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To my sister – may you never run away.
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Chapter 1 – Sword Palace

[image: ]




Logan’s fingertips traced the smooth stone wall as he cautiously stepped toward the end of the pitch black corridor. He’d been here before and knew where to go, but it paid to be careful. 

He emerged into the light between two heavy black cloths hanging from the ceiling. The chamber was exactly as he remembered it from the last time. A raised, white stone platform, lit from a hole in the ceiling above, like a glowing disk in the surrounding darkness. 

I was here a few days ago, but it feels like it’s been years. Logan took a deep breath, still fighting the urge to turn around and leave. The only thing keeping him here was the note that Rylee had found. 

The soft echo of his shoes on the stairs, the only sound, as he made his way up the stairs and onto the platform.

Silently, The Kino Three appeared out of the shadows and sat down on chairs at the edge of the platform across from Logan: two men, one short and one tall, flanking a woman, all three dressed in black. 

The short man hissed. “What do you want?”

“I want to return the Crystal Sword.” Logan’s voice was weak and unconvincing in the cavernous stone chamber. In truth, he didn’t want to return it at all. He removed the sword from the scabbard strapped to his back and it glowed softly in the light. 

“You can’t,” replied the woman. “Only we decide who gives and takes that sword.” 

Logan’s discomfort, made worse by her blunt words, grew as he sensed eyes focused on him from the surrounding darkness. 

“Take it then.” Logan found the courage from somewhere, holding the sword out to them. 

The Kino Three stared at Logan, then glanced at each other. 

“We will take the Crystal Sword back if you can defeat me,” said the tall man. 

Logan hesitated. This was all wrong. Fighting to win the sword, like he’d done a few days ago made sense, but fighting to give it back? 

“Fine,” replied Logan, no longer sure what else to do or think. 

The tall man rose and strode to the middle of the platform as Logan placed the Crystal Sword on the ground. Dust drifting above the ground tickled his nose, along with the sweaty, musky scent absorbed by the stone after the many fights that had taken place on it. 

Logan stepped over to face the man, and they each removed two gray swords from behind their backs and bowed slightly. Staring at each other, Logan’s gray and gold-flecked eyes contrasted with his opponent’s black irises. 

The tall man leapt forward and thrust his sword at Logan, who ducked back. 

Am I crazy trying to give back the Crystal Sword, the one I have trained so long for and finally won? 

Logan struck down from the right, the tall man blocked him and hit from the left. The clang of their swords echoed around the space as Logan blocked him. 

Why have they refused to take back the strongest and most beautiful sword in the world?

He took another swipe at his opponent, who ducked out of the way. The tip of Logan’s sword nipped the side of his coat. The tall man didn’t notice and attacked again. The swords smashed and bounced off each other. 

In a strange way, Logan found his sword movements easier to flow through than he expected. It was as if he’d been training for longer than he remembered, almost like he’d spent time in a forest, practicing against trees. 

The thought brought Logan to a halt, and the tall man swept in from the right. Logan managed to recover and block him before stepping away.  

A faded and distorted memory reminded Logan that he had faced the tall man before. But it couldn’t be true. The last time he’d fought here at the Sword Palace, it had been against the other, shorter man. 

Logan brought one sword in from the left and the other straight out from his chest, forcing his opponent to defend from two directions. He swept Logan’s swords away, then plunged both of his at Logan in an X shape. Logan blocked the move with one sword. 

The tall man forced their swords to the ground and stomped on Logan’s, ripping it from his hand. 

Logan struck in at the same time with his other sword, almost touching the golden medallion on the man’s chest, but he turned at the last second, Logan’s sword ripping away more of his black coat. 

Sinking dread hit Logan. In his rush to return the Crystal Sword and rejoin his survival camp, he’d never strapped a gold medallion onto his chest and neither had the man! The medallion you were supposed to touch with your sword to win and end the fight. How is this fight supposed to end? 

The tall man slashed wildly at Logan with fierce downward strokes, forcing him to block with his remaining sword. Both swords slashed down together and the force of the blow tore Logan’s sword from his grasp. It skittered across the platform, off the side and into the darkness.

Logan stared in shock as the man leaned forward and thumped the side of Logan’s head with the handle of his sword. The world spun as the ceiling, dark chairs and hanging cloths swung past Logan’s vision. The stone floor rushing up to meet him as he blacked out.
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Chapter 2 - Mountains
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Logan woke with a gasp, he lay in a dark tent and he wasn’t alone. Six sleeping forms were spread across the floor, their bodies just visible against the dark gray tent walls. One of the forms mumbled something against the silence. 

Logan drew his hand out of his sleeping bag. His watch lit up: 4:00 am. The digits glowed, hurting his head. 

I don’t remember going to bed. Logan couldn’t think of where he was. His mind searched, but came up blank. 

A form moved, the sleeping bag around it rustling. Curly brown hair appeared, sticking out the top. It was Glen, his tent leader, for the long weekend survival camp. Memories surged back now in a painful rush. The camp activities over the weekend, Rylee finding a note under a rock on the last day. His trip back to return the Crystal Sword to The Kino Three. His defeat at the hands of the tall man. 

Logan lifted a hand to the side of his head. A sore lump stuck out that tingled with the brush of his fingers. 

How did I get back here? He only remembered fragments after getting knocked out: strange words, yelling, anger, but not his own before waking up in this tent. 

Logan rested his hands on his stomach and tried to relax his thoughts but the headache and his rushing mind made it impossible. I need to practice my sword fighting, it’s the only way I can stop my thoughts from racing. He wriggled out of the sleeping bag, trying not to wake the others. He slipped his boots on and stepped out of the tent. 

It was pitch black, the stars and moon hidden behind thick clouds. A whisper of a breeze flowed through the campsite. Logan trudged to what he guessed would be a safe distance from the tents and was fortunate in that he didn’t collide or stumble over anything. 

He removed his normal sword from over his left shoulder, from one of the scabbards strapped to his back, hidden under his loose shirt. The scabbards that were too small to house a sword this size, but somehow, they did. He reached over his right shoulder and pulled out his Shield Sword. The sword that could open into a shield with a push of a button on the handle. The sword he’d made with... 

Logan pushed the memory away. He raised his swords, sweeping through his usual sword practice routine and pretended an imaginary opponent stood in the dark in front of him. 

Something was wrong, the air was cooler, different somehow. He pushed the thought away like he had done many times before, how he had been taught to do, to focus on the swords, where they are, where they soon will be. 

A face with piercing eyes under a metal helmet appeared in Logan’s mind. It was Alfstan sitting on a horse, the name made Logan jump. His mind scrambled to work out where he had seen the man and failed. Logan twisted around, like someone had shouted the name at him from the darkness, but he’d heard nothing. 

He took a big breath. It hadn’t been the only strange thought to hit him during the long weekend camp. The worst one was him actually leading everyone here at the survival camp. All thirteen of them plus the two adult leaders, Logan raised his swords again, fighting to keep the terrifying thoughts at bay.  

Logan drew the strange air into his lungs and struck out with his swords, their blades singing through blackness. Time passed as he practiced, focused only on his swords, blocking everything else out. 

The early morning light transformed the sky into a dark graphite. He stopped and peered up. Sharp, high mountains blocked the early morning light and was that snow? Gazing down to the ground, the grass lay flat and gray around his boots. It appeared dead between bare, exposed rock in places. 

Logan stood in numb silence as the light brightened, revealing the campsite sitting in a valley with steep soaring mountains surrounding three sides, all covered in snow. A chilly breath of wind descended the valley, causing him to shiver. A stream with rocks and ice scattering its banks wound past the tents before heading down the valley and turning out of sight. More mountains rose into the sky from down the valley as well, encircling them in overbearing mountains. A few trees were bare of all their leaves, sharp sticks clawing at the sky. The rest covered in small black needles or were they a very dark green? Dead grass lay in patches like it had given up on green and now preferred a dark brown. The valley was a beautiful and harsh mix of lifelessness. 

Logan stood in shock, still trying to take in his stunning yet horrifying surroundings when Haden stepped out of a tent. His long brown hair was hidden under a beanie, and his amber eyes were cast to the ground. He sluggishly stepped to one of the fire pits and started rekindling the fire, not paying any attention to the surrounding scenery. 

Logan placed the swords back in their scabbards, his fingers numb from the cold. He walked over to the fire pit, the grass green in a large circle around the tents and fire pit. 

“Hey,” Logan said as he sat on a rock with an indented side next to the fire. Haden grunted a response as he fed wood into the fire while Logan watched, the fire not yet hot enough to warm him. He jammed his hands into his pockets, fingers touching waxy paper, which he pulled out. It was the note that Rylee had found, the one that had helped convince him to return the Crystal Sword. It appeared to be in his own handwriting. 

This is going to be hard to accept but this is you writing from the past, it stated. Life is not easy back here and we have already been attacked and faced a perilous journey... Please go to China immediately and give the Crystal Sword back unless you want to put everyone’s life in danger... Sincerely Logan – April 1352.

He had failed. Logan gingerly reached behind his head, his hand brushing his third and final sword, the one he’d just won. The cold, hard metal of the Crystal Sword’s handle jumped into his hand from its scabbard strapped to his back. 

Logan could just feel the strange markings on the handle as he swept his hand across it. He shoved it back in the scabbard and it sunk out of sight, leaving no trace of the handle, another thing Logan couldn’t explain.

The guilt settled on him like an old friend, one he’d forgotten about until just now. Even with the notes and strange thoughts, he hadn’t really wanted to give back the sword. Being back at the Sword Palace had made his worries seem so ridiculous. If he was honest, he’d only fought half-heartedly against the tall man and now they were here. 

If the note was right, they were back in 14th century England, though he didn’t remember it having such tall mountains. Logan had no idea what to do, so he sat, uncertainly staring at the flames as light filled the valley, turning it a pale white and gray.

* † *
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Logan blinked as someone shook his shoulders and said his name. He cleared his thoughts away. “What?” 

“Where are we, Logan?” repeated Corry, who crouched next to him by the fire. His brown eyes were laced with fear below short black hair that stuck out like he’d had a fright. 

Logan shrugged, he just wanted to find a place to hide and maybe everything would go away. 

Corry gestured at their surroundings. “Is this what the note warned you about?” 

“I think so,” Logan whispered.

“So, what happened?” 

“I failed. I tired the give the sword back but they challenged me to a fight and beat me.” Logan turned and stared at Corry. 

Corry’s eyes widened at the bump on Logan’s head, which had turned purple as it started to bruise. “How did you even make it back last night?” 

“I don’t know. The last thing I really remember is getting smacked in the head and falling to the ground. Then I woke up in the tent.” 

“We saw you in your sleeping bag after dinner and decided to let you sleep,” mumbled Corry. “I suppose we should have woken you up.”

“I not sure if it would have worked.” 

“You always were a heavy sleeper.” Corry smiled. 

It made Logan smile back briefly before he stared at the ground again. Corry had been Logan’s best friend for as long as he could remember. Their birthdays were on the same day but six months apart. The thought reminded Logan about the bag of sweets Corry had given him as a present for his thirteenth birthday, just before the trip here, only for one of their leaders, Mrs. Hill, to confiscate it. Along with anything else that had a trace of sugar in it at the start of the long weekend camp.  

Glen, the leader of tent A, Logan’s tent, approached the fire pit, his light brown eyes knotted in confusion. “What is going on?” 

“It feels like we are in an old TV show,” said Roy, the leader of the other tent, tent B. “Everything is gray and it’s very quiet.” 

Both of them were ignoring Logan, and he used this as a chance to escape. Logan shuffled past Haden, still feeding the fire. He seemed to be ignoring anything that wasn’t to do with the flames in front of him. Something he was good at, if a bit overprotective of anyone getting near his fire. 

Logan kept walking past the two rows of round white tents and a big blue tent that made up their campsite. Slogging up the side of the valley to where a stunted tree grew, he slumped down at its base, the dead tree needles pricking his legs. 

He needed to work out where they were and if the note was correct. Logan shut his eyes and used his Blindsight to search out. He could see himself sitting there and then moved across to the campsite, where a few more from the survival camp stood around the fire. He followed the icy river down until he found a...  

“Found him,” Zac shouted as he grabbed Logan and pulled him up. Logan glared at him but too little effect. Their brown hair was a similar color except Logan’s had a dusting of blond on the top from time spent outside in the sun sword training. That and Zac’s hair stuck out at all angles.

Memories surged in before Logan could stop them: Zac breaking his arm on a boat, and falling in a pit never to be seen again. But...That never happened. Zac’s the one who liked dirt biking and fixing and building. How do I know these things? 

Zac cut into Logan’s thoughts. “Why are you hiding out here?” 

Logan shrugged as they stared at each other. 

Zac’s golden brown eyes flashed, a thought behind them. He glanced away. “Well, there’s a meeting by the fire pit and everyone needs to be there.” He started dragging Logan by the arm back toward the tents, arguing heard long before they reached the fire pit. 

He heard Marcus’s voice over all the others. “I still think you’re wrong!” His red hair matched the flames from the fire. 

“That’s because you’re too stupid to understand my ideas,” Duncan shouted, flicking his long black messy hair away from his face. 

Even though they argue, those two are friends. How do I know that? Logan could barely remember most of their names yesterday, but now his thoughts, no, his memories, made it seem like he’d known them all for years. But how could that be? 

“Stop arguing,” growled Corry. “It’s not helping.”

“Good, we are all here,” said Glen.

Logan sat on a log beside Rutendo wrapped in his purple jacket, a tiny headphone in one ear, listening to music. The other headphone in Roy’s ear beside him. 

“As you can see,” continued Glen, his face pale. “Something has happened and we have somehow shifted to a new place overnight.” He held up a hand to stop Duncan from talking, while Corry glanced at Logan, then away to the mountains. 

“I suggest we explore down the valley,” said Corry, stopping Glen from saying more. 

“What does Logan think?” said Rylee, standing. “He’s our leader.” 

Logan’s world slowed as all thirteen sets of eyes turned to him. He stared back at Rylee, his mouth opening but no words came out.

“What are you talking about?” replied Marcus. “He’s barely anything.” 

Confusion crossed Rylee’s green-speckled eyes, the green flecks mirroring the gold in Logan’s eyes. He sat back down, deep in thought.

“Be nice.” Corry turned his gaze on Marcus. 

“I remember him being the leader of our village,” said Rylee, scratching at his dark blond hair as he stared at the group. 

Joe jumped up. “I remember a long boat trip.” 

Everyone started talking at once, sharing the strange memories they’d been having. 

Chris smiled as the noise dried up. “It sounds like everyone has gone as wild as me.”

Logan knew Chris as the one who always tried to be funny. His eyes lowered to Chris’s ankle. There was no burn scar. Why would there be a scar? 

Logan couldn’t trust his own thoughts anymore. The note sprang to mind, about being back in time before. Were all these memories real, but how? 

“But why can I remember a village?” asked Joe, his brown eyes worried as he pushed his hand through his black hair. 

Duncan snorted. “You’ve all been dreaming it.” 

Everyone just sat there silently. 

“I think I died,” said Noah in a small voice. “I remember a small barrel and an arrow on fire.” His eyes started to water as he shook his head. 

Logan sat there, face draining to a pale tinge; he remembered it as well. A muddy pit, barrels of gunpowder, arrows on fire, explosions and whiteness. 

Alarm filled Corry’s eyes as he stared at Logan.

“Even though it is weird we’re all having similar dreams,” said Glen. “I agree with Corry and think we should explore down the valley and see if we can find someone who can help us.” 

“What are our adult leaders doing?” asked Rutendo, even though it didn’t seem like he had been listening with his music blaring. 

“They were arguing about what to do in the kitchen tent before,” replied Glen. “Mrs. Hill is still there hoping the satellite phone will work and I think Mr. Speirs is in his car.” 

Marcus sat heavily on a fallen log by the fire. “We’ll be fine without them.” 

“It’s not like they did much last time.” Chris frowned at what he’d just said, like he wasn’t sure if it was a memory or his imagination. 

“Leave them alone,” said Struan in a frosty voice. “It’s not their fault they’re old and less accepting of what’s around us.” 

Zac nodded in agreement and then frowned. 

“I’m terrified at what’s around us,” said Joe, trying unsuccessfully to take deep breaths. 

They all started talking at once again, a few being reassured by those near them.  

The silence settled in again before Chris spoke. “We should focus on what’s important: what’s Mrs. Hill making for breakfast?” His hazel eyes beamed as he grinned. 

“I’ll go and find out,” Struan replied, striding away. 

“Fine, we will have breakfast, then go,” said Glen. 

Roy frowned at Glen. “Do you seriously think the leaders will let us go exploring?”

“We need to find help. We will not survive for long in this place.”  

Dull sunlight filtered through the clouds, which only increased the gray and sad atmosphere. 

* † *
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The trees and mountains closed in around them as they headed down the valley, away from the tents. Beside them, the stream bubbled and their shoes rustled faintly through the damp decaying leaf litter, an earthy scent mingling with the crisp air. Frozen puddles stood out like white stones from the brown leaves and Chris couldn’t help jumping on them, making a loud crack each time. 

Logan’s mind calmed a bit as they walked through the tall trees. His mind was still a mess but something about being in the forest relaxed him. It would be the perfect place to practice his sword fighting; the distractions were few and the trees could be pretend opponents. He’d just have to find some time to get away from the group that surrounded him. He glanced at Corry, up ahead talking to Glen, as they led the group through the forest.   

Mrs. Hill had waved them away when Corry asked if they could go exploring. Her shoulder length gray hair in a mess, and her hand clutched a bulky satellite phone. Mr. Speirs, their other leader and his first time helping at this survival camp, grunted at them. He’d been leaning against his black four-wheel drive and kept staring up at the tall mountains. Corry had decided that their dismissive responses were all the permission they needed to go exploring.

“So how do we get back?” Corry asked in a small voice as he dropped back to walk next to Logan.

Logan stared at the ground again. “I guess we travel back to New Zealand like the note said, like we did last...”

The ground became rocky as the mountains closed in and the rushing stream water intensified. It forced them onto the side of the river, clambering over the slippery ice-covered rocks. 

“Be careful,” said Struan. “We don’t want anyone to break their leg.” 

A silly grin spread across Chris’s face. “That’s just part of the fun of walking,”

“Where are we even going?” asked Rylee. “Is there anything down this river?” 

“Logan could use his Blindsight,” said Zac. 

Corry turned to Zac in shock. “How do you know about that!?” 

Logan jolted in shock as well. What felt like memories appeared out of nowhere, telling Zac about his Blindsight as they rushed through a green forest on a dirt bike. 

Zac just shrugged in response to Corry. 

“What is Blindsight?” asked Noah, frowning at Zac and Logan. 

“Nothing,” replied Corry. “Let’s just keep walking.” 

Everything kept moving too fast for Logan, all these thoughts, where they were, the note. He wanted to flee into the forest and get away from everyone and everything. But he didn’t want to let them all down since they looked up to him. That can’t be right. Why on earth would they do that? He brought his hands to head like he could squeeze the thoughts out, it only made his head sting. 

A splash broke Logan’s thoughts.

“What was that?” yelled Glen. 

“It’s Chris,” Joe screamed back. “He fell in the water.” 

Logan could see Chris spluttering as he surfaced near the middle of the stream. The water moved faster now as it forced its way into a gorge between two mountains. Chris was rapidly being swept away from the group.

“Quick,” yelled Corry. “We need to grab him.” He started running after him, almost slipping into the water himself. They had no chance of catching up with Chris as his screams grew fainter. “Logan!” Corry slipped on a rock, sliding back the way he’d come. “Help him!” 

“But you know that—”

“Do it,” screamed Corry, turning toward him. 

Logan vanished and reappeared above the water near Chris. Swoosh, his sword opened into a shield and he landed on it before it hit the water. He grabbed at the shivering Chris, his soaked clothing making him heavy as he tried to pull him out of the water without him getting cut on the side of the shield. 

The current pushed them toward the rocky bank, but they started to sink. The shield was not designed to be a boat. Logan gave up trying to get Chris on the shield and dropped into the water. Chris’s hazel eyes were washed in a blind panic as he clawed at Logan. 

Logan gasped as he sunk into the water, the cold like being punched in the chest. It took him a moment to recover from the shock as he sank under the water. His feet hit a rock, and he pushed back up, breaking the surface. 

Squeezing an arm around Chris, his other hand held the Shield Sword, he kicked out for the side of the river on his back. His legs turned numb with the effort, his arms not much better. 

A rock smacked him in the head as he made it to the riverbank. Just able to stand on shaky legs, he dragged Chris out of the water before the blackness started closing in. I hate this part. Logan slumped onto the rocks and everything went quiet.
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Chapter 3 – Village Rescue
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Logan awoke in his sleeping bag with faint memories of being dragged through a damp forest, feet slipping on glistening rocks beside a roaring river, along with other memories of a sailing ship, a muddy pit and The Kino Three. He lurched upright, shocked by the last thought as he tried to push the whiteness away. He was back in a circular white tent. Tent A, where I’m staying for a long weekend survival camping trip. The place faded as the sun’s light dropped away, turning the inside of the tent a shade of gray. 

Logan extracted himself from his sleeping bag and slipped on his boots. He pushed the tent flap out of the way. The mountains still stood there, looming over the tents. A column of smoke rose from one of the fire pits. He planned to slip away, get some space and time to think. But something stopped him, like he owed the group an explanation. 

He couldn’t figure it out. One minute he wanted to flee, the next, tell everyone what to do. The changes like standing on a boat in a huge swell, his stomach in knots about it. Frustration at all these strange, ever-changing thoughts swirled into a mind bending mix along with his already aching head. Taking a deep breath, he stomped off toward the fire where most of the group sat around talking, but the conversation died the moment they saw Logan. 

“Are you alright?” asked Joe as Logan carefully sat. 

“Yea, my head hurts a little though.” More memories surfaced of this conversation happening before, at some other place, at some other time. 

“How did you do that?” asked Rylee. “One moment you were beside us on the riverbank and the next you were in the water downstream.” 

Logan tried to reply, but doubt swept in, the words sticking in his throat. 

After an awkward pause where no one said anything, Corry replied. “He will answer your questions when he feels better.” 

“We were thinking we should head down the river again,” said Glen, staring at Logan with something close to awe in his eyes. 

It unnerved Logan when they talked directly to him, he was used to others talking over or around him. 

Glen continued when Logan didn’t say anything, “It might be better if only the older ones went.” 

“That’s not fair,” said Joe. “Just because Chris can’t walk properly.”

Struan shook his head, turning to Logan. “He almost died. You were both so blue when we found you on the riverbank. I’m still worried about Chris.” 

Logan shivered slightly, whether from the cold or this place, he couldn’t tell. Whatever it was, the cold seemed to seep into his bones. 

“I think fewer going would be better,” said Roy to Logan. “It means you’ll have less of us to save if things go wrong.” 

Oh no, the memories are real! I have become their leader. I don’t want this. Logan placed his head in his hands as his headache and bruise made his head thump.

Mrs. Hill appeared. Sharp brown eyes under a wide-brimmed hat hovered across the group and lingered on Logan for too long before moving on. Struan stood next to her, carrying a tray of food and pots to cook everything with on the open fire. 

She opened a fold up chair and sat, flicking on the radio to a static hiss. Her eyes had a faraway look as she tried to tune the radio. Unsure of how to handle finding herself unexpectedly in another place, she just kept attempting to run things like they were still at their survival camp back in New Zealand. 

Logan remembered her smile, attempting to teach them how to live off the land. Another memory of him getting in trouble appeared as he remembered the dread but not why he’d been in trouble. As the senior leader here, she could be scary to confront, but now she had the appearance of an empty shell. 

Struan broke the silence. “Here is the food to cook.” 

“It’s just a pot of potatoes,” replied Haden. “What else is there?”

“This is it. We need to ration out the food if it is to last.” 

Everyone grumbled, complaining that lunch hadn’t been enough either. 

Logan’s stomach rumbled, reminding him that he hadn’t eaten since breakfast. 

Haden placed the pots on the fire after they’d added a metal grill. The potatoes boiled as they talked in subdued tones around the fire. A few had far away blank expressions in their eyes, like Mrs. Hill. Logan could almost see their minds racing. At least I’m not the only one.

“I want to know about this shield,” said Marcus, nodding toward Logan’s Shield Sword propped up against a rock. 

Logan had totally forgotten about it, and his hand instinctively went to check where it should be strapped to his back. His fingers grasped air and his cheeks turned red. 

“Where did you get it from?” 

Logan walked over to the Shield Sword and picked it up. It retracted back into a sword with a swoosh. 

“I remember you saying you made it,” said Zac, and Logan nodded. 

“I don’t remember...” A frown crossed Marcus’s face. 

Joe sighed. “I’m getting sick of all these weird memories.” 

“I think this is just a dream,” said Struan. “And when I wake up in the morning, we will be back at our usual camp site.” 

A few of the others in the group nodded, but no one appeared very convinced. Most were giving Logan sideways glances like they expected him to do or say something. 

Logan wasn’t sure what to do, so he sat back down and warmed himself by the fire. 

The food was almost ready when Mr. Speirs sat by the fire on his small stool. His wavy gray hair was hidden by a beanie and his brown eyes stared at the fire. Logan remembered him being funny, but now he appeared gloomy. He scarcely uttered a word and disappeared once he’d finished dinner.

* † *

[image: ]


The morning dawned much the same as the last one, with white and gray clouds, reflected by the dull landscape. They’d eaten a quick breakfast before getting ready to head out. This time only four of them would be going: Glen, Roy, Logan and Marcus. The last one Logan was not so happy about, but it kept Marcus away from Duncan so they wouldn’t argue. Corry refused to leave Chris until he’d recovered, even Logan’s whispered pleas were refused.  

“Hey.” Rylee came running up to Logan as they were just leaving, his plastic yellow coat crunching with each step. “Can I please join you?” 

“No,” replied Glen, sounding annoyed before he turned to talk with Roy and Marcus. 

“Please,” Rylee pleaded to Logan, grabbing his hand. “I don’t want to be left here.”

“We will be back soon.” 

“But what if soldiers find us here and attacks us?” 

The thought of soldiers caused Logan’s chest to tighten. Then an image of a strange chicken cat with red eyes appeared in his mind and he smiled slightly. “Soldiers can only come up the valley we are walking down, so they’ll have to get past us first.” His attempt to sound encouraging fell flat as Rylee’s eyes continued to plead with him. “Don’t worry. I have checked and there is no one around here.”

Rylee relaxed as Logan took back his hand and ruffled Rylee’s hair. “Go and help Zac and Mr. Speirs, they’re fixing the dirt bikes.”

Corry appeared briefly to see them off. “Here, I got these for you.” He handed over half a bag of sweets. Logan still hoped he would be joining them.  

“I’m surprised you didn’t let Rylee tag along,” said Marcus as Logan pocketed the sweets, ignoring Marcus. 

Corry stared at Marcus and shook his head. 

“Hey,” Marcus ignored Corry and tilted his head at Logan. “I’m sorry I called you barely anything yesterday, it’s just that you are so quiet most of the time.” 

Logan stared at him, unsure of what to say. 

“Just leave him alone,” said Corry. 

“It’s true though, how can he be our leader if he doesn’t talk?” Marcus’s voice rose, despite his usual volume already being able to reach across the valley. 

“Maybe he would if you would stop being a wawau!” Corry yelled in Marcus’s face. 

Marcus growled back. “How is telling the truth being wawau?” 

“Stop it you two,” said Glen. “We have barely begun the day and you are already arguing.”

“Whatever,” said Marcus as he turned and walked toward the trees. 

Corry gave Logan a pat on the shoulder. 

“Thanks,” mumbled Logan.

“No worries,” said Corry. “I will get you back to normal soon enough.” He turned and walked back to the tents. 

Logan gave a brief smile, but he hadn’t felt normal for two years, ever since his grandpa had died. He had been the one who taught him sword fighting, but its unexpected end had left Logan lost and alone, so he did the only thing he knew, the only safe thing. He retreated into himself and started practicing sword fighting more and more, so he didn’t have to think so much. 

Logan followed the other three down the valley. They found a narrow point across the stream not far from the tents, hoping to explore the other bank of the stream and see if it was any safer. The other side had less ice but the going was still treacherous in places and they walked mostly in silence. Their voices seemed eerie and strange in such a silent place. 

They stopped for lunch where the stream joined a river that cut down a wider valley. The roaring river came spilling out of a glacier which snaked its way down the wide valley, blocking any chance of anyone easily traveling from that direction. 

“Is there anything this way?” Glen pointed downriver as they set off after lunch.

Logan nodded. “There’s a village.”  

“How do you know that?” asked Marcus. 

“Blindsight.” Glen came to a sudden halt. 

Marcus threw his hands in the air. “Not you as well.” 

“How did you find out about that?” Logan asked. 

Glen stood still, staring at the ground, confused. “You told me, told us, before we started building Watchtower...” 

“What is Blindsight?” Marcus sighed.

“It lets me see things that are far away,” replied Logan. “Like scrolling around on a digital map but the further I go from where I stand, the more tired I get.” 

Marcus didn’t look convinced but confusion crossed his face as well. 

“What is the village like?” asked Glen. 

“You will see it soon,” replied Logan with a weak smile as Marcus gave him a concerned look. 

The village was nestled in the middle of a valley that opened below them. About twenty tall, brown stone towers stood out from smaller buildings, all with thatched roofs. Animals roamed in the surrounding fields eating any of the vegetation still left. Between the animals stood a few tall, round bundles of hay, appearing like dark dots across the valley. Both ends of the valley sloped up, making it appear like a bowl, the river cutting through it, leaving a deep scar. 

Roy’s cobalt blue eyes gazed over the village. “There are no power lines.” 

“There’s no cars either,” said Logan.

“Is it a historic village?” asked Marcus. “You know, for tourists?” 

Glen frowned. “I do not see any roads.” 

“Do you think we should go and say hi?” asked Roy. 

Glen shrugged. “We need to ask for their help. If we stay in those tents much longer, we will all die from the cold.”

Logan closed his eyes, searching through the village again. He couldn’t find any soldiers, most appeared to be farmers. He opened his eyes to stare down at the village. They were on a ridge that the river cut through, which they had climbed for the last half hour to reach the lookout point over the village. “We will need to head back soon if we don’t want to be caught out here in the dark.”

“We could stay at the village tonight,” said Glen. “They might help us.”

“Or they might not,” said Logan. Would it be worth the risk? Logan’s memory of villagers attacking them sprang to mind. 

They stood there wondering what to do. A snap of a branch made them turn as two boys appeared out of the trees holding firewood. They stared at each other, the boys looking as surprised as them.

“Vin khar?” the older boy barked and the younger one stood back, appearing uncertain. They both had brown hair and eyes, and looked like brothers. 

Glen stepped forward, “My name is Glen,” he pointed to himself. “And this is Marcus.” 

The boys stared at Marcus and started talking straight away. It sounded like they were grumpy but their faces didn’t match their words, only appearing interested in Marcus. The older one dropped the wood he was carrying and stepped forward, reaching up to touch Marcus’s hair. 

“What’s he doing?” Marcus frowned, stepping back. 

Roy smiled. “I think he wants to touch your red hair.” 

“No way.” Marcus shook his head as the boy yammered something to his brother and they laughed. 

“Just let him,” said Glen. “They might be our way into the village.” 

“Fine,” Marcus grumbled as the boy started running his hand through Marcus’s hair. His brother came and joined him and started to do the same. They also took an interest in Marcus’s green eyes, pointing and talking away. 

Glen got their attention again, pointing as he spoke. “My name is Glen. This is Marcus, Roy and Logan.” 

The boys laughed as they tried repeating the names. “Saba.” The older boy pointed to himself. “Nika.” He pointed to his younger brother. 

Glen smiled and repeated their names. “Can you take us to your village?” He pointed at it. 

The boys glanced at each other, picked up their dropped firewood and walked past the group toward the village. When they were a few steps away, Saba turned and started gesturing for them to follow. 

As they made their way down the valley, it became clear that this wasn’t a normal country village. The stone towers all competing with each other to be the tallest, they had no windows except at the very top below thatched roofs made of dried straw. Smaller buildings huddled around the towers’ bases with a mix of stone and wood walls. All the buildings were haphazardly placed with no main streets, just dirt paths twisting between them. 

“This historical village is remarkably detailed,” said Glen as they walked together. “I cannot even see the gift shop or any signs.” 

“It might be just a normal village,” replied Logan. 

Glen frowned. “What do you mean?” 

“We might be in the past.” 

“You are starting to sound like Duncan.”

“Look around. Do you see any technology, cars, planes, phones?” 

Roy stopped and dug around in his backpack. He pulled out his and Rutendo’s phones and switched them on. It had taken a bit of convincing to get Rutendo to part with it and in the end they’d finally agreed that Roy would only use it to check for coverage.

“There’s no coverage here,” said Roy. “Which I suppose isn’t surprising as I can’t see any phone towers.” 

Logan’s hands twitched as some men appeared, covered in fur jackets and hats with messy beards. What drew Logan’s attention were the swords hanging from black belts at their sides. He had to force himself not to remove his own swords, just in case. 

They strode up the dirt path they were traveling on and stopped, blocking the way. The lead man barked out something and the boys replied. This back and forth continued for a while until the man grunted. He strode up to the group and smiled, placing his hand on his chest. 

“Giorgi,” he said loudly. 

Glen replied, saying their names and pointing, like before. 

Giorgi started beckoning into the village, past the first buildings on the edge of the town.

Logan wavered. He didn’t really trust them, but what choice did they have? They would run out of food eventually and scavenging any amongst the snow and ice didn’t seem likely. 

As they followed the men into the village, the locals brazenly stared at them. Logan tried to not ball his fists at the thought they might attack. Giorgi ushered them into a building attached to one of the tallest stone towers. The room was surprisingly warm, the thick wooden walls keeping the cold out. They were directed to sit at a long table that ran the length of the room, beside a fire that burned in a stone pit. 

The welcome party started as soon as they sat down, with Giorgi sitting at the head of the table. Marcus sat beside him, followed by Roy, Glen and then Logan. The entire village had decided that Marcus was their leader and Logan wasn’t going to say otherwise. Everyone continued to be fascinated by Marcus’s hair and eyes, with some even studying Roy’s cobalt eyes and blond hair, and a few inspecting Logan’s gray eyes. The clothes they were wearing also fascinated them, chattering away while rubbing some of the cloth between their fingers. 

It didn’t take long for the table to begin groaning under so much food. Logan was surprised it hadn’t collapsed as they were still bringing out more food. What must have been everyone in the village, packed into the building, singing along to some strange, small guitars and a loud drum.

“I guess we will be staying the night,” said Glen, nodding toward the door which had just opened to let someone in with another plate of food. Twilight peeked through with a few spots of rain. 

Logan just nodded back. His fear of the villagers being replaced with the worry about what the others would do when they didn’t get back to the campsite. They had promised to be back by dark, but that would never happen now. He picked at the food, too tense to eat much. 

Giorgi stood up and started speaking while holding up a cup. Everyone else quieted down but continued eating as the speech kept going on and on. 

It’s going to be a long night. Logan sighed as another person stepped up to check them out.

* † *
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The snow crunched softly under their boots as they made their way back up the river. Light snow overnight had turned everything a ghostly white. The stunning white mountains speared up into the pale blue sky.

They had left the village early after not getting much sleep. The house they’d been allowed to sleep in was an improvement over their tents, but it also housed animals. Even though they were behind a wooden screen, they kept shuffling around and making noises. 

When they tried to leave, the villagers had become alarmed, causing Logan to tense up again. Finally, through a lot of hand gestures, the villagers calmed down when they promised they would be back in three days. Roy had even suggested they leave Marcus behind as a hostage, which made him angry. 

“I think I am starting to believe you about being in the past,” said Glen as they walked through the silent forest. Marcus just grunted in disgust. “I didn’t see any technology in the village.” 

“So what year do you think it is?” asked Roy. 

“No idea, but maybe sometime in the Middle Ages. They have horses, swords and stone buildings.”

“More importantly, where are we?” asked Marcus, frowning at Logan.

“I don’t know. There are a lot of tall mountains surrounding us. There are more towns south and north, where there are smaller hills and plains but none I recognize. There is also a lake or sea to the west...” 

“What language were they speaking?” Roy asked Glen after Logan had faded off. 

Glen shook his head. “I do not know, it might be some European language.” 

“There is a lot we don’t know,” grumbled Marcus. 

“I’m good at history, not identifying languages.” Glen shot back as Marcus stomped off.

The walk back up the river and the stream were harder, with snow covering the mud, rocks and holes in the ground. The stream where they’d crossed yesterday had frozen at its edges with white bands hugging the rocks. Though the water wasn’t that deep here, they still needed to cross it, the water so cold Logan’s feet stung as they went numb. 

On the other side of the river, there were many boot tracks. It appeared that the rest of the group had been out searching. They followed the tracks, arriving back at the campsite about midafternoon. 

“Where were you?” asked Corry, annoyed but relieved as they walked up to the group huddled around the fire. 

“We spent the night at a village. Sorry we never made it back,” replied Glen. 

“It’s good to see you back.” Rylee smiled as the others nodded. 

“There has been a problem,” said Corry. “Mr. Speirs is gone.” 

This happened before, Logan glanced at Zac, he stared into the fire, ignoring everyone.

* † *
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“Do you think we will need to build a house in the village?” asked Corry as Logan sliced into a tree he had cut down. 

“They might let us stay in the one we slept in.” Logan hacked the log into smaller chunks. 

“The one with the animals? I hope not.” Corry shook his head while tossing some of the wood pieces Logan had cut into the forest. They were clearing a path down the side of the stream for the vehicles. Logan and Corry had moved ahead to start the work, while the rest cleared anything they left behind.

When they had come up against their first obstacle on the trail, a fallen tree, Logan had taken out his Crystal Sword and cut through it. Realizing what he’d done without thinking, he’d turned to find the group staring at him. Most had crinkled faces, like it had opened a memory they hadn’t had before. His face had reddened as he’d turned away, Corry setting them back to work before any questions came flying Logan’s way.

“What do you think happened to Mr. Speirs?” asked Corry as Logan sliced into a big rock. 

The group had searched for him on the day Logan had arrived back from the village and Zac had continued the search yesterday, while everyone else packed up the campsite. He stamped along miserably as they headed downstream this morning, but they’d found no tracks in the fresh snow and Logan, using his Blindsight, couldn’t find him either. 

“No idea,” replied Logan. “It seems he did this last time, at least that’s what Zac said.” 

“These memories of what we did are weird and give me a headache,” said Corry. “I can’t work out what’s real or a dream. Did we ever fight a sea monster or fly into space?” 

Logan looked over to see Corry give him a silly grin. He picked up a loose ball of snow and threw it at Corry, who laughed and threw a snowball back. 

“What are you doing?” asked Zac as he braked to a stop on the dirt bike he was riding. 

Corry threw a snowball at him. “Just having a break.”

“Well, Glen is getting worried about how much it’s snowing.” 

The sky had been a dark gray, with a light fall of snow when they’d set off this morning. But now in the open it fell in a thick white sheet, the river could hardly be seen and Logan couldn’t see anything using his Blindsight through the thick snow. Logan had hardly noticed as under the trees only a light dust of snow filtered through. 

“If we stop now, we will be stuck out here in the cold,” said Corry as he threw another snowball at Zac.

“We are almost there,” added Logan. 

Zac just raised his eyebrows in response and revved the dirt bike, turning abruptly and spraying them with snow and mud. 

“Hey,” yelled Corry, wiping the muck off his jacket as Zac disappeared back up the path. 

It took them the rest of the day to make it to the bottom of the ridge that led over to the village. Everyone wanted to give up, but Logan, with Corry’s support, managed to keep them going. 

The villagers had cut a path up the side of the ridge just wide enough for their carts, and fortunately wide enough for the vehicles. The snow, so heavy, it obscured the top of the slope in white as the afternoon light faded. 

Roy brought Mr. Speirs black four-wheel drive with chrome wheels to a stop at the bottom of the slope. He rolled down the driver’s side window, sliding dark glasses down his nose, like some sort of special agent. “We’re never going to make it up that hill. It’s too steep.”

“Where did you get those sunglasses?” Corry lent against the side of the vehicle. A layer of snow covered the top, and the windscreen wipers struggled to remove snow from the windshield.

“Found them in here.” He tapped the door of the vehicle. 

“You look ridiculous.” Corry shook his head. “But I think it should make it.” He smacked the roof of the vehicle with a weak, hollow crunch through the snow piled on top.

The older ones in the group entered the argument. They were all covered in snow like a bunch of snowmen quarreling with each other. A few of the younger ones were packed into the vehicles or sitting on the trailers, shivering and starting to turn blue. 

Logan walked away as the argument became heated. 

“What is happening?” asked Struan from the front seat of Mrs. Hill’s pickup truck. She sat in the driver’s seat with a blank look on her face. 

“Not sure,” mumbled Logan. 

A rumble jolted Logan as shapes emerged out of the dark forest, making Logan catch his breath. The shapes turning into people on horses who slowed to a stop. 

Giorgi pulled back his hood, a few villagers behind him. They stared at the vehicle with a mix of concern, fear and interest. 

Logan let out a slow breath. They’d been so fast appearing out of the snow he’d had no time to react. 

“Hi.” Glen stepped forward from the group that had been arguing and pulled back the hood of his jacket. 

Without taking his eyes off the vehicle, Giorgi dismounted and walked up to Glen. He started talking rapidly while pointing at the vehicles and Glen had to hold up his hands to get him to calm down. They gestured and talked back and forth for a while as the snow started to pile up. Finally, Giorgi shrugged, then gestured for them to follow. 

Glen frowned as he walked back to the group. “If we are in the past, we should not have shown them the vehicles.”

“It’s too late now,” shrugged Roy, “and we still can’t follow them up the hill.” 

“We could get the horses to help us,” replied Rutendo. “Use some ropes?” 

It took a while to get the villagers to understand what they wanted as they mimicked dragging the vehicles up the hill. Once they understood, they jumped into action, tying the four-wheel drive to a few of their horses. 

Logan wondered if the car’s engine would scare the horses, but the riders had them under control as they inched their way up the slope, then returned for Mrs. Hill’s pickup truck. 

Finally, everyone made it to the top, and they carefully drove down the other side, the villagers staring in wonder. When they turned on the car’s headlights to see through the thick snow, the villagers started pointing and talking in rapid bursts with each other. 

They were all led to another party at Giorgi’s house with a huge amount of food again, Logan began to wonder where it all came from. Afterwards, they were shown to the same building as last time but animals weren’t inside this time, just their lingering smell. 

Roy smiled, walking around inside. “This is much better than a tent.” 

“Not much better,” complained Duncan. Inspecting the dirt floor and walls, the gaps in the wall had just recently been fixed. The roof appeared to be made of bunched up sticks and straw on a wooden frame. 

“You would prefer being out in the cold?” replied Glen. 

Duncan crossed his arms. “It’s still cold in here.” 

“I can fix that,” said Haden. He dumped his pack on the floor and crouched over a small pit in the middle of the floor. The glowing embers turned to flames as he fanned it while adding sticks. 

“That is going to make this place smoky,” said Struan. 

“We can have a warm building with smoky air or cold building with clear air,” replied Haden. 

“Why is there no chimney?” asked Joe, tilting his head up at the small hole in the roof that let the smoke out. Snowflakes were currently drifting through it. 

“Probably not been invented yet,” replied Glen.

Zac frowned. “How hard would it be to make a chimney?” 

“You would need the chimney to be made of metal,” replied Glen, “which is not easy to find or cheap to get this far back in the past.” The group fell silent at the mention of being stuck in the past and a few frowned at the thought.

“How did we get back here?” asked Marcus.

“I have some theories,” said Duncan. 

“Maybe later, dears,” said Mrs. Hill. “We should all get some sleep.”

They pulled their sleeping bags and mats out and snuggled into them, sitting near the fire to keep warm. 

Rutendo turned to Logan, breaking the silence. “I think this all has something to do with Logan. I don’t remember you being able to teleport before we ended up in the past.” 

Logan wished for a pit to open underneath him and swallow him. 

“I don’t think so.” Corry frowned. “It’s not his fault.” 

“I didn’t say that,” replied Rutendo. “I’m just trying to figure out what happened. Could you teleport before we were brought here?” 

Logan tried to justify not saying anything. He had promised his trainer, his grandpa, that he wouldn’t tell anyone. But the words rang hollow as he glanced up to see the fear and confusion in their eyes, even if they were trying to put on brave faces. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
¥'Logan
and the”

Crystal Sword Series
Book 2

Back to the Start






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





