Bletchley Mystery
Halifax Academy were on a school trip to Bletchley Park, and they were excited! They were enthralled by the idea of seeing the huge engines and code crackers that helped crack the Enigma machine’s codes, and couldn’t wait for the day of the trip. One person wasn’t happy though; he was called James. He didn’t like museums, and was sure that he wouldn’t like this either. Little did he know that after this school trip, he would never see museums in the same way again…
On the journey to Bletchley Park, James was thinking about the machines at their destination. What if all of the code crackers are amazing? No, it can’t happen: I hate museums! To James, museums were torturous, displaying huge mechanical machines, tiny devices and a range of other things that bored him, yet today, James felt a strange desire to find out about these cunning contraptions used in World War Two. He wasn’t sure why; normally he hated machinery. He decided to stop thinking about it, for he was sure that the peculiar urge to inspect WW2 machinery would die down after a while. He used this method to calm himself down all the way through the long, tiring journey to Bletchley Park.
Upon reaching Bletchley, James woke up with a start. He had been sleeping for the past few hours, whirling through a typhoon of thoughts, spiraling through a hurricane of bad memories. Woken by the bus, that was slowly vibrating with the dull murmur of the idling engine, he glanced up at the digital clock on the bus’ destination screen, and realised that it was two thirty! They had set off at twelve, and James had slept almost all the way there! Refreshed after a long sleep, he slowly lurched out of his chair to find out that he had been left on the bus without the group! Terrified of the situation, he swiftly fled out of the bus and through the car park. Running towards the mansion (which was the actual building of the facility), he decided to speed through the exhibition to look for his school group. His mind set, he carried out his plan.
Running through the hallways of Bletchley Park Mansion, he searched desperately for any trailing member of his school group. There were none in sight. Beginning to slow down, James huffed and puffed for breath. He was never going to catch up. Sadly, he searched around the room that he was currently in. He was standing in the middle of four humongous walls that were completely black, to highlight attention on one thing in particular: a small contraption in a worn, wooden box. Looking at it closely, he realised what it actually was: it was the Enigma machine, stolen from the Germans in World War Two! About ten signs dotted around the room exclaimed in bold letters, “DO NOT TOUCH – PRECIOUS ANTIQUE.” 

Ignoring the signs completely, James went straight to press all of the buttons. Deciding upon the letter ‘J’, he poked at the button. Within half a second, the doors surrounding him had disappeared! He was trapped! Frantically fiddling with all of the keys, he desperately hoped that something would happen. 
“J… nope. Y… nope. B… YES!”
A door had materalised behind the Enigma machine, and without a moment of hesitance, he jumped straight through it…

Hurtling through a vast, inky-black emptiness, James felt like he was going to vomit. Terrified of what was happening to him, his voice threw a silent scream into the echoing surroundings. He was immobile, and swirling patterns that looked like supernovas exploding pranced about in front of James’ almost blinded eyes. And then… it stopped. James, breathing hard and shakily, scanned his surroundings. He was on rough, brown dirt, that had already penetrated his flimsy school shorts, and corpses with smatterings of a red substance on them littered the field that he was in. All was quiet… and then the screams rang out. Gunshots pierced the already broken silence to the point where this place would never be quiet again, and a group of people that James hadn’t noticed had been sent into a flurry of panic. 
Boxed in by artillery fire, he desperately hoped that someone – or even something – would come to his rescue. A few minutes later, to his utter delight, he noticed a gargantuan tank rumbling and rolling across the rugged roads, obviously made by previous tanks.

“HELP! HELP!” James cried out. The tank was slowly making its way towards him, looking like it was on a direct course to rescue him. It was then that the tank controller used his precise aim to shoot… it was perfectly on target…  all of James’ happy memories flashed through his eyes… by some miracle, the oversized bullet whizzed past, over ten metres above his head. The shot was aimed at another tank, that was advancing behind James, and both killing machines were now in a fearsome battle to win ground. James, unnoticed by the huge tanks, ran as fast as he could, away from the carnage of the battlefield.
Racing from the scene, and completely out of breath, James scanned the horizon for any sign of a village, abandoned or not. He needed to get out of here. He saw evidence of buildings in the distance, and set off towards them, his mind bubbling with thoughts as he went. He realised what had happened: pressing the button ‘B’ on the Enigma machine had triggered the materalisation of the magic door, and he had been transported back in time to WW2!
Finally reaching his destination after a long two hours of walking, James searched the small settlement that he had come across. It appeared to be abandoned. Moving on to the final house, he scanned it, and noticed a machine strangely like the enigma machine. It was then that he realised that it was an enigma machine! Excited, he didn’t notice the old man in the corner of the room until it was too late. 

“DON’T TOUCH!” he screamed, piercing the eardrums of James.” Please help me..” 

“I don’t know what I can do for you…” James replied sadly. He could see that the man was slowly dying.

“I do, though.” the old man told him, in his slow, rasping voice. “You can listen to me…” 

“Find the Enigma, press the right time,

Then you’ll be transported out of this time of mine.”  

And with that, the old man accepted his fate and drifted into the sleep of eternity.
James, full of grief, followed the man’s instructions, slowly and sadly. For some reason, even though the message was encrypted, James knew exactly what the instructions meant. He walked over to the Enigma machine, pressed the letter ‘F’ for ‘forwards in time’, and a door materalised. Unhappily, he lowered his head and walked through. The hurtling feeling wasn’t as bad this time, but his sadness for the old man overpowered every other bad feeling. He had never experienced a death before, and now he knew how bad it was. The feeling was so horrendous, he didn’t notice that he had stopped until a few seconds later. He summoned the power to forget about his awful experience, and gradually, he became more like himself. After about ten minutes of doing this, he felt relaxed, and ready to leave. It was just then that his teacher stormed into the room.
“Where have you BEEN!” Smiling slightly, James knew that his teacher would never believe him.

The End
