gone. Perhaps it had been a dream after all and he had hit his head 
when he’d fallen by the bridge he thought as he slowly set off back up the 
path towards school. 

 
     One thing he noticed at school was that Darren Hall and his friends 

kept out of his way for the next few days and when they did speak, the older 
boy was quiet and polite to him. Perhaps they would never be great friends 
but there was no more bullying. Another thing Dan noticed was that when 
he opened his bedroom window on clear moonlit nights he sometimes 
thought he could hear the galloping of horses’ hooves over in the direction 
of the woods by the old stone bridge... 

 
THE END 
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