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These are the adventures of the Merlin we never knew. In Merlin's attempt to help King Arthur

he enters another dimension which eventually reveals his true mother. Joined by his

companion Sheila, they find themselves in Atlantis to learn that some enhanced humans are

not as equal as others. They discover what caused the fall of Atlantis and its disappearance?

From BooklistIn 2002, the newlywed American author came to Amsterdam to study urban

planning for five months. He, his wife, and his son live there still, filled with the relentless

optimism that laces this book. Need a work visa in a tight labor market? Just be a janitor at a

garbage-processing plant. Low funds and two-room apartments? Who cares when you’re

holding your pregnant wife’s hand as she bikes along beside you? That’s right. Everyone bikes

in Amsterdam: the elderly, the brief-cased, the ladder-carrying, the ballroom-gowned. All

without helmets. No history of bicycles is complete without a history of bike thievery, and

Jordan delivers. The long section on the German occupation has isolated strong points but

bogs down listing anything that relates to bikes. American cities lack the critical mass of

cyclists to earn adequate bike lanes, yet too few cycle if they have to wear a helmet. So it is

odd that an expatriate whose dream job is to monitor all forms of traffic doesn’t say much about

this quandary or why cycling is more fun for the Dutch. --Dane Carr --This text refers to the

paperback edition.Review“A funny, engaging, and exhaustively researched tribute to

Amsterdam’s unique biking history….Jordan is an honest, self-effacing narrator, and there’s

much that’s lovably comic about his inauguration into Amsterdam cyclo-culture.” -- Los Angeles

Times“A charming and quirky book....Jordan’s portrait of bicycle culture in Amsterdam gives a

fascinating account of a viable alternative to dependence on cars.” -- Christian Science

Monitor“This highly readable book illuminates the bicycle’s integral role in shaping both the

psyche and the actual city of Amsterdam.” -- Houston Chronicle“For anyone contemplating

visiting or living in The Netherlands, In the City of Bikes is a must read.” -- New York Journal of

Books“Full of personal anecdote, self-deprecating humor, local lore and a history of cycling

that positively bursts with enthusiasm, In the City of Bikes is both a memoir and an ode to

bicycles -- Shelf Awareness“[W]hat could have been a straightforward history [is] something

more special: history that doesn’t feel like history--just an enjoyable story from start to

finish….An excellent choice for bikers and those who appreciate how a city’s history can be

changed by the simplest of passions.” -- Kirkus Reviews“Jordan brings depth and color to a

niche subject, delivering an engaging cultural history. By the end, readers will understand that

the bike is to Amsterdam what the car is to America. Both are more than modes of

transportation: they’re a substantial part of their riders’ identities.” -- Publishers Weekly --This

text refers to the paperback edition.From the Back CoverWhen Pete Jordan arrives in

Amsterdam to study how to make America's cities more bicycle-friendly, he immediately falls in

love with the city that already lives life on two wheels. His new bride, Amy Joy, joins Pete, and

despite their financial hardships and instability, she eventually finds her own new calling as a

bicycle mechanic as Pete discovers the untold history of cycling in Amsterdam.From its

beginnings as an elitis t pastime in the 1890s to the street-consuming craze of the 1920s, from

the bicycle's role in a citywide resistance to the Nazi occupation to the White Bikes of the

1960s and the bike fishermen of today, Jordan chronicles the evolution of Amsterdam's

cycling.Part personal memoir, part history of cycling, part fascinating street-level tour of



Amsterdam, In the City of Bikes is the story of a man who loves bikes—in a city that loves

bikes.--This text refers to the paperback edition.About the AuthorPete Jordan is the author of

the memoir Dishwasher: One Man's Quest to Wash Dishes in All Fifty States. Pete's work has

been featured on public radio's This American Life and in the New York Times. He lives in

Amsterdam.--This text refers to the paperback edition.From the Inside FlapWhen Pete Jordan

arrives in Amsterdam to study how to make America's cities more bicycle-friendly, he

immediately falls in love with the city that already lives life on two wheels. His new bride, Amy

Joy, joins Pete, and despite their financial hardships and instability, she eventually finds her

own new calling as a bicycle mechanic as Pete discovers the untold history of cycling in

Amsterdam.From its beginnings as an elitis t pastime in the 1890s to the street-consuming

craze of the 1920s, from the bicycle's role in a citywide resistance to the Nazi occupation to the

White Bikes of the 1960s and the bike fishermen of today, Jordan chronicles the evolution of

Amsterdam's cycling.Part personal memoir, part history of cycling, part fascinating street-level

tour of Amsterdam, In the City of Bikes is the story of a man who loves bikes--in a city that

loves bikes.--New York Journal of Books --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition

edition.Read more
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The Adventures of MerlinBy E.T. BryantCopyright © 2022 by E.T. Bryant. All rights reserved

worldwide.No part of this publication may be replicated, redistributed, in any form without the

prior written consent of the author.DedicationFor Huda who supports my wild and crazy

ideasIntroduction �Initially, my writing was about a paradox. I was intrigued by the paradox of

what would happen if someone traveled back in time and accidentally killed one of their

parents. They would have never been born so how could they have traveled back in time in the

first place?My character Jeremy was from the future, he was on an exploratory mission

investigating a planet. Jeremy found all the planet was lifeless except for one mountainous

area. He went in for a closer look when his spacecraft crashed. Jeremy was rescued by a

young red-haired woman called Alena. Badly burned she nursed him back to health. They later

fell in love and were married. They lived in a yellow house built on the side of a mountain. She

contracted a disease and died.Jeremy in his grief wandered around the mountains until he

found a cave. He was at the point of giving up on life when he stumbled into a room filled with

machinery and equipment. He fell onto a platform and said, “why did you take her? I just want

to die.” The machinery activated: removed his spirit from his body and then deposited it into

another body in a different place in time. He didn’t know this planet and didn’t know where he

ended up but at some point just before he died in this world he realized he must tell his story to

someone.This was a short story I wrote long ago as an English assignment while in my Senior

year of high school. I never thought then I would put it into a book called The Paradox of Dawn.

Dawn was the world Jeremy crashed on and it was Earth in our distant future. There had been

a nuclear war and the last remaining people were living in a small village. They had survived

underground for thousands of years. When the radiation levels dropped they emerged and

called their new world Dawn. If it had not been for my daughter developing an interest in past

lives and reincarnation the story would never have been written. She inspired me to finish what

I had started so long ago and to continue writing. The seeds were there, they just needed to be

germinated.The Paradox of Dawn started as a single short story. I included it in the book Tales

of Time and Magic with two other stories. After I finished The Paradox of Dawn I felt there were

some unanswered questions, so I wrote a second part and published it along with two more

stories.At some point, I wanted to explore alternative histories. What if Horus was a time

traveler who changed things slightly in the past. But not to the point it changed things as we

know it today. So much has been lost over countless centuries, destroyed by religious zealots

and greedy power-hungry men. Knowledge lost which could have explained so many mysteries

of past civilizations, people, and their cultures.In my book Women of Time and Space, I

explored an idea of why we dream. Generally, we don’t think much of dreams or what they

mean. But what if we were receiving the thoughts and actions of people on distant worlds and

different dimensions? In the story, Arthur of Htrae We find ourselves in a world where women

were the kings and men were the queens. One woman named Arthur became king and won

the love and loyalty of her knights with the help of Merlin. A word of warning this was my first

story with sexual content, violence, and lesbian love. I do prefer to write stories without so

much sexuality, but it was necessary for this story because of the storyline.The two stories in

this book continue with Merlin and Sheila as the main characters but only mention they were

lovers, there is no sexual content, but some violence. These two stories continue the what-if

approach to things. The Viking Warrior Queen was a grave that was thought to have been a

Viking warrior, but later the remains were proved to be that of a woman. The items found in the

grave were that of a warrior and a revered person, maybe even a Queen. So, that was the birth



of the story, Merlin just happened to arrive where this person lived after he left the world from

the Arthur of Htrae story.At the end of the story The Viking Warrior Queen I had gotten an idea

for what may have happened to Atlantis. There are many unanswered questions about how

people in the past could have moved huge stones. Stones like the ones found at Stonehenge,

the pyramids, and stones weighing hundreds of tons found in South America. What if they had

help, not from ancient aliens but an advanced race of people from Atlantis. Of course, my

stories could be called Science Fiction Fantasy in my attempt to explain some of the many

things that have been lost.The Viking Warrior Queen �It was a beautiful fall day in the pine forest.

The birds were singing, and the air was cold, winter was approaching. A breeze caused the

pine needles and some leaves to swirl. A mist formed and began to swirl into a ball, and then a

loud pop was heard. An old man with a long beard and robes appears as the mist cleared. He

was holding a book in one hand and a wand in the other. Merlin sniffed the air. �“No, no! This is

the wrong place. Probably the wrong time as well.” �He shook the wand. “You pesky thing.” He

put the wand into a pocket inside his robe. Then closing the book, he put that into another

pocket. “Well, let us see where we are.” Sniffing the air he said, “This must be around Norway.”

Sniffing the air again he smelled smoke. Licking his finger, he held it up. “That is the way.” He

pointed in a direction through the trees. �Merlin left the forest and entered a grassy field. There

were sheep grazing on the grass and the smell of smoke was getting stronger. As Merlin got

closer he could see a village of stone huts with thatch roofs. There were several fires with

women cooking on them. Children were playing around the fires. Some were adding more

wood to the fires and others were poking the embers with sticks. Merlin did not see any men in

the village. Thinking these women and children might be afraid to see a strange old man

approaching he ducked into some nearby trees. �“Let’s see who can be non-threatening? A

woman perhaps.” Merlin took out his book and wand and said, “Transform!” She looked at the

garments. Aw, that is much better. Nice blue robes. That is calming.” Merlin put the

book and wand into her robe pockets. She emerged from the trees and continued toward the

village. A young woman and two teenage boys approached Merlin. �The young woman spoke,

“who are you?” �Merlin threw back the hood of her robe, so they could better see her face. “I am

just an old … “Merlin caught herself, coughed a few times, and said, “… weary traveler looking

for food and shelter.” �The young woman looked suspiciously at Merlin and the two boys put their

hands on swords hung from their waists. “How did you get to our island? I have never seen you

before.” �Merlin had to think quickly. “I had a boat. I was adrift at sea and when I landed I failed to

tie my boat up. It drifted away. Can you help me?” �One of the boys turned to the other and

spoke. “She looks harmless enough.” The young woman turned to them, and they whispered to

each other. She then turned to Merlin, “Come, I will get you some food.” She walked over to a

large pot and scooped out something into a wooden bowl. �Two large logs were laying on the

ground next to the fire. Merlin sat on one, as the young woman handed him the bowl. Merlin

took the bowl and said, “Thank you. What is your name?” �“My name is Asfrid, but you did not

tell me your name.” �Taking a bit of what appeared to be lamb stew and chewing. “My name is

Merlin.” �A large Raven came flying from the trees and landed on Merlin’s shoulder. “Merlin I

hate you.” The bird said. �The two boys came running with their swords drawn. The older boy

said. “She is a Seeress.” �Merlin stood up with the bowl in hand. “No, it is just a bird. It will not

harm you.” Looking at the Raven Merlin demanded. “How did you get here you were not

supposed to follow me?” �“I hate you, Merlin. I hate you. Transform me back.” �Asfrid was shocked

and caught herself from falling backward. “My brother meant you are a Seeress.” �Merlin

searched her memory and realized a Seeress was a Viking term for a type of prophet or

sorceress. � “I suppose I am. I can assure you I mean you no harm. I seem to be in the wrong



place.” Looking at the older brother Merlin said, “What is your name?” �He stepped toward

Merlin, “my name is Gunnr.” �His younger brother jumped in front of him. “My name is Arn. I like

your bird.” �“Thank you,” Merlin said reaching out her hand to shake Arn’s. �“Thank you, Arn.” The

Raven squawked. �Asfrid took the empty bowl from Merlin. “Would you like some more?” �“No,

thank you that was quite enough.” Merlin stood up and looked around toward the path where

she had come. �Asfrid said, “will you not stay with us?” �Merlin scratched her head. “I think I will

stay for a while. Even though it is the wrong place I feel I need to be here.” �“Good you can watch

us practice,” Arn said, drawing his sword he challenged his brother. Gunnr drew his sword and

they both started dancing about clashing the swords together. �The Raven squawked. Astrid

said. “Boys, boys, go into the field before you hurt someone.” The two brothers ran off toward

the field. Asfrid turned to Merlin. “What is your bird’s name?” �Merlin looked at the Raven that

had flown down from his shoulder and landed on the log, “I call her Penny.” �The Raven

squawked, “I am not a girl.” �“You could be a donkey if you don’t be good.” �“What a funny bird.”

Asfrid said, “Is it a magical raven?” �“It used to be an evil King. This is his penance.” �The raven

looked up at Merlin. “I hate you.” �Merlin stroked the raven on its head. “But you are doing so

well.” �The raven snapped at Merlin’s hand with its beak. “I still hate you.” �“I use a bow with

arrows,” Asfrid said. “Would you like to watch me practice?” �Before Merlin could say yes Asfrid

took Merlin by the hand and led her into the forest. By a stand of trees, there were shapes

covered with deer and bear skins stuffed with straw. Beside a log were a bow and a quiver of

arrows. Asfrid picked up the quiver swung it over her shoulder and quick as a wink had an

arrow in position on her bow. The arrow sailed through the air and struck a deer shape in its

head. Just as Merlin saw the arrow hit there was the sound of a second arrow which hit the

bear shape also in the head. Arrow after arrow found their mark almost striking the center of

the first. �Merlin said in shock, “that is amazing Asfrid,” �“She has got skill,” Penny said landing on

Merlin’s shoulder. �“Father says you have to be fast if raiders come to steal from our village. That

is why my brothers and I practice each day. We have also trained some of the other boys and

girls our age to fight and protect our village.” �They returned to the village. “Asfrid would you

mind if I looked around?” Merlin asked. �“No, you look around while I find you a place to stay.” �

Merlin wandered around with Penny on her shoulder. She saw the women cooking stew,

baking a type of bread on stones, and weaving garments from the sheep’s wool. They all

looked at Merlin suspiciously. But Merlin greeted each one with a smile and a nod. Then Merlin

noticed an old woman reading from a book.Merlin approached her. “What is that book you are

reading?” �She stared at Merlin in silence for a few moments. “It is your future Merlin.” �Merlin was

shocked. “How do you know my name?” �“I know all there is to know. I know you are not who you

appear to be. Neither is your bird.” �“What is your name,” Merlin demanded. She stepped toward

Merlin.“I am the goddess Freyja.” �Before Merlin’s eyes, the old woman had changed into a

beautiful young woman. When Merlin blinked again, she transformed into the old woman once

more. �“I won’t give away your secret if you do not give away mine,” Merlin said. �“I will not betray

you.” The old woman said. �Merlin was stunned by what she saw. “What are you doing here?” �“I

am here same as you to protect the girl. She is very important, or you would not be here as

well.” �Merlin heard someone calling her. It was Asfrid who was running toward Merlin. “Merlin, I

have found you a place to stay. Mother says you can stay with us.” �Merlin had turned to see

Asfrid but when she turned back to where the old woman had been standing she was gone. �“I

won’t be putting you out, will I? I know you also have your two brothers.” �“No, Merlin Mother is

making you a bed right now in the stable.” �Stable? thought Merlin. “Oh no!” She said under her

breath. �Penny just laughed. “Serves you right Merlin.” �Asfrid escorted Merlin to the stable. In the

corner was a makeshift bed with a straw-filled mattress. There were two sheep and a donkey in



the stable. Merlin turned to Penny still sitting on her shoulder. “See that is what you could

become.”Penny flew up to perch on the rafters. After a fitful night’s sleep, Merlin woke to the

smell of something cooking. Breakfast was on Merlin’s mind. She stumbled out of the stable

and into the daylight holding her hand over her eyes. Penny once again landed on Merlin’s

shoulder.Penny squawked, “I am hungry too.”“I suppose we will both get whatever they have.”

Merlin could just make out a figure approaching between her half-opened fingers. Opening her

fingers, a little more she saw it was Arn coming toward her with two bowls of

something.“Merlin, I brought you some food.”“Arn Thank you.” Merlin said taking one of the

bowls.“This bowl is for Penny,” Arn said placing the bowl beside a wooden chair. “You can sit

here Merlin.”
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