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Catharine and Alexander are back for one of their greatest adventures yet. Together they

journey across the sea to Athens, Greece. This time they must stop a power hungry sea

nymph from flooding the earth, using Poseidon's trident.Joining forces with the forest and

mountain nymphs they journey to the only place that has the power to destroy the trident. They

must save both the past and the present world from a terrible fate.
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Taper Short Stories Lost in TimeThis novel is entirely a

work of fiction. The names, characters, and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author’s

imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities is entirely

coincidental. Copyright © N. Davis 2013 N. Davis asserts the moral right to be identified as

the author of this work 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,

photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the prior permission of the author. Illustrations

by Strom Davis copyright© 2013 This one’s for my sister,

Makayla, who begged for another. Italia is the ancient name of

Italy Prologue Once long ago in ancient Greece, before the great city of

Athens was built. In the depths of the ocean, Amphitrite, a sea nymph, devised a plan to wipe

the Earth with a flood. Using her charm and beauty she made man build her a trident. With

this trident she planned to cover the Earth with the ocean. When the Oread and Dryad

nymphs heard of this they were furious! If the Earth was flooded they would have nowhere to

go. So, late one night they planned to steal the trident and hide it somewhere safe, somewhere

that no sea nymph would dare venture- the top of Mount Olympia. They sent their best spies

to Amphitrite, who woke as they touched the trident. Thinking fast the spies got out of the

ocean as quick as they could and ran for the mountain. The sea nymphs, along with

Amphitrite, were right behind them. While running for their lives heading to the mountain one of

the spies dropped the trident into a fresh water stream. Neither the sea nymphs, nor the spies

could enter the stream, so they retreated. At the end of the stream that led into the ocean,

Amphitrite set up guards to watch for the trident should it find its way home to her. After many

years the trident did find its way back to the ocean, but the careless guards didn’t even notice.

After many centuries the trident found itself on the shore of the city of Pompeii, in Rome Italy.

And that it where our story begins…                       
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nymphs heard of this they were furious! If the Earth was flooded they would have nowhere to

go. So, late one night they planned to steal the trident and hide it somewhere safe, somewhere

that no sea nymph would dare venture- the top of Mount Olympia. They sent their best spies

to Amphitrite, who woke as they touched the trident. Thinking fast the spies got out of the

ocean as quick as they could and ran for the mountain. The sea nymphs, along with

Amphitrite, were right behind them. While running for their lives heading to the mountain one of

the spies dropped the trident into a fresh water stream. Neither the sea nymphs, nor the spies

could enter the stream, so they retreated. At the end of the stream that led into the ocean,

Amphitrite set up guards to watch for the trident should it find its way home to her. After many

years the trident did find its way back to the ocean, but the careless guards didn’t even notice.

After many centuries the trident found itself on the shore of the city of Pompeii, in Rome Italy.

And that it where our story begins… Catharine sat on a wooden

bench, watching her mother trace a picture on the wall. Catharine was seventeen years old,

she had blonde hair with brown highlights that fell just below her shoulders. She had dark

green eyes and she was slightly pale. She was average height and petite. Catharine had no

friends; the reason for this was that her parents moved around a lot. Her father was an

archaeologist, and her mother a historian. They hardly ever found anything, well, that was up

until six months ago when one of the workers had uncovered a gold disc beneath the temple of

Jupiter in Rome. Of course, no one remembered the disc, for after it had been found she had

picked it up and while examining it, the disc had sent her back in time to ancient Rome.

There she had met Alexander. Together they had been taken by a centaur. They were told that

the disc was never meant to be found by humans, and that they had to go back in time (even

further) to the day that the centaur Midnight had lost the disc. They were to hide it so that it

would never be found. They did so after having to first retrieve it from the corrupt high priest of

Jupiter, Maxims, who almost killed her had it not been for another centaur named, Morning-

Star. Even now the memory was as clear as a cloudless, sunny day. After they had escaped

Maxims, they had gone back to the evening before Midnight lost the disc. The name of the disc,

they discovered, was Time Taper. They hid the Time Taper in a cave at the bottom of a rather

strange lake, and then she had been sent home. When she said goodbye to Alexander she

had felt as if she were leaving someone she’d know all her life. On arriving in her own time

Catharine had realised that she and her parents would be leaving soon, as the Time Taper

would never be found. But, she was wrong! There in place of the Time Taper was a tomb- the

tomb of Alexander and to her this was the only way she’d ever see him again. Catharine

watched her mother; half of the painting on the wall was washed off from time. They were in

the city of Pompeii, a rather dull place to her. She wished that she could have stayed in Rome,

with her father. “You spend way too much time down in that tomb, Catharine,” her mother had

told her. “You’re coming with me, even if I have to drag you into the car and strap you to the

seat.” Even her father, who was always trying to get her to take part in their work, had been

against her staying. “You need to get some fresh air,” he had said, “it’s not healthy to sit down in

the dark all day, everyday.” And that had been the end of it she couldn’t get out of going with

her mother. So now, for the past week she had sat on the bench watching her mom trace this

painting. She often wondered why they were there, after all there were so many archaeologist

and historians around and her parents were supposed to be busy on their biggest find, ever.

The room they sat in was dark, although there were a few lamps set up along the floor, near

the walls. The walls were covered in paintings and mosaics, the colours were dull and faded

but she knew that they must have once been bright and colourful. She’d been in a villa back in

that era, so she knew. The floor was dirt, although they’d discovered that if you were to sweep



long enough you would find the remains of a once beautiful, marble floor. In the villa next door

Catharine could hear the talking and laughing of people. She had never been one for

conversation, but now she wished that her mother would stop what she was doing and talk to

her. At around lunch time her mom did stop her work to eat. She came and sat next to her

daughter and opened the cooler bag. “Today’s lunch specials are,” she said, smiling at her

daughter, “tuna on bread or bread on tuna. Which would you like?” Her mom was in such a

good mood that Catharine had to smile and go along with it. “I’ll have, tuna on bread,” she said

helping herself to a sandwich. “Well then,” said her mother, “I’ll have bread on tuna.” They

both laughed, it felt good to laugh after so long. Catharine admired her mother; she was

always smiling and positive even when there was nothing to be happy about. She also thought

that she was rather pretty. She had long brown hair that was either in a high pony-tail or a bun.

She had small green eyes and a cherry smile, she was the same build as Catharine: average

height and petite and this was only because she hardly ate. Deep down inside Catharine

wished that she was more like her mother, positive and happy all the time. When they were

finished their lunch her mom got up and began to trace a picture on the wall closest to the

door, with her finger. “Would you like to go look around the Villa of Mysteries?” Maggie asked.

Catharine nodded her head, glad to have a chance to get out of the room and stretch her legs,

even if it was for a short while. There were only so many times you could walk around the

building they were in before you got bored. Outside there was a slight, almost eerie breeze,

the sun was hiding behind some dark clouds, a shiver went down her spine. The street they

stood in was empty, everyone had gone to lunch. Down the street there was an old gravel road

which she knew must have once been beautiful and busy, was now (sadly) cracked and almost

covered in grass. There were columns and broken walls all the way down, in the distance

there were some trees and peeping out over the ruins was Mount Vesuvius, the volcano that

destroyed Pompeii. They walked in silence into the villa next door. This villa was called, “The

Villa of Mysteries,” and for good reason! Everywhere she looked there was a painting (though

most of them were faded or mere outlines), and mosaics, some still fully there and others that

were missing more than half of their tiles. Street in Pompeii (Present

Day) The first picture that she noticed, as soon as she walked in, was of a woman who was

holding a red scarf above her head and appeared to be dancing. “Don’t you just wish that you

could go back and see what this place was like in its prime?” Maggie asked her daughter.

Catharine’s heart almost skipped a beat, would she like to go back? Yes, but not to see how

Romans lived, she’d already seen that. “Don’t you think that going back in time would change

the course of history, mom?” she replied with another question, one that had bugged her ever

since her trip to the past. Her mom seemed to think for a moment, “It shouldn’t if you are

merely observing.” “But just being there and being seen?” “I don’t understand how that could

alter anything, Catharine” “But what if you were pushed into something and it broke? Or you

moved an object from one place to another?” “Then yes, that would change the flow of history.

I don’t think that you quite understand what I’m saying.” “And what are you saying?” “I was

merely implying that if I could go back and simply observe how the people of Pompeii lived, it

would help us deeply.   “Catharine, what’s gotten into you all of a sudden?”

Catharine sat on a wooden bench, watching her mother trace a picture on the wall.

Catharine was seventeen years old, she had blonde hair with brown highlights that fell just

below her shoulders. She had dark green eyes and she was slightly pale. She was average

height and petite. Catharine had no friends; the reason for this was that her parents moved

around a lot. Her father was an archaeologist, and her mother a historian. They hardly ever



found anything, well, that was up until six months ago when one of the workers had uncovered

a gold disc beneath the temple of Jupiter in Rome. Of course, no one remembered the disc,

for after it had been found she had picked it up and while examining it, the disc had sent her

back in time to ancient Rome. There she had met Alexander. Together they had been taken

by a centaur. They were told that the disc was never meant to be found by humans, and that

they had to go back in time (even further) to the day that the centaur Midnight had lost the disc.

They were to hide it so that it would never be found. They did so after having to first retrieve it

from the corrupt high priest of Jupiter, Maxims, who almost killed her had it not been for

another centaur named, Morning-Star. Even now the memory was as clear as a cloudless,

sunny day. After they had escaped Maxims, they had gone back to the evening before Midnight

lost the disc. The name of the disc, they discovered, was Time Taper. They hid the Time Taper

in a cave at the bottom of a rather strange lake, and then she had been sent home. When she

said goodbye to Alexander she had felt as if she were leaving someone she’d know all her life.

On arriving in her own time Catharine had realised that she and her parents would be leaving

soon, as the Time Taper would never be found. But, she was wrong! There in place of the Time

Taper was a tomb- the tomb of Alexander and to her this was the only way she’d ever see him

again. Catharine watched her mother; half of the painting on the wall was washed off from

time. They were in the city of Pompeii, a rather dull place to her. She wished that she could

have stayed in Rome, with her father. “You spend way too much time down in that tomb,

Catharine,” her mother had told her. “You’re coming with me, even if I have to drag you into the

car and strap you to the seat.” Even her father, who was always trying to get her to take part

in their work, had been against her staying. “You need to get some fresh air,” he had said, “it’s

not healthy to sit down in the dark all day, everyday.” And that had been the end of it she

couldn’t get out of going with her mother. So now, for the past week she had sat on the bench

watching her mom trace this painting. She often wondered why they were there, after all there

were so many archaeologist and historians around and her parents were supposed to be busy

on their biggest find, ever. The room they sat in was dark, although there were a few lamps

set up along the floor, near the walls. The walls were covered in paintings and mosaics, the

colours were dull and faded but she knew that they must have once been bright and colourful.

She’d been in a villa back in that era, so she knew. The floor was dirt, although they’d

discovered that if you were to sweep long enough you would find the remains of a once

beautiful, marble floor. In the villa next door Catharine could hear the talking and laughing of

people. She had never been one for conversation, but now she wished that her mother would

stop what she was doing and talk to her. At around lunch time her mom did stop her work to

eat. She came and sat next to her daughter and opened the cooler bag. “Today’s lunch

specials are,” she said, smiling at her daughter, “tuna on bread or bread on tuna. Which would

you like?” Her mom was in such a good mood that Catharine had to smile and go along with

it. “I’ll have, tuna on bread,” she said helping herself to a sandwich. “Well then,” said her

mother, “I’ll have bread on tuna.” They both laughed, it felt good to laugh after so long.

Catharine admired her mother; she was always smiling and positive even when there was

nothing to be happy about. She also thought that she was rather pretty. She had long brown

hair that was either in a high pony-tail or a bun. She had small green eyes and a cherry smile,

she was the same build as Catharine: average height and petite and this was only because she

hardly ate. Deep down inside Catharine wished that she was more like her mother, positive

and happy all the time. When they were finished their lunch her mom got up and began to

trace a picture on the wall closest to the door, with her finger. “Would you like to go look

around the Villa of Mysteries?” Maggie asked. Catharine nodded her head, glad to have a



chance to get out of the room and stretch her legs, even if it was for a short while. There were

only so many times you could walk around the building they were in before you got bored.

Outside there was a slight, almost eerie breeze, the sun was hiding behind some dark clouds,

a shiver went down her spine. The street they stood in was empty, everyone had gone to lunch.

Down the street there was an old gravel road which she knew must have once been beautiful

and busy, was now (sadly) cracked and almost covered in grass. There were columns and

broken walls all the way down, in the distance there were some trees and peeping out over the

ruins was Mount Vesuvius, the volcano that destroyed Pompeii. They walked in silence into

the villa next door. This villa was called, “The Villa of Mysteries,” and for good reason!

Everywhere she looked there was a painting (though most of them were faded or mere

outlines), and mosaics, some still fully there and others that were missing more than half of

their tiles. Street in Pompeii (Present Day) The first picture that she

noticed, as soon as she walked in, was of a woman who was holding a red scarf above her

head and appeared to be dancing. “Don’t you just wish that you could go back and see what

this place was like in its prime?” Maggie asked her daughter. Catharine’s heart almost

skipped a beat, would she like to go back? Yes, but not to see how Romans lived, she’d

already seen that. “Don’t you think that going back in time would change the course of history,

mom?” she replied with another question, one that had bugged her ever since her trip to the

past. Her mom seemed to think for a moment, “It shouldn’t if you are merely observing.” “But

just being there and being seen?” “I don’t understand how that could alter anything,

Catharine” “But what if you were pushed into something and it broke? Or you moved an

object from one place to another?” “Then yes, that would change the flow of history. I don’t

think that you quite understand what I’m saying.” “And what are you saying?” “I was merely

implying that if I could go back and simply observe how the people of Pompeii lived, it would

help us deeply. “Catharine, what’s gotten into you all of a sudden?” Catharine looked down

at her feet,then at her mother,I wish I could tell you,she thought,but you wouldn’t believe me.

“Nothing,” was her final answer, “would you mind if I went for a walk?” Her mother just waved

her hand as if saying, ‘go I’ve had enough of you for today.’ She bolted out the villa and ran

half way down the street before slowing down. When she finally stopped completely, she found

herself at the stairs to what everyone called The Law Courts. The Law Courts were just stone,

the stairs, pillars and the two half walls (two full walls and only half of another remained of

each). There was no grass that grew around there. She walked slowly up the stairs, when she

got to the top she touched the remains of a pillar and closed her eyes,were you ever here?

Abruptly she flew open both her eyes, the air had that faint salt smell to it. She could smell the

sea! Catharine had always loved the ocean as a child. She was overcome with the desire to

go find the beach. She ran in the direction that the salt air was coming from- as if she was

being pulled by an unseen force- through some trees and down a dark sandy path where she

emerged at her destination. She stood panting at the end of the path just watching the wave’s

crash onto the shore. The sky there was clear and bright blue. Catharine pulled off her boots

and socks, rolled up her jeans and walked slowly to the waters edge. She pushed her toes

down into the sand with each step she took. She loved the feeling of the wet sand beneath her

feet, the wave’s crashing down and running through her legs, over her feet trying to pull her in

as the water drained back into the ocean, and most of all the warm autumn sun on her face.

She closed her eyes and just listened. She didn’t know for how long she stood there, but by the

time she opened her eyes some of the dark clouds had floated over the beach and begun to

cover the sun. The tide was coming in, but she wasn’t ready to go back to the ruined city just

yet. When a cloud moved slightly away from the sun, Catharine caught sight of something



wedged between two rocks, about three meters away. She started to walk towards it, the wind

picked up and the waves started to get rough. She nearly slipped several times on the slimy

rocks. When she finally got close enough to see what it was, she discovered it was a giant

fork. It appeared to be made of silver and at the tip of each prong was a gem stone. Catharine

had to lie on her stomach to reach it. As she grabbed the fork a wave crashed down over her

and then everything went black.     
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