FLYING WITH DOLPHINS – extract from Chapter 20

‘Five against one, Doc.’ Baz was the first to break the frozen silence.

‘So true,’ said Dr Mannion, sounding not in the least bit concerned. He suddenly flashed a remote control that he’d been holding in one hand by his side. The room was filled with the most tremendous screeching, rising to an unbearably loud single tone, like a car-alarm magnified a thousand times. They all dropped to the floor, clutching their ears in their hands. The pain was excruciating.

Then it stopped, as suddenly as it had started. One by one they sat up, looking dazedly at the doctor.

‘Such fun to have control over the mind, don’t you think?’ said Dr Mannion, his thin lips forming a harsh gash across his face. His head was oddly large, with a very high-domed forehead and unnaturally black hair. Piercing blue eyes looked out from under thin eyebrows that almost met in the middle. The pupils were very small, giving his eyes an intense quality. Kat blinked, mesmerized both by the doctor’s unusually large earlobes, and by the flash of a large, gold ring on the third finger of his right hand, emblazoned with some symbol. She grabbed at Tiny next to her. He squeezed her hand hard, and winked. 

‘Dr Zablonsky, come in here please, we have visitors!’ shouted the Doctor in the direction of the glass screen. There was no reply. He flicked his eyes over each of them. They were all sweating under the clammy closeness of the balaclavas.

‘It seems you people are perhaps a little more resourceful that I had given you credit for,’ said the Doctor. Looking round at the black-clad heads, he continued, ‘So which one of you charming trespassers is Mr Danson’s sister?’ There was silence, and none of them moved.

Suddenly pointing the remote control at Symon as if it were a weapon, Dr Mannion shouted, ‘Tell me now, or I turn on the electrodes.’

‘No!’ shrieked Kat, lunging forwards.

‘Aha,’ said the Doctor triumphantly. ‘So kind of you to come, Miss Danson. Perhaps you would be good enough to tell your – er - friends to remove their headgear?’

Kat looked round helplessly at the four of them, and they all nodded. Soon there was a pile of balaclavas on the floor in front of them. The Doctor was fiddling with some dials on the black-and-silver console that lined the wall behind him. All the while, Symon’s body slumped in the large, black chair, his face almost unrecognisable, his eyes flickering open and shut, his breathing shallow.

‘Well, isn’t this cosy?’ asked the Doctor in a voice that meant the complete opposite. ‘Time, I think, as I have such an appreciative audience, to show you dear people the full genius of my work and study. And as Mr Danson here has been a somewhat – er - reluctant student, I think we’ll up the stakes a little … or even … a lot!’ His voice rose in pitch at the last word, and there was a fanatical gleam in his eyes. Kat froze, her mind whirling. She realized now that there were electrodes attached to Symon’s forehead, that any move by them would instantly put her brother’s life in unbelievable danger.

Still holding the remote control in his left hand, aimed directly at Symon, the Doctor turned a knob and the room was filled with a pulsing noise, combined with discordant screeches. Suddenly Symon’s body twitched violently, his hands clutched at the air, his head jerked backwards into the chair. ‘Tell me, now Danson, tell me, tell me!’ shouted the Doctor. Symon groaned, his mouth contorted in agony. The sounds rose in decibels, until the whole room was filled with an utter cacophony of noise. Symon’s body became a continuous series of spasms.

Frankie and Tiny were rolling around on the floor, hands to heads. Prof had thrown his arms round his head, his body clenched in the foetal position. Baz was shaking, sitting with his knees clutched to his chest, rocking backwards and forwards. Kat felt enveloped in a sea of pain, in waves of unbearable noise. It was just like in her dreams, the moaning voices, all shouting at her.

Suddenly through all the confusion, she heard one single voice, a voice calling to her. She looked up, and for a moment Symon’s eyes met hers. Help me!  said the voice, help me! It was now or never. Rolling herself into a ball, she pushed herself up onto her knees and screamed. And then she flashed her eyes, staring with absolute concentration directly at the Doctor. His attention deflected by the ferocity of her gaze, he stood for a moment in lost focus, his left hand dropping to his side. The remote control fell to the floor with a clatter.

