


TIME TRAVEL

Z H
= =
S &,
\4 \\/
% N
Z, N
%, \\\

”/Illmmu\\\\\“‘

THE

ATTACK

JOSH LACEY

iLLusTrRATED BY GARRY PARSONS

A

ANDERSEN PRESS



First published in Great Britain in 2023 by
Andersen Press Limited
20 Vauxhall Bridge Road, London SW1V 2SA, UK
Vijverlaan 48, 3062 HL Rotterdam, Nederland

www.andersenpress.co.uk

24681097531

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced,
stored in a retrieval system or transmitted in any form, or by any
means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise,

without the written permission of the publisher.
The right of Josh Lacey and Garry Parsons to be identified as the
author and the illustrator of this work has been asserted by them in

accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act, 1988.

Text copyright © Josh Lacey, 2023
Tlustrations copyright © Garry Parsons, 2023

British Library Cataloguing in Publication Data available.

ISBN 978 1 83913 333 6

Printed and bound in Great Britain by Clays Ltd, Elcograf S.p.A.



Look out for more in the
Time Travel Twins series!
Time Travel Twins:

Roman Invasion



I hate the Vikings.
I hate the Vikings.
I hate the Vikings.
They’re so boring.

Scarlett read these words over her brother’s
shoulder and laughed.
‘That’s 1t?’ she said.
‘That’s all you’ve written?’
‘T've only just started,’
Thomas said.
“You’ve been
working on it
for two hours!

What have you



been doing all this time?’

‘Thinking,” Thomas said.

Scarlett couldn’t believe it. During those
same two hours, she had written three more
pages of her own history project. It was now
eleven pages long, and she had illustrated it
with a map which she had downloaded and
printed out, plus six sketches that she had
drawn herself. Her homework wasn’t finished
yet. She was intending to add another map,
several more drawings, and at least five further
pages of information about the Vikings.

“You'd better get a move on,” she advised her
brother.

‘I'll be fine,” Thomas replied. ‘T've got ages.’

‘No, you haven’t. We have to hand them in
the day after tomorrow.’

‘Like I said, I've got ages.” Thomas stood up,
yawned, stretched his arms, and wandered
out of the room.

‘Where are you going? Scarlett called, but



Thomas didn’t reply.

It was Saturday afternoon, and the twins
were staying with their grandfather. Both of
them should have been finishing their history
projects this weekend, so they could deliver
them to their teacher, Miss Wellington, first
thing on Monday morning.

Miss Wellington had told them that there
was going to be a prize for the best history
project in their year. Scarlett was determined
to win it.

She carried on with her project. Her brother
didn’t come back. Scarlett was so absorbed in
her work that she didn’t even wonder where
Thomas might have gone or what he might be
doing.

When she finished another page, she finally
lifted her head and looked around, but she
couldn’t see him.

‘Thomas?

There was no answer. His project was still



on the table, exactly where he had left it. He
hadn’t written another word.

She called again, louder.

‘Thomas? Where are you? Hello?

Again there was no answer.

She went to search for her twin brother.
She couldn’t find him upstairs in the bedroom
that they were sharing, or the bathroom, or
anywhere else in the house, so she went outside
to the yard, where she noticed that the door of
their grandfather’s workshop was wide open.

Scarlett went to investigate.

Grandad lived in a small house in a forest,
more than a mile from the nearest neighbour.

He had chosen to live in this particular house
for two reasons. Firstly, he liked privacy. And
secondly, opposite the house was a large barn,
which he had converted into his workshop. On

the door was a handwritten sign which read
DANGER



DO NOT ENTER

Scarlett opened the door and looked inside.
She saw Thomas standing with his mouth
wide open, and Grandad peering at his teeth,
and poking around with a little screwdriver
and a pair of pliers.

‘What’s wrong with Thomas?’ Scarlett asked.
‘Has he got toothache?’

‘No, his teeth are perfect,, Grandad said
with a laugh. T'm fitting the translator.’

Thomas and Scarlett’s grandfather had
straggly hair which stuck out in every direction.
Today he was wearing odd socks, and trousers
with holes in the knees, and a jumper with
holes in the elbows, and two pairs of glasses,
one on the top of his head, the other hanging
on a piece of string around his neck. If you
met him, you would never have guessed that
he was a brilliant scientist who had created
several extraordinary devices which had the

power to change the world.



Grandad didn’t have a job. Instead he
spent all his time thinking, dreaming, and
working on his inventions. For the past few
years, he had been building a time machine,
an immensely complex and sophisticated piece
of machinery which currently occupied most of
the space in this big old barn.

No one could know what he was building
here, Grandad always said. His work had to
be completely secret. If anyone asks what I
do, say I work with computers. They won't ask
any more questions. And he was right, they
never did.

Another of Grandad’s brilliant inventions
was a tiny machine which you fitted to your
mouth, clipping it behind your front teeth, so
you could speak any language. He had also
invented a tiny earpiece which would allow
you to understand anything that anyone said
to you. Scarlett had seen both these inventions,

but she couldn’t understand why Thomas






should be wearing them right now.

T'm sending him back to have a look at the
Vikings,” Grandad explained. ‘He needs some
ispiration for his homework.’

Scarlett was shocked. ‘You can’t do that! It’s
much too dangerous. What if he never comes
back?

‘He’ll be fine,” Grandad said. ‘He’s a very
sensible young man.’

‘No, he 1sn’t.’

‘I am,” Thomas insisted.

Scarlett said, ‘If you want him to travel
through time, Grandad, why dont you go
with him?’

‘Someone has to stay here and operate the
machine,” Grandad said.

‘I could do that,” Scarlett said.

“You don’t know how to,” Grandad said. ‘But
you can go with your brother if you want. You’ll
learn a lot about the Vikings too.’

“You must be joking,” Scarlett said to her



grandfather. Then she turned to her brother.
‘Don’t do this, Thomas. What if you get stuck
in the past? Or murdered! What if the time
machine sends you into the future by mistake?
Or disintegrates you into a million pieces?”’

Thomas nodded. ‘You're right,” he said. ‘It is
very dangerous. Anyone sensible would stay
here and read a good book instead.’

‘Exactly,” Scarlett said.

‘See you later, Thomas said. He walked
towards the doorway at the centre of the
machine. ‘OK, Grandad. I'm ready to go.’

Scarlett thought through her options. Could
she really let her brother travel through time
alone? Didn’t she have a duty to look after
him? If she couldn’t stop him, shouldn’t she go
with him to make sure he didn’t suffer some
terrible accident?

She would have liked to sit down and
consider the matter properly, maybe writing

a list of pros and cons, thinking through all



the alternatives, and discussing all the issues
before reaching a conclusion and deciding
on the most sensible course of action.
Unfortunately, she didn’t have time for any of
that, because Grandad was already touching
a screen on his time machine, spinning a dial,
choosing the year where Thomas would end
up. He moved the dial back a thousand years,
then another thousand, but wasn’t sure where
to stop i1t. He looked at his grandchildren.

‘When were the Vikings?’ he asked.

Thomas shrugged his shoulders. ‘I haven’t
a clue’

“You don’t even know that?’ Scarlett couldn’t
believe it. ‘We’ve been studying them all term!

It’s not my fault if I'm not interested
in history.’

Grandad was still waiting for an answer.
‘Come on, kids. Tell me. When were the
Vikings?’

Scarlett knew the answer. ‘Roughly between

10



the year 800 and the year 1000, although you
could say the Age of the Vikings started earlier
than that and ended after that.’

Grandad touched the screen again, and
moved the dial to 800, then nudged it forwards
a few notches. For no particular reason, he
settled on the year 859. Then he turned the
machine’s main switch from OFF to ON. A
low hum filled the workshop. Lights flashed.
Tubes gurgled. Cylinders shook.

Discs spun. Fluid pumped.
The ground beneath
their feet trembled

as the enormous
machine  shuddered
and whirred.

Thomas walked towards the door. It was
open, but on the other side, there was nothing
but darkness.

‘Stop!” Scarlett yelled to her brother. ‘You

can’t do this.’

11
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You can’t tell me what to do,” Thomas
replied. ‘You're not my mum.’

‘I am your big sister,” Scarlett said.

“You're not bigger than me.’

‘I'm older than you.’

‘Don’t be silly.’

‘It’s a fact.’

Scarlett was older than her brother. And
much more sensible. That was what she
thought, anyway, and most people seemed to
agree with her.

According to Thomas, they were the same
age, but of course he was wrong. She had
been born before him. Not very long, it was
true. But twenty minutes was more than
nothing, wasn’t it? So she was the oldest,
and he was the youngest, and so he ought
to do whatever she said. Unfortunately, he
never did.

Now he gave her a little wave.

‘See you later,” Thomas said, and stepped

12



through the doorway.

‘Wait,” Scarlett cried, but she was too late.
He had already disappeared. One moment, he
had been there, and the next he was gone. The
darkness had swallowed him up.

Scarlett turned and looked at her
grandfather.

“You really shouldn’t have done that,
she said.

‘Sorry,” Grandad replied with a cheerful grin.
He clearly wasn’t sorry at all, merely delighted
that his machine had worked so well.

‘Tell me one thing,” Scarlett said. ‘How is
Thomas going to get back again?’

‘Oh, you don’t have to worry about that. It’s
very simple.” Grandad held up a small device
about the size of a phone. ‘You see this button?
He simply presses it once. That’s all. Pressing
the button activates the wormhole, which
sucks him straight back again, and delivers

him to this moment in time.’
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Scarlett said, ‘He presses that button right
there?

‘Exactly.’

‘While you’re holding it? Grandad stared at
the object in his hand.

‘Oh, dear, he said. ‘I must have forgotten to
give it to him.’

‘Grandad!

Ten minutes later, Scarlett was ready. She
was wearing two tiny translators of her own,
one fixed to the back of her front teeth, the
other tucked behind her right ear, so she could

14



speak and understand any language. She had
the device safely tucked in her pocket. She
simply had to find Thomas, hold his hand, and
press the button, then the two of them would
be whisked back through the wormhole and
delivered to their own time.

Scarlett felt nervous, but she knew she had
no choice. She couldn’t abandon Thomas in the
year 859.

Grandad nodded to her. The machine was
ready. As soon as she stepped through the
doorway, the wormhole would link together
two points in time and space, and deliver her
from one to the other.

Scarlett would have liked some information
about the time machine, the wormhole, and
how they worked. Would she be safe? Had her
grandfather used the time machine himself?
If not, why not? And if she was trapped in the
year 859, with or without Thomas, what was

she meant to do next? Would they both have to
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spend the rest of their lives in the time of the
Vikings?

She did try to ask some of these questions,
but Grandad refused to answer them. He would
tell her more about the time machine when she
returned with Thomas, he promised.

‘Good luck,” Grandad said.

‘Thanks.’

Scarlett took a quick breath, then strode
quickly to the doorway, and stepped into

the darkness.
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Thomas felt as if the floor was moving under
him.

Rocking from side to side.

Backwards and forwards.

Throwing him around, knocking him off
balance.

The wind whistled in his ears. The cold
slapped his cheeks. He tasted salt on his lips.

He looked around. His grandfather’s
workshop had gone. Instead he saw the open
sea, the vast empty sky, and a long wooden
boat filled with twenty men, every one of them
staring at him.

Twenty faces full of anger and confusion.

He could hardly believe 1t. Grandad’s

17



machine actually worked. He had been sucked
into a wormhole! Dragged through time and
space. The whole thing had happened so
quickly that he’d barely had time to witness
what was going on. He had seen stars and
the infinite blackness of space. He had been
deafened by a noise like roaring thunder. His
head hurt. His eyes ached. He felt sick. But
where was he now? And who were these men?
As far as Thomas could see, they all had
big muscles, broad shoulders, and fierce faces.
Many had ponytails. Most had beards, some
short, others long, and many of them decorated
with beads and tassels. They were dressed in
simple brown smocks. One man was standing
at the back of the craft, both hands gripped
around a long oar which he

used to steer the boat. Down

at the bottom of the craft,

Thomas could see a jumble

of food, clothes, blankets,

18



coiled ropes, barrels and baskets.

There was a moment of stillness, when all of
them — those twenty men and Thomas himself
— were too surprised to move. Or speak. Too
surprised to do anything except stare.

Thomas knew he had made a terrible
mistake. Oh, Grandad, he wanted to say.
What have you done? Where have you sent
me? He should never have stepped into the
time machine without making some sensible
preparations first — like bringing a weapon,
for instance, and planning exactly where he
was going to end up.

Luckily he could get home easily. He simply
needed to press the button on the device that
his grandfather had given him, and he would
be whisked back to his own time.

Yes, he thought, he should do that right
now. These Vikings looked vicious. He didn’t
want to be murdered by them. He reached into

his pocket for the device, and fished it out, and
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was about to press the button,

sending him into the wormbhole,

when he realised that he was
holding a fidget spinner.

It had been in his pocket all day.

What had happened to the device? Where
had it gone? Had it disappeared in the
wormhole?

Oh, no. Now he remembered. Grandad
never gave it to him.

He was trapped here with no way to get
back to his own time.

While Thomas was stuffing the fidget
spinner back into his pocket, the twenty
Vikings stared at him in silence. They must
have been even more astonished than him,
wondering how he had appeared here,
suddenly stepping through the air, appearing
out of nothing. The only noises were the wind
in the sail and shrieking seagulls overhead.

Then one of the men shouted out, ‘He’s a troll!”

20






‘No, he’s an elf,’ cried another.

‘Maybe he’s a ghost,” suggested someone
else. ‘Or a shape shifter.’

‘Whatever he 1s, we don’t want him aboard,’
said one of the other warriors. ‘He’ll bring us
bad luck.’

‘Let’s kill him!” yelled a voice from the back
of the boat.



This was greeted by a roar of agreement.

The twenty men reached for their weapons.
A couple of them had swords. Others were
armed with spears, axes, or knives.

Thomas looked around.

How could he escape?

Jump overboard?

Around the boat was the open sea. The shore

23



was only a narrow grey line on the horizon.
He was a good swimmer, but he couldn’t get
that far.

This can’t be happening, he told himself.
This isn't real. This is a dream.

But he knew he wasn’t asleep. The salt, the
wind, the sea, and those armed men coming
for him — this was more vivid than anything
he had ever dreamed.

How was he supposed to save himself?
What was he going to do? He didn’t have much
time to think about it, because these warriors
were clearly men of action, more interested in
fighting than sitting around chatting.

He didn’t have any weapons. Unless you
counted a fidget spinner, and he didn’t. So how
was he going to defend himself against twenty
murderous men?

‘Foul monster of the deep, prepare to die!
yelled a deep voice — which belonged to the man

at the front of the crew, the biggest of them all,
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a huge bloke with massive muscles, a chain
mail tunic stretched over his chest, and an axe
clasped in his hands, its blade glistening in
the sunshine.

‘Wait, we don’t have to fight,” Thomas said,
raising his hands. ‘It’s always better to talk
about things first, don’t you agree?”’

The warrior gave a contemptuous laugh. He
wasn’t going to fall for that trick, he seemed
to be saying. He wouldn’t believe the words
that came out of the mouth of a mysterious
creature — an elf, a troll, or whoever might be
lurking inside the body of this boy.

Thomas watched in horror as the warrior
gripped his axe with both hands and swung it
into the air. Ready to come down on Thomas’s
head. And split his skull in half.



