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24. INTO THE EYES OF TIME
Opening Theme: ‘Number of the Beast’ by Iron Maiden
Bromley, 1890…

Several individuals were sat together at a large dinner table in the dining hall of a well-kept manor. A young man from America was talking to a slightly younger girl who had rather strange pink hair. A dark-haired man in green stood up, tapping his spoon on a glass to get everyone’s attention.
“Well, I am so very glad you could all come today,” said Percival Simpson, heir to the Simpson fortune, “For those who have not realised it, this is a gathering of friends to celebrate my recent engagement to the lovely Margaret Rodriguez.” Margaret was sat beside him with a small smile on her flawless face. She had pretty blue eyes and silky, auburn hair cut just below her ears. She was wearing a perfect red dress. Percival stroked his goatee in thought then smiled, “And as you also know, we are only a decade away from the dawning of a new century. Technology has already been promised to improve in these coming times and I surely hope that the passing of time does not severe our friendship in any way.”
The blonde man in blue, Jeffrey Hart, stood up and raised his glass of port, “A toast to Percival and Margaret. May their lives together be long and prosperous!” The others gathered at the table raised their glasses the same way. As the aristocratic group returned to their meal, the pink-haired woman stood up.
“My love is there a problem?” Jeffrey asked. “Oh no darling,” Abigail Arrow smiled assuringly, “I am just a little tipsy. I’m just going out to the balcony for some air. Would you like to escort me?” “Oh very much,” Jeffrey smiled and stood up, taking his lover’s hand in his and they walked out of the room to the balcony. “I think it’s sweet that Percival and Margaret are finally getting married,” said Abigail as she breathed in the cool, night air.
“Indeed,” Jeffrey agreed.

“I look forward to when you finally propose to me,” Abigail said with sugar in her tone. “Don’t fret,” the American smiled, “You will have your ring soon enough.” “Oh I hope so,” Abigail sighed, “Everybody we know seems to be getting married. I mean, Lord Marlon recently married Lady Kane and now we have Percival and Margaret…I would rather not live and die an unmarried woman.”
“Your time will come Abigail, I promise,” Jeffrey assured her, quietly gripping something in his pocket.
“I say Jeffrey,” Abigail said quizzically, “What do you think of that strange lights in the sky?” Jeffrey raised an eyebrow and looked up at the sky. There seemed to be two strange lights above. One was bright blue, the other a deathly grey. “I have no clue my love,” the American admitted, “Possibly new kinds of stars?” “It’s plausible,” Abigail said thoughtfully, “…Yet…they hold a strange…uniqueness to them…almost unearthly.” “Yes Abigail,” Jeffrey agreed quietly, “Yes.”
Mr. Harrison Winterheart, parliament member for Bromley at the time, was sitting near the head of the table. He was Percival’s uncle and thus, was always invited to these get-togethers. However he paid no true interest in the matter. ‘They’re far too young to be getting married,’ he thought with utter disdain, ‘Young love…sometimes it can be the worst thing ever for you.’
He sipped his hot Earl Grey tea, his eyes closing in thought for many moments.
Abigail watched as the two strange stars seemed to vanish into nothingness.

Approximately a week later, the marriage of Percival and Margaret completed, Jeffrey was riding through a forest on his horse. While this was not common among the nobles, Jeffrey often came to this forest simply for the quiet solitude there. It was a place of peace, or at least it was. The horse let out a nervous whinny as it continued down the path, coming to a stop. “What is it Falcon?” Jeffrey asked, “What is it girl?” He climbed off of Falcon as the horse began to look around the area with obvious anxiety. Jeffrey stroked her muzzle assuringly, “It’s alright Falcon, it’s alright.” 
Falcon snorted in protest and suddenly, some kind of silvery gun appeared from the trees. It looked like nothing Jeffrey had ever seen with its blue flashing light on the top and strange hieroglyphs running up its barrel.

The owner of the gun emerged, covered by an acid green shroud. It began to talk in a strange language that required two tongues to move at once. The assailant came closer, aiming the gun at Jeffrey’s heart.
“Now, now good sir,” said the American, “Let’s not get into a scrap.” There was a click inside the gun and Jeffrey threw forward a powerful right hook. “But of course if you’re willing,” Jeffrey laughed, taking a boxing pose. The man stood up, his shroud falling away. Jeffrey gasped in shock-horror at the sight before him. The attacker was very wiry, almost skeletal with acid-green skin; its hands only having three digits each and its feet the same. Its ankles were raised like an animal’s with a small claw jutting from the heel. However its face was its most terrifying feature. Like the rest of its body, the head of the beast was acid green with two long, wavy antennas on the forehead and a pair of bulbous, crimson eyes. There was no nose and its mouth was filled with razor sharp teeth that seemed to pulse up and down in its dark gums.
Jeffrey took a step back, keeping his pose. “What are you?” he demanded. The creature made a burbling sound with its two dark tongues flapping around each other. It raised the gun and fired two streams of green energy. The beams hit Jeffery, sending the young man flying backwards. By this time the monster had terrified Falcon and the horse had fled. Jeffrey staggered to his feet only for another blast to send him to the ground. There was a flash of blue and a massive silver hand emerged from the trees, gripping the alien and squeezing it into green dust. The American got up again and watched the hand as it became limp. Curiosity taking the better of him, the young nobleman walked through the forest in the direction the hand came from. Falcon would probably head back to the stables, where she usually went when scared.
What he found would forever change his life. There, lying in the middle of the woods on a bed of crushed trees, was a giant man of metal. Its body was mostly blue with a few traces of silver; it’s near featureless face had only a pair of scarlet, visor-like eyes and some blue head casing that vaguely resembled a hawk’s head with the beak wide open. On its chest was a red orb. “My God…” Jeffrey looked at the metal creature in awe, “…What in the blazes are you?” There was suddenly a low whistling sound from above. Jeffrey looked up to see, high up in the sky midday sky, a good dozen silver, circular items that were sending green, light-like shots in all directions. “Oh goodness,” Jeffrey whispered before looking at the blue-and-silver being, “Wake up and save us then! You saved me just now! Get up and stop those…those things from invading!”
At that moment, the red orb glowed with a siren-like beep and a panel in the chest folded outwards, revealing a chair and several levers inside. “You want me to get inside…?” Jeffrey blinked before staring at the crimson eyes of the robot. Swallowing his pride, the young American climbed into the seat and the hatch closed. A visor of sorts came down and slid over Jeffrey’s eyes, allowing him to see what the robot was seeing. “Have to get this thing moving…” he muttered and grabbed a lever, hoping it would get him standing. The robot staggered to its feet and words passed over Jeffrey’s vision.
SKY SOLDIER MODEL 001 – FULLY ACTIVATED
“So that’s your name…the Sky Soldier,” Jeffrey muttered then followed up with a smirk, “Well Sky Soldier, let’s show those invaders who’s boss!” Instructions flashed over his visor, downloading into his brain. Jeffrey slid his feet into some pedals before him and gripped two side-mounted levers, “Here we go!”
The Sky Soldier’s crossed its arms over its chest and two slots opened in opposite sides of its back, allowing a pair of blue wings to emerge. The mechanical man flew straight upwards, powered by rockets installed in its feet. One of the attacking vehicles turned its attention to the Sky Soldier and fired a green blast. The robot took a hit in the stomach and froze in the air, Jeffrey gripping the hand levers to steady himself. “Rude bastard,” the young man growled. He began to push down on the pedals and the Sky Soldier shot forward, grabbing the disc’s edge with both hands and spinning around faster and faster, releasing the attacker into another one, destroying them both. The machine man aimed both hands forward and a ring of cannons appeared around each wrist, opening fire and destroying a few more. 
Down on the ground, people were gathering and watching this amazing spectacle of power in awe, Harrison Winterheart’s face remained blank however though his eyes were full of thought. The Sky Soldier slammed its fists down on another disc, smashing it into three pieces which exploded in turn. The remaining four surrounded the Sky Soldier, their lasers powering up. As the blasts emitted, Jeffrey pulled a level from the roof of the cockpit and the Sky Soldier curled up, a blue bubble of light forming around it and deflecting the blasts. The machine emerged from the bubble and kicked one of the discs far away then grabbed another one between its hands, tearing it in half. 
“Let’s end this now Sky Soldier!” Jeffrey shouted and pulled the hand levers out on their long chords, attaching them in the centre. The palm of the metal giant’s shifted to reveal a small red orb and a blue beam projected. Sky Soldier gripped the seemingly solid beam, which transformed into a cutlass. The robot spun around, slicing one invading vehicle in half and plunging the sword through the other one.
As the ashes and junk of the discs fell to the ground, the Sky Soldier descended, landing in the street as people gathered around. The rockets shut off and the wings slid away. A few of the people, nobles, came closer and Percival shouted, “I say! Who are you good sir?” The hatch opened in its chest and a stairway extended, allowing the pilot to emerge and come down.
“By goodness!” Percival covered his mouth, “It’s Jeffrey Hart!” “That’s right Percival old friend,” the American smiled, “I, Jeffrey Hart, with the aid of my new friend the Sky Soldier, have defeated the mysterious invaders and defended our home.” Abigail had been in the crowd and when she saw her beloved, she ran into his arms and kissed him deeply. They broke the kiss and Jeffrey fumbled in his pocket for something. “I bought this today…before I met the Sky Soldier,” he said and knelt down, “…Abigail Arrow…” He removed his hand to reveal a dark blue, velvet box. As Abigail gasped, Jeffrey opened the box to reveal a beautiful diamond ring, “…Will you marry me?”
“Jeffrey Hart,” Abigail smiled widely, “I will. I will.”
Only a fortnight later, the couple stood at the altar together, hand-in-hand. All their friends and family were there, crying with happiness and grinning with pride. They had said their vows and were now facing each other, waiting for the vicar to speak.

“You may kiss the bride,” the vicar said to Jeffrey. With that, the American held Abigail at an angle and kissed her deeply, lovingly. A loud cheer went up from those gathered as Jeffrey and Abigail became Mr. and Mrs. Hart.

Within his study at home, Harrison Winterheart was drawing up images of the outer body and inner workings of the Sky Soldier, deep in thought. ‘Jeffrey won’t be alive forever…’ he pondered, ‘…And someone will have to protect us when he’s gone…the Sky Soldier will become more than what it seems.’
Closing Theme: ‘Solitary Man’ by HIM
Next time on Destinizer…
Project: Vortex is reaching its final stages and the LPF are prepared to take the battle to the GWG. The Destinizers are deployed and will battle countless hoards in this thrilling prelude to the final battle…

Stay tuned in for the next gripping episode of Destinizer: Hoards Of Hellfire.
