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To my parents

For everything you did to make me who I am.
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Prologue - The Tournament 
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Crash. The swords smashed into each other and bounced off. Logan sliced from the left. His opponent blocked it and pushed Logan’s sword back out to the left, leaving him wide open. Except his opponent didn’t take his chance to attack, making a feeble attempt out to the right that Logan evaded with ease.

Logan had a suspicion his opponent wasn’t trying that hard, almost as if he wanted him to win. In a strange way, he’d felt that about all the opponents at this tournament. Sure, they had pulled out a few impressive moves here and there, but nothing extraordinary. So Logan matched them by not attempting any of the special attacks he’d trained himself in or using the sword he’d helped invent for tough fights. Logan had beaten them all and now faced the last opponent, who was truly quite pathetic. Why is this the last one to face before I claim my prize? There must be better fighters here, at what they called the Sword Palace.

Logan did an abrupt swing down at his opponent’s legs, stretching out his long arms. His height an advantage against his shorter opponent.

Even though Logan rarely smiled, he was a ray of sunshine compared to his opponent, whose black hair matched his ridiculous long black overcoat. The man’s black, unmoving eyes unnerved Logan the most. It felt like they were attacking him and ripping away any mental defenses he had put up, as if he could peer into his mind and even read his thoughts. He shoved the thought away. He’d fought people like this before and won.

The man blocked Logan’s low swipe, shifting Logan’s train of thought. Something kept troubling him about this fight, this tournament, but what? The room with its three black chairs? Black cloth wall hangings and dark black spaces between the wall hangings? Where he was sure people watched him, even though he couldn’t see them? 

Thankfully, they were fighting on a raised white stone platform with light filtering in from above. Reducing his troubled thoughts and letting him spot his opponent, which he couldn’t do in the dark no matter which way he looked at him. 

Logan’s swing knocked his opponent off balance. Logan dared a thrust towards the gold medallion, strapped tight to his opponent’s chest, but the man stumbled back out of reach. All Logan had to do was touch this gold medallion, and the fight would be over. Sure, the swords were real, and fighters got hurt, even gravely, but they didn’t kill each other like they apparently did in the old days. It wasn’t until recently they had brought in this style of fighting because of the dwindling numbers. Not because of deaths, but because of a lack of new recruits. People had better, safer things to do now, like staring at a glowing screen or playing sports.

Logan’s opponent dashed towards him with a thrust right at his medallion. Logan ducked to the right and blocked as the sword swung after him. The swords hit and recoiled, the vibration traveling up Logan’s arm. As the swords jarred away from each other, Logan flicked his sword back slightly, hitting the handle of his opponent’s sword.

The sword bounced out of his challenger’s hand, skittering across the white stone circle with a series of high-pitched pings. Now that he’d disarmed his opponent, all he had to do was reach up and touch the gold medallion with his sword.

Logan did it slowly, hesitating just before touching it, an uneasy feeling surging through him. What awful thing could arise from winning and receiving a prize? Logan didn’t know what the prize was, but it had stated in the letter he’d received about this tournament that it was a precious artifact. He threw the feeling to the back of his mind and touched the medallion with a gentle ringing ting.

Logan stepped back and gave a slight bow to his defeated opponent. The man stood there, glaring back at him. Face set in menacing stone, the expression angry dogs give because of the chain round their necks, restraining them from ripping anyone to shreds.

The short man turned and stepped to the side of the stone circle. A man and woman strode out of the darkness dressed in the same black overcoats with black long hair and eyes like his defeated opponent. The best way to tell the three apart was by their heights, as Logan didn’t know their names and didn’t care to ask. He called them The Kino Three. A word he’d heard at school, used for those you didn’t like.

The tall man strode out of the shadows and approached Logan carrying a long, thin case made of dark red leather. “Well done.” 

A hint of spite, or was it teasing in his words? Hard to figure out in the monotone voice the man used. Logan remained silent.

“Here’s your prize.” The man flipped open the locks on the dark red case. The case opened with a cracking, scraping noise, as if no one had opened it in a while.

Inside, the most beautiful, amazing object Logan had ever seen glimmered at him.

Wow, wait until Corry sees this.

Logan picked up the sword. It glowed slightly in his hands. His own eyes returned the glow with shimmering golden flecks in amongst the gray, like coins hidden at the bottom of a cool, clear riverbed.

This must be the sword my grandpa mentioned. He slid the sword back into the case, at the same time pushing troubling thoughts away before they could take hold.

Logan glanced up, a ghost of a smile flicked away from the woman’s lips.
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Chapter 1 - Going Camping
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The afternoon sun burst through the clouds, warming Logan for a few seconds before it dipped behind another cloud. A stiff spring breeze had ripped the first yellow flowers of the season off nearby trees and swirled them around the car park.

Vehicles started arriving to drop everyone off with their heavy packs and bags. Some adults made a fuss while others barely stopped their vehicles.

“Hey, happy thirteenth birthday.” 

Logan turned as Corry wandered towards him. They had been best friends for as long as he could remember, their birthdays on the same date but six months apart.

“I’ve got you a present.” Corry slyly passed Logan a bright bag of sweets.

Logan tried stuffing the bag into his pocket. The wind and passing cars muffled the sound, otherwise everyone would have heard.

What’s the point? Mrs. Hill is going to confiscate all the junk food anyway, Logan thought, still trying to jam the bag into his pocket. The pack by his feet already bulging and he was afraid he’d never get it closed if he tried to open it.

“I can’t wait until we make it to camp,” said Corry. “I want to try out my expensive new ball.” He gripped it tightly under his arm in case anyone tried to steal it. “I’ve tried kicking it in the backyard, but there’s not enough room to get it high into the air.” 

“Your parents are letting you take it?” Logan crossed his arms against the cold, his loose jacket not thick enough to keep him warm.

“Yeah, as long as I keep it locked in Mrs. Hills’ vehicle when I’m not using it.” 

“Are you going to let anyone use it?” 

Corry smiled. “Only you.” 

Logan’s smile flickered back at him. Corry already knew Logan was not into traditional sports. Corry spent most of his time trying out for every sports team possible. He enjoyed being around people regardless of how well or poorly he played.

“Ok, dears,” Mrs. Hill yelled above the noise. Her long gray hair snaking out from under her beanie, whipping about in the wind. “We will just have a quick roll call and then get going.” 

Mrs. Hill planned the three-day weekend camp with military precision. Each minute accounted for on one of her many lists stuck to different tinted clipboards. If she’d ever been part of the army, the years had swept most of it away. She spoke and looked like a grandma now. 

As she read out the names, Logan’s mind drifted to the long weekend camp in the New Zealand back country they were about to depart for. He had been to a few of these camps before and had found them alright. Set up with a focus on survival in the outdoors, Mrs. Hill taught them how to find food and shelter. Logan enjoyed how they cooked all their meals over an open fire, and they still did some of the more traditional outdoor activities. Just being away from the city relaxed him, even if he had to put up with the others who attended, and an uncomfortable bed.

Mrs. Hill read out the last name on the list. “Everyone, please find a seat.” 

“Hey,” Corry nudged Logan as Mrs. Hill continued talking, “you can ride with me.” He nodded at his brother’s car. Fixed up to look like a shiny new race car, Logan thought it looked cheap. He wasn’t sure it would even make it through the back roads they had to travel. It hung low to the ground, dark red paint shining as Corry’s brother flicked a single flower petal off the roof.

Logan glanced back from the vehicle. “I think all the seats are taken.” 

“What are they doing in there? I never said they could go in my car!” 

“Don’t worry,” Logan shouted after Corry. “I’ll find another car to ride in.” 

Logan couldn’t help but smile as Corry stalked angrily towards his brother’s car. They were total opposites, beyond the fact that Logan stood taller with a skinny frame while Corry had a smaller, solid build. Corry found it easy to make friends; everyone liked him. He’d adopted Logan as a friend long ago. It surprised him that Corry had even seen him as Logan preferred to stay in the background unseen, unheard.

Mrs. Hill’s voice made Logan jump. “You are in that car, dear.” She pointed to a small dark gray vehicle.

Logan recognized those piling into the car but not their names.

“Thanks,” Logan replied, picking up his pack. A swirl of yellow petals followed him across the lumpy and cracked tarmac. They’d met at the local library car park. Empty this late in the afternoon before a long weekend holiday. A few adults volunteering to take them to the campsite while the rest escaped.

Logan dumped his pack into the back of the vehicle, the bag of sweets dropping from his pocket. He tucked them loosely under a strap on his pack. As long as the adult driving this car didn’t imagine themselves as a lost race car driver they would still be there once they made it to the campsite.

Reaching for the back door handle of the car, a wash of white flickered over his vision. Logan paused and glanced at the white disk of the sun in a pale blue sky. What caused that? He gazed at the cars speeding past on the nearby road. Probably the sun reflecting off a glass window.

The car started as he slid into the back seat behind the driver, knees tight against the seat. Soft clicking sounds issued from the phone held by someone beside him. What is his name? Logan sighed as nothing came to mind.

Messy brown hair moved in the front seat as the occupant turned round to face Logan. “How was your trip to Australia?” 

Logan knew him. I’m pretty sure his name is Zac. How did he know about my trip? Corry. He’s been telling everyone. All part of the plan, not that I like it.

“Ah... good,” Logan lied. Truthfully, he had traveled to China for a tournament. Corry was the only person who knew about his swords. His trainer had strictly forbidden him to tell anyone about his sword fighting. However, he had told Corry anyway, not being able to keep such a big secret entirely to himself. It had been a relief to share, but he had made Corry swear never to tell anyone after he regretted disobeying his trainer. They’d made up a plan to tell those who asked that he went to Australia. It sounded like Corry had told everyone without being asked instead.

Zac’s forehead crinkled above his golden brown eyes. “What did you do over there?” 

“Umm, swimming.” 

Logan was always vague when asked questions about his life, mainly because he spent all his spare time training with his swords or fighting with them. Not leaving much time for any of the more usual sports or hobbies.

Zac changed the subject as the vehicle lurched out of the car park and into traffic. “Hey, did any of you see the game last night?” 

“It was terrible.” He continued typing on his phone while talking. 

“No way.” Someone else responded starting off a discussion. Soon even Zac’s Dad who drove the car joined in. Zac seemed like an exact copy of his father, with the exception that Zac had more untamed hair.

The rest of the long ride continued with talk about sports. Logan uttered a few remarks, but mostly stayed silent. To be honest, he was a bit of a loner, preferring to keep to himself rather than with other’s company, perfect for hours of individual sword training.

*  †  *
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They arrived at the campsite as darkness started its stretch over the sky, with only the brightest stars visible in the milky mix of light and dark. Their campsite had been pitched on the side of a remote valley with a few small farms dotted around. The narrow and twisting gravel road leading to the campsite had caused a few in the car to turn pale.

Logan pulled his pack out of the vehicle. Stuffing the sweets bag into his pocket, he followed Zac and the others. The field-covered hills surrounding them, a chalky white, cut through with patches of dark inky trees.

The campsite sat in a grassy field with two rows of round, white tents. One row, with storage tents and a larger kitchen tent. Behind those tents rose a rocky incline covered in trees and vines where they collected wood for their fires. Sleeping tents and a large square blue meeting tent sat in the second row. Beyond the tents a grassy field spotted with dark green weeds spread out before a sharp drop to another rocky field beside a dark, growling river.

The leaders’ white tent sat further down the field, beyond the rows of tents beside a line of over-hanging trees. Adults tended to snore loudly, so it was better for everybody that they were far away. Logan knew all this because they had camped at this spot before with the tents in the same layout. The food would probably also be the same, like Mrs. Hill had set the menu in stone. Logan knew exactly what every meal would be over the long weekend, and he liked it that way.

Mrs. Hill stood between them and the tents with a man Logan hadn’t seen before. Bulging fabric bags sat at his feet, another in his hand. His wavy gray hair matched the hue of the darkening milk-saturated landscape.

“This is a quick pack inspection.” Mrs. Hill’s voice sounded sweet but had an edge that stopped any complaints. “I’ll be holding onto any junk food until the last day.” Her torch swept to Logan’s pocket, and he reluctantly handed over the bag. “Thanks, sweetie, we’ll be living off the land at this camp.” 

Mrs. Hill wasn’t a monster; she included normal food along with what they could gather. They would probably starve if they tried living off just what they collected from the surrounding forest. I know I’m useless at finding anything.

He was sorely tempted to change his mind about Mrs. Hill as his birthday present disappeared into the bag she held. After searching his pack and a few more sweet items taken, he could pass.

Logan stepped through the tall fresh grass toward the tent Mrs. Hill had pointed out. A sliver of moon had pulled itself above the steep hills behind the campsite, adding its gray light to the twilight mix.

“Zac, you can go over there.” The tent leader ordered, trying to assign everyone places to sleep as Logan stepped inside. He almost hit his head on a small wooden sign above the door with Tent A etched into it.

Zac frowned at the order. “Glen, I always sleep next to the wall.” 

“We are in a round tent. It does not really have walls.” 

“Yes, it does, and if you want to be picky, the side of the tent.” 

“I give up.” Glen shrugged as he stopped trying to order them about. At fourteen, he was only a year older than Logan, but that made him the leader of the seven of them in this tent. Logan didn’t mind this, as being a tent leader sounded terrifying. Since everyone else in the tent was just a few years younger, it made Logan second in charge. Not that he tried to do anything.

“Just as long as I am not next to Rylee.” Glen nodded toward him. “I bet he squirms like an eel.” 

Rylee ignored Glen, pulling his gear out of his pack. The pile of gear spreading further and further across the floor.

It became squashed in the tents, especially if someone brought a huge air mattress instead of the thin foam bedroll they were supposed to bring. Fortunately, no one had brought an air mattress in their tent, but someone must have in B tent, as he could hear the complaints filtering through.

Logan found a spot next to the same person he had sat next to in the car. He was still on his phone.

“I can’t believe there’s no phone coverage.” He complained in a strong accent to no one in particular.

Logan didn’t respond, pulling his sleeping bag out of his pack with a muted rustle.

“There has never been coverage here, Rutendo.” Glen frowned while somehow smirking at the same time.

“I know. I just hoped there would be coverage now because I have a new phone.” 

“We are out in the beautiful countryside. What do you need a new phone for?” 

“To call my girlfriend.” 

“She will not die without you.” 

Rutendo turned away scoffing. “Like you’d know. You’ve never had one.” 

Ouch, thought Logan, his sleeping bag making a soft hissing sound as he finally worked it free from its small cover and unrolled it.

A loud voice rang out through the camp. “The cocoa’s ready.” Mrs. Hill could be loud when she wanted to. “Everyone head to the meeting tent.” 

They rummaged through their packs for their cups. Rylee pulled the last few items out of his pack. He turned the pack upside down and shook it in frustration. A T-shirt and sock he missed dropped out. He threw his pack to the side and searched through the pile at his feet. 

“What are you doing?” Annoyance laced Glen’s words as Rylee’s mound spread even further across the tent.

Logan grabbed his cup and ducked out of the door. He tripped over Rylee’s plastic yellow coat sprawled in front of the tent doorway. They’re all going to trip over that. He shook his feet to release them from the plastic’s tight grip.

“Found it.” Rylee’s muffled voice sounded from the tent.

Logan paced through the tall grass, the stalks slapped his bare legs below his shorts. The cool night air on his cheeks flowed through his body, making him wish he had a warm balaclava.

The meeting tent stood taller and larger than the other tents. Its dark blue canvas blended in with the black surroundings except for a stream of light filtering out from the open door flap folded back against the tent. Unlike the thin plastic walls, poles and ropes that held up newer tents, all the tents here were old and made of heavy canvas material supported by sturdy brown wooden poles and held up by thick frayed ropes.

The light of two metallic lanterns blinded Logan as he entered the tent. Plastic crunching issued from under his shoes as he stepped across the tent’s thick, black plastic flooring. He found a space near the corner of the tent to sit.

A man with wavy gray hair sat on an old three-legged wooden stool by the tent door. “How are you, Logan?” He smiled, crinkles matching his gray hair formed beside his brown eyes.

Who is he? One of the parents? Logan didn’t remember noticing him before, but the man knew who he was. The thought was unnerving, but he seemed friendly enough.

“Good,” Logan replied. His eyes drifting to stare at his shoes, stalling any more talk. He shifted to the side of the tent, sitting down beside Rutendo.

Corry appeared out of the night and plonked himself down beside Logan, noticing Rutendo’s phone. “Your phone works?” 

“No.” Rutendo sighed. “At least I still have music.” Pulling two tiny white headphones out of his pocket he handed one to someone on the other side of him.

It surprised Logan that Mrs. Hill hadn’t confiscated the phone. He must have hidden it well to get it past her.

Corry grabbed his arm. “You won’t believe it. Chris actually brought a massive air bed that takes up half the tent.” 

“It’s not even a quarter,” Chris yelled over the noise from the other side of the tent, his hair hidden under a dark blue beanie. 

“That’s still more than your fair share.” 

“I’m an important person.” Chris grinned back.

Corry mumbled under his breath so only Logan could hear, “Important wawau.”

Logan stared at him blankly. 

“It means fool, you’d know that if you actually talked to anyone.”  

“I thought everyone was your friend?” said Logan. 

“Something about Chris annoys me, always making jokes. Don’t worry. Since he’s younger I’ll be kind to him.” 

“Listen up, dears.” Mrs. Hill’s voice rose over the noise, and everyone slowly quietened. “Before I dish out the cocoa, I need to go over the camp rules.” 

“We already know the rules,” Chris said, groaning.

She smiled. “I know, darling, but there are a few new ones here.” Her smile calm while her eyes bored into Chris. “And since there are fourteen of you sweeties on this camp now, I needed some extra help.” Mrs. Hill nodded toward the man by the door. “This is Mr. Speirs, who has agreed to help out. I expect the same courtesy you show me to be shown to him. Is that clear, my dears?” 

They all mumbled their agreement as Logan surveyed the packed tent, fourteen of them squished in there with two leaders. No wonder I can’t remember even half of their names.

“So make sure you say hi to Mr. Speirs,” Mrs. Hill continued. “He has also brought two dirt bikes along for you to try out.” She had barely got the sentence out before the group all started talking. Zac’s eyes lit up and he rubbed his hand through his messy hair. 

Once everyone quietened down, Mrs. Hill started listing off the rules. “The most important rule is don’t wander off from the campsite on your own.” 

Logan’s mind drifted as he watched the moths attracted into the tent by the light. They flew around the lanterns in erratic circles before crashing into the glass with a quiet ping and falling to the ground, stunned. They would wriggle there for a moment, then leap back into the air, flying around the lanterns again.

“Hey.” Corry nudged Logan. “Want a cup of cocoa?” 

Mrs. Hill had finished listing the rules and now dished out cocoa from a big pot using a large metal ladle.

“Sure.” He gave his cup to Corry and sat quietly by himself until Corry returned.

“It’s unfair we’re in different tents.” Corry handed Logan his cup full of steaming cocoa and carefully sat down. “We can’t talk to each other.” 

“The walls aren’t soundproof,” Logan said before taking a sip of the steaming hot cocoa, almost burning his tongue.

“That will make everybody angry.” Corry grinned and handed Logan a bowl of biscuits to pass on. 

“If you dare.” Glen jumped into their conversation. “You will be sleeping at the other end of the field.” 

Logan smiled briefly as he picked out two biscuits before the bowl vanished from his hands.

*  †  *
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They all sat around the fire roasting marshmallows on the last night before heading home. Someone had suggested telling scary stories would be fun. Logan found most of them boring.

“When it’s really quiet you can hear them, the haunted souls of lost children, who went into the deadly enchanted forest at night... BOO.” Marcus’s green eyes gleamed in the torch’s light he held under his chin. 

“That was not scary,” whispered Glen, but loud enough for everyone to hear. 

Marcus snapped back straight away. “Yeah it was.” He pointed his marshmallow roasting stick at Glen. A small yellow flame danced across the charred marshmallows.

“I am more scared of those cartoons they make for babies.” 

“Shut up.” Marcus flicked his stick to put the flame out, dropping the marshmallows into the fire instead. 

Rutendo shook his head. “I think you left out bits of the story.” Ear buds were still stuck in his ears. 

Logan wondered how he could still be listening to music since the battery should have run out. From what Logan had heard, Rutendo had apparently brought a few backup chargers.

“No, I didn’t.” Marcus’s voice rose. 

His normal voice was already loud, like a foghorn, clearly heard across the valley. Making many unhelpful comments about everything he gazed on, Logan steered clear of Marcus as much as possible.

“Yes, you did,” Glen challenged Marcus, “and since I am a tent leader that makes me—” 

A rock ripped free of the forest with a crash, making everyone jump. It continued rolling towards them, and a few from the group stood to flee. One last thud left it resting close enough to touch from one side of the fire. 

Logan’s heart beat faster as he remained sitting. Maybe the ghost stories were getting to him more than he wanted to admit.

“Who did that?” Glen yelled shakily.

“Sorry,” came a muffled voice from the forest. Moments later, Rylee emerged sheepishly out of the shadows. “I was just searching for bugs under the rocks.” 

Mrs. Hill had stopped her conversation with Mr. Speirs nearby. “I think it’s time you dears all went to bed. We still have a big day packing up tomorrow and you all look worn out.” 

The group mumbled in agreement and began drifting away. 

Marcus made a face at Glen when the leader’s attention turned elsewhere.

Corry joined Logan as they headed back to their tents. “Don’t you think that new kid is weird?” 

“Rylee?” 

“Yeah, he’s always looking for bugs...” Corry faded off as Rylee approached. 

“Hey, Logan, I found something.” 

“He’s not interested in bugs,” replied Corry, “and you should be in bed.” 

Rylee sniffed loudly and moved off. 

“He likes bugs.” Logan shrugged, except Corry couldn’t see him in the dark.

“At least the other new one isn’t so bad.” They had made it to their tents. “Goodnight,” Corry continued after Logan said nothing. 

“Goodnight.” Logan ducked through the flap into his tent. He pushed off his boots and wriggled into his sleeping bag to rid himself of the cold that had seeped into his bones from the short walk to the tent. He lay in the pitch black, the tent’s canvas gently swayed in the night breeze, making hollow sounding thumps, as he thought over the last two days of camp.

Along with lessons about the native New Zealand forest by Mrs. Hill, of which Logan remembered astonishingly little, they had been kayaking and rafting on the cold clear river near camp. Abseiling and rock climbing on an actual rock wall, not the fake plastic ones Logan had been on before. Mr. Speir’s dirt bikes had been fun to ride around on the nearby field, creating dark green lines in the grass. Mrs. Hill had taught them survival skills, and they had made their own huts, but Logan’s had fallen down when someone kicked it.

Tomorrow they would pack up and leave, however, not before archery in the morning. He’d much prefer to spend time training and perfecting different sword fighting moves, but it was unlikely Mrs. Hill would allow him to do that.

His swords were strapped to his back and safely nestled in scabbards, about the size that would hold a long dagger. He wasn’t sure how the scabbards worked but he could push his sword right into them, the sword’s handle, the hilt disappearing. No bulge from the blade or hilt could be seen.

His grandpa had given him the scabbards without telling him much about them. The only rule being to keep the scabbards and the swords with him at all times. He rolled over, trying to shift his train of thought while making himself comfortable on the thin mattress.

The uneasy feeling, like the one he had while fighting one of The Kino Three a week ago, had returned. It had occurred a few times since that fight, and he’d been taught not to ignore it. Except he didn’t know what was causing it or what to do about it.

Logan’s eyelids sagged, since he hadn’t slept much the night before. Mr. Speirs snored so loudly everyone could hear him, even though Logan was sure the leaders’ tent sat more than a football field’s length away.

Logan slid deeper into the warm sleeping bag, slowly drifting into an uneasy sleep.
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Chapter 2 - Into the Past

[image: ]




Logan peeked at his watch. The digits glowed softly at him. 6.15am. The perfect time to sharpen his fighting skills while everyone still slept. Pulling on a warm jersey and hiking boots, he stepped silently out of the tent. A thick white fog had arrived during the night, peacefully drifting through the camp.

I thought I had seen every kind of weather on camp. He remembered past years when it had rained until the ground became waterlogged and muddy. One year snow had even drifted from the sky.

“Can’t even see the next tent,” Logan whispered. And it’s only ten paces away. As he stepped away from the tent, a flicker of light pulsed from the fire pit. Someone was already awake. Thankfully, the thick fog would hide him so he could still train. Maybe I should go over to the fire and talk to them. He could accept he was a quiet person, but he was becoming... What did Corry call it? Antisocial? Logan sighed and tread heavily towards the fire.

Two dark forms huddled over the fire, holding out their hands towards the small flames. They talked softly as he approached.

Rylee turned to his friend. “We have to be careful that Haden doesn’t see us.” 

“Why not?” Noah looked back at Rylee.

Logan actually recognized Noah. Not from his blue eyes overlaid with white streaks, like a snowflake against the clear winter’s day sky, but from his knowledge of the many trees and the birds that dwelled in them. He chatted endlessly about it all, while Rylee talked endlessly about bugs. It was no wonder that they had become friends.

“He might get angry...” They both jumped as Logan stepped on a twig. 

“Oh.” Rylee glanced at Logan and turned back around. “Although it would be nice if he made this fire pit bigger.” 

“The fire’s fine.” Noah fanned the flames to stop it from going out.

“I’ll collect some firewood,” Logan said, wandering away. 

They didn’t respond and continued to talk as he receded into the fog.

“This fire wouldn’t keep an ant warm.” 

Noah dropped the plate he’d used to fan the flames. “Well, if you don’t like it...” 

As Logan strolled towards the tree line, he shivered. It shouldn’t be this cold at this time of year, of course, if he didn’t get up at ridiculous hours... 

He came to an abrupt stop, gasping. Where had the trees gone? They should be right here, but they’re not. He stared down at the ground. Long, wavy, impossibly lush grass surrounded his boots.

That uneasy feeling washed back over him like a massive wave, swamping him as he sunk to his knees. Nausea made him choke, like someone had thrown a stone off a cliff and it had landed in the pit of his stomach. Maybe I’m dreaming. Logan’s mind spun. A ludicrous dream. If I go back to sleep, I’ll wake up and all this will be gone.

He stood and turned around. The lush grass ended in a straight line. On the other side, trodden, worn down grass surrounded the tents. Carefully stepping back over the grass line, he trekked back past the fire and into his tent. Kicking off his boots, he slipped easily back into his sleeping bag.

Logan couldn’t fall asleep. His stomach knotted as he rolled and tossed. 6.30am blazed the watch’s digits. This isn’t working. Frustration crept into his thoughts. Maybe I should tell Corry. Sliding his boots back on, he crept across to Corry’s tent, his bootlaces slapping around his ankles like angry snakes.

“Corry, wake up.” Logan tried not to wake up anyone else in the tent.

“Hmm.” Corry rolled over, his eyes still closed.

“Corry... Corry.” 

“Huh, what... stop... shaking me.” Corry sat up, pushing Logan away.

“There’s a problem.” 

“Like what?” 

“We’re not at our campsite...” 

“It’s still dark,” Corry said loudly.

Logan held a finger to his mouth to hush him as Chris rolled over in his sleep. 

“Whatever it is, it can wait. I’m going back to sleep.” 

“No...” 

Corry slumped down and drifted back to sleep. 

Much help, that was. Resisting the urge to thump Corry, Logan stepped quietly out of the tent. Maybe I should tell Mrs. Hill. On second thoughts, she wouldn’t be happy at all about being woken up at this hour either. It’s not like they’re going to believe what I tell them, anyway. Well, they’re going to find out when this fog clears, so why rush them? 

Logan stalked behind the tents and beyond to what should have been a grass field, but was now a forest with incredibly tall trees that stretched out into the foggy distance. He sat down at the base of one particularly large tree and rested his back against the trunk. So where are we?

Logan closed his eyes, trying to remember what his grandpa had taught him. He focused on himself, building the image in his mind and then drawing it out. He could see himself sitting against the trunk of the tree for a second before the fog floated across. 

His grandpa had named it Blindsight, closing your eyes to explore the surrounding area. Logan likened it to a live satellite image, but a lot clearer and with a narrow view. He could move around but couldn’t zoom out, only stretch what he could see in one go, and he couldn’t stretch very far yet. Even roving to far from where he sat exhausted him.

It had been a frustrating thing to learn at first, the sight blurry and jumpy like a child controlled it. Which, at the time, he was. He’d slowly improved, but still had years of training left to perfect it. 

Fog covered most of what he tried to see, the tent tops just spearing out of the mist. He moved to find the light from the fire, but it must have gone out. A light glowed from the roof of the kitchen tent, one of the leaders awake and preparing breakfast. Logan searched further out until he came across something odd. 

*  †  *
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Noise drifted from the camp, voices mixed with sharp yelling, snapping Logan out of his Blindsight. He blinked a few times as he took in his immediate surroundings. The fog had cleared a bit, revealing the campsite sitting at the head of a long valley. Dense forest covered the rolling hills on all sides, replacing the farms and steep hills. The valley spread out behind the kitchen and equipment tents. Bright green grass slowly waved in the breeze beside a sparkling stream that ran down the middle of the valley. 

Hidden further down the valley, a small village nestled beside the stream. He’d been using his Blindsight to take a closer look. The wooden buildings were small and rather flimsy, with straw roofs. Smoke curled slowly into the sky from out of the roofs of a few buildings. Probably breakfast fires. A small rumble came from Logan’s stomach at the thought of breakfast. 

Corry ran up to him. “Where are we?” He grabbed on to Logan’s shoulders and stared him straight in the eyes.

“I don’t know.” 

“Yes, you do.” Corry shook Logan. “You have that scanner thing inside your head.” 

“So,” Logan replied.

“That 3D radar you call Blindsight, so you can see things close up when you’re far away from them.” 

“Stop acting like there’s a machine jammed inside my head. It took years of training to gain that skill.” 

“Logan.” Corry took a deep breath. “Where are we?” 

“Umm...” 

“Logan.” Corry’s loud voice made him jump slightly.

“All right, you don’t need to shout.” 

Corry lowered his eyebrows when Logan paused. 

“My guess is we’re in the northern hemisphere.” 

“What, like somewhere in Europe?” Corry let go of Logan, his confusion making his eyebrows lower even more.

“Yeah. You know that place on the other side of the world?” 

“So, we’re not in New Zealand anymore. Are you sure?” 

“I followed a nearby river downstream and beside it was some European-looking town with a giant stone church and small wooden buildings with straw roofs.” 

“How did this happen?” 

“I’m not sure, but it gets worse.” 

“How can it get worse?” Corry sat down next to him. “If you are right, we’re already on the other side of the world.” He shook his head as if he was trying to shake out the words that Logan had lodged inside. 

“The buildings, they’re all old looking, really old.” 

“Like they’re abandoned?” 

“No, there are people walking around but in odd clothes and there are no paved roads, vehicles, or power lines that I can find.” 

“It could be one of those old-timey villages for tourists.” 

“Maybe, but there would still be a visitors center and car park. I can’t find anything modern.” 

“So what place would still be in the dark ages?” 

“I have no idea.” 

Corry stared out across the valley. Shock and confusion rippled across his face. “This wouldn’t have to do with your trip to China?” 

“No,” Logan replied a bit too quickly. “I don’t think so.” 

“The only two people here that could do this is you with your.” Corry paused as he searched for a word, “unique sword fighting abilities or Duncan has made a time machine.” 

Duncan had been the most out of place at the survival camp. His appearance was like he spent most of his time in front of a screen and he talked like it as well. He did every activity reluctantly and voiced his desire to go home often, saying he had better things to do than look at trees and bugs. 

They silently stared as Glen strode up, his face pale. 

Logan wasn’t sure he liked the way Corry said ‘unique’, but at the same time, he was right. His abilities were going to be questioned by the group if they ever found out, which made Logan’s stomach flip. I must make sure it remains a secret.

Glen tried to smile. “Mrs. Hill would like everyone to go to the marquee.” His insistence on using every word correctly was almost as annoying as his constant endless rambles on everything he knew about history. Logan preferred calling it a large tent over a marquee, which made it sound like a circus or wedding venue.

The three of them walked towards the noisy meeting tent in silence, their minds swirling, trying to make sense of the unbelievable situation they were in. The noise issuing from the tent sounded like Marcus and Duncan arguing at the top of their lungs.

“We must have found a portal to another dimension and fallen through it while we were asleep.” Duncan flicked his long hair out of his face. “Anyone who’s watched—” 

“That’s impossible.” Marcus’s face turned red to match his hair. “You’re just trying to scare us.” 

“It’s only logic.” 

“You and your logic, it’s all rubbish, no one can understand it.” 

Glen tried a half-hearted attempt to stop them. “Be quiet you two.” 

The rest of the group sat, panic-stricken. One held an inhaler, which he kept using. The high tension in the tent made Logan twitchy. He wanted to flee, and it seemed like he wasn’t the only one. 

Duncan waved his hands around. “Clearly you’re too wawau to understand.” 

“Be quiet, Duncan,” Corry roared. “This is no time for arguing. Let’s just calm down and Mrs. Hill will be here shortly.” 

Anyone not already sitting on the floor from shock sat down. The plastic floor, a cold, crunchy bed that did nothing to cool the panic inside each of them. The sun peaked over the hills, lighting up the blue tent like the inside of a deep swimming pool.

Mrs. Hill, wearing a brim straw hat, scurried in holding two black bricks. For a moment Logan thought she would throw them. Her white knuckles tensed but remained curled around the bricks. 

Mr. Speirs followed her in. Flustered, he stood by the door, his arms folded tightly across his chest, casting looks over his shoulder as if someone might appear. 

Mrs. Hill stared at the group, her dark brown eyes trying to find something, picking over them, as if looking for something amiss, even though it was outside the tent that was amiss. She forced a smile. “I have tried the sat phone,” she waved the brick in her hand, “but it can’t find a connection. I have activated the emergency locator beacon.” She waved the other brick. “So you needn’t worry your heads about it.” 

Duncan’s frown returned. “Doesn’t the emergency beacon use satellites?” 

Mrs. Hill brushed the question off. “Hopefully one will appear soon.” Her normally soft voice had a rough edge to it. “What I would like to know is if anyone saw anything unusual last night?” 

No one moved. Logan held his breath, hoping not to give anything away, while Mrs. Hill’s eyes roved over them, back and forth like searchlights. 

“If you see anything, let me know. I will sort this out, so don’t worry. Tent leaders look after the younger ones, and you need to start the fires for breakfast.” She strode out of the tent, gone before anyone could ask any questions. 

Everyone filed out of the tent.

Logan felt better outside, the tent becoming stuffy. A few stood around dazed, others pale and sick. He scanned the group. Most of them were between ten and twelve, but liked to think they were much older. Right now most of them appeared young and small.

They started the fires, one for each tent group, only a small one needed for breakfast. 

Marcus broke a small branch with his hands. “Does anyone know where we are?” 

“Probably eastern Europe.” Corry tried biting his tongue, but the words were out.

Logan had been thinking along the same lines after seeing the village, not that he knew the area very well. Were there really any places left in the world anymore that had no modern technology?

Marcus frowned at Corry. “How do you know that?” 

“Umm. The trees, they look like European trees.” 

Chris shook his head. “How are European trees different from other trees?” 

“The leaves are greener. I did biology at school, so I should know.” 

“I doubt it.” Chris laughed. “It’s not like New Zealand tree leaves are bright purple!” 

Marcus glared at Corry. “You made that up. I thought you said not to scare the younger ones.” 

“Point out a native New Zealand tree for me then.” Corry had thrown down the challenge and half the group accepted it, striding off towards the forest. They were too nervous to enter it, mist still seeping through the undergrowth. Even crossing the change in the grass line was too much for some. A few soon returned with fern leaves, which Corry ignored, saying they were not tree leaves. 

Guilt scoured through Logan as he watched Corry being ridiculed and challenged because he lacked the courage to speak up. He took a deep breath and remained silent. The words stuck to the side of his throat, trapped by the dryness. Why did Corry have to say that? Corry is a great friend, but sometimes he just can’t keep his mouth shut. 

He watched as Noah returned and sat down. If anyone in the group could find a tree, it would be Noah. He remembered everything that Mrs. Hill taught them about forest living. He’d even had a pocketbook on trees that he would use, correcting Mrs. Hill at times. Noah’s quietness unnerved Logan the most. He doesn’t even know about the nearby village yet.

“How did we even end up here?” Duncan held his head in his hands. He hadn’t moved since sitting down.

“I would like to know where we are.” Marcus sat next to Duncan and patted him on the back. “I think we’re still in New Zealand though.” 

Logan had always thought Marcus and Duncan being friends seemed strange since they argued so much.

Glen stood there with his arms crossed. “What we should do is explore this valley and find the nearest house or road where we can ask someone for help.” 

Corry waved another fern frond offered as proof away. “I doubt Mrs. Hill will let us go far.” 

“We’ll ask Mr. Speirs then.” 

As if in answer to Glen, a roar spewed from beyond one of the equipment tents, followed by a chugging sound.

Zac jumped up. “The dirt bikes. Maybe Mr. Speirs will let us explore on them.” His voice trailed off as he ran towards the far equipment tent.

“We’re lost and all he can think about is dirt bikes?” Marcus said, but no one replied. They all stood or sat around like lost sheep, not knowing what to do.

Corry crouched beside Logan. “I’m going to collect firewood.” 

Logan nodded, glad to get away. 

Someone from the group appeared to be having a full-blown panic attack, which even brought Mrs. Hill running, allowing them to slip away unnoticed. Entering the edge of the forest, they silently gazed up at the tall trees that stretched into the sky. The mist slowly retreated into the deeper parts of the forest. 

“Sorry I didn’t speak up before.” 

“Don’t worry about it.” Corry picked up a piece of wood. “You’re not much of a talker now days, anyway.” 

“I’ll definitely speak up next time.” 

The look on Corry’s face showed he didn’t believe Logan’s words. 

At least I’ll try.

They picked their way through the forest collecting firewood, staying in sight of the camp at Corry’s suggestion, even though Logan could have easily found the way back using his Blindsight. The thought of going further into the forest made Logan nervous anyway. 

It wasn’t long until their arms were full and they headed back to the fires. When they made it back, breakfast sat cooking on metal grills over the spitting, crackling fires. Logan dumped his wood beside Tent A’s fire as Glen picked a black pot from the flames. 

The breakfast of watery tomato sauce with baked beans on toast turned out to be a waste of time. Only a few of the youngest ate anything. The rest stared at their plates, stomachs too tight to eat. 

The distant arguing didn’t help. Mrs. Hill clearly wanted to stay put while Mr. Speirs wanted to explore after breakfast to find help. They were trying to keep their voices low, but the canvas walls didn’t stop many of their words as the group sat quietly, listening. 

Logan closed his eyes and used his Blindsight to look around. Anything to distract himself from his thoughts and the distant arguing. He swiftly placed his plate on the ground, almost spilling the sauce onto his hand as he hurried over to Corry.

“We have a problem,” Logan whispered, a few eyes turning their way.

Corry turned away. “Look, I’m not stalling any more. Just tell them what you know.” 

“No, it’s worse. Some people from the village are heading this way. Our breakfast fires must have given us away.” 

“Good. We can talk to them.” 

“They don’t look friendly.” 

“What do they look like?” 

“Soldiers.” Logan didn’t mean to, but his voice rose above a whisper, and more of the group turned to stare at him. The dread from the last few days returned in full force, and his hands trembled. 

“When will they get here?” 

“They’re going to appear over that ridge any second now.” 

Logan took a second glance at the five of them. Four soldiers jogged along holding long poles with large curved axe-heads on the end. They were wearing different shades of brown pants and long, dark mismatched colored shirts, the sleeves short. An image of a strange animal was stitched on a square piece of material tacked against their chests above wide brown belts. 

Their leader sat on a tall brown horse. He had a metal breastplate over his red shirt and metal plates covering parts of his arms and legs. A gold chain hung around his neck, on the end hung the image of a boar, its tusks huge and tongue sticking weirdly out. 

Most of the group still stared at Logan, the soldiers emerging slowly behind them. As they followed the direction Logan gawked at, cries rang out. Some were beckoning the soldiers closer, while others stood silent. 

The soldiers stopped just short of the smoldering fires, dented metal helmets swayed on their heads. They stared around at everyone for a minute, sizing them up and taking a particular interest in the two shiny vehicles parked nearby. 

The leader jumped off his horse, metal armor scraping, and strode into the middle of the group. One soldier yelled something, and everyone stared mutely at each other.

Marcus turned to the group. “What is he saying?” 

“I can’t believe it.” Glen watched on, impressed and shocked at the same time. “That soldier said this man is the honorable Lord Alfstan.” 

Chris snorted and chuckled as a soldier glared at him. Everyone else blankly stared at the group of soldiers, trying to decide if they were real or not.

Corry turned to Glen. “What is he speaking?” 

“A strange version of Middle English.” 

Glen replied to Alfstan, and he turned to face Glen, a rush of words falling from his lips. 

“Umm...” Glen struggled to think of the right words before replying. 

Alfstan paused for a second before continuing.

“What?” Glen smiled. “Is this a joke?” 

Marcus frowned. “What is he saying?” 

“That we have to leave this place or pay him money.” This caused a muttering through the group as Glen tried to reply. 

Alfstan’s words turned to a roar as he straightened up to make himself appear taller. 

The group pulled back under the verbal assault.

“Umm... ah, under what authority?” Glen trembled. In his fright, he’d forgotten to say it in Middle English. 

Everyone, sensing the tension rising in the air, took another pace back, leaving Glen and Alfstan in a clear circle to speak.

One soldier cried out something and the others responded. 

“What’s happening?” Marcus stood beside Glen, not being one to back down on anything. 

“It can’t be true. They say King Edward the Third, who is in his twenty-fourth year as king, gave Lord Alfstan these lands. But that would mean...” 

Alfstan screamed a rush of words, blood rushing to his face as he drew his sword.

“Logan, you have to do something.” Corry grabbed Logan, pulling at him.

“I’m not sure...” 

“You have to fight him.” Corry pushed Logan forward. “Keep away or Logan will hurt you!” 

Alfstan’s face flamed redder than Marcus’s hair. He raised the sword above his head and swung down. The sound of two swords crashing together rang out across the valley. 

Logan blocked Alfstan’s downward swing with a sword he’d retrieved from the scabbard on his back so hastily, no one had seen him do it. Everyone retreated a step in shock as they tried to gather their scattered thoughts. 

The confusion from the miraculous appearance of a sword from an unarmed boy drained away from Alfstan’s face. He snarled and took a swipe down to the left and Logan blocked it with a metallic scraping sound. Logan tried a stab at Alfstan’s shoulder, but his sword was blocked. One soldier broke into a smile but immediately sobered again. 

Alfstan swiped across from the side, smashing against Logan’s sword, ripping it out of his hand. It flew out of Logan’s reach and disappeared into the long grass. 

Logan clenched his teeth. How could I let that happen? 

Alfstan sneered. Spitting a bunch of meaningless words at Logan, he immediately swiped down from the right. His sword broke in two with a soft sounding twang, the broken part falling harmlessly into the grass in front of Logan. 

The soldiers gasped. 

Logan held another sword, but not a usual gray metal one. It shone a startling white. Beautiful specks of sun glittered off it, causing everyone to blink as Logan raised it up to Alfstan’s neck.

“Drop your sword.” 

Alfstan stood there stunned and in complete astonishment, his eyes moving between Logan and his broken sword. Logan wobbled his sword slightly and Alfstan came to his senses and dropped his sword. It hit the ground, its broken blade plunged into the soft earth and remained standing upright.

Alfstan spoke, though his words could cut through glass, they meant nothing to Logan.

“Go away and don’t come back,” said Logan.

Alfstan stepped back with his hands on his hips. 

Glen repeated what Logan said.

Alfstan’s face darkened. He yelled a few more words, climbing back onto his horse and galloped towards the village with his soldiers running after him. 

Logan didn’t lower his sword or relax until they were all out of sight.

Glen swallowed. “He said you will pay for this.” 

“What was all that?” Marcus’s frightened voice croaked.

Logan took a deep breath, turned around, and walked away. 

“Logan, answer me.” 

Logan replied quietly, avoiding eye contact. “They attacked us.” 

“Why?” 

Logan ignored Marcus as he picked up his fallen sword and kept moving. Both leaders now stood by the fire, their faces pale. Her stare burned the worst. Logan felt like a ghost, one that Mrs. Hill didn’t particularly want to see. 

“Are you alright, dear?” Mrs. Hill’s voice trembled. Her hand reached out to Logan’s shoulder, but he swerved away and strode out towards the trees.

*  †  *
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The sun rose higher, banishing all the clouds and leaving a nice clear sunny day. It would be nice if they were not in this situation and now they all know about my swords. He’d seriously considered fleeing. If it wasn’t for Corry, he would have already left. Instead he sat back under one of the gigantic trees behind the tents. 

Logan gazed down the valley with its washout smear of flowers, raising themselves to the sun, hiding the green grass beneath. There were butterflies and birds singing. The view was almost like one of those perfect pictures taken by a skilled photographer.

“Logan...” Corry’s shadow fell over him. “Where did you find that sword? I’ve never seen it before.” 

“It’s what I won in China.” 

“Does it have anything to do with us being here?” 

“I don’t know.” 

They were silent for a moment before Corry broke it. “What are we going to do?” 

“We need to pack up and leave.” 

“Why?” 

“Because the soldiers will be back, and there will be more of them.” 

“I’m sure you can defeat them with that new sword.” 

“Yeah, but not all at once.” They lapsed into another bit of silence.

“Well, you’re in luck.” Corry smiled sitting down next to Logan. “Our leaders have decided to pack up the camp and move out. It would be good to know where to go.” He waved his hands beside his head indicating Logan should use his Blindsight. 

It made Logan smile briefly.

“So where should we go?” 

Logan pointed down the valley. “Anywhere except down there.” 

“How about you tell the group that?” Corry stood and held out his hand. 

“I can’t face them. They all know about my swords. They’ll have questions.” 

“A lot of questions, but don’t worry, you won’t have to face them cause Mrs. Hill wants to talk to you first.” 

“Oh.” Logan stood grudgingly. He didn’t really want to go. The questions would be hard to answer or, worse, they would try to argue with him. They might even throw him out and leave him to survive in the wild on his own.

As they strolled back into camp, a few in the group had started up a game of cricket. A ball nearly hit Logan as they walked past. Those playing stopped to stare at him, but he kept his eyes on his boots.

Logan entered the kitchen tent alone, a wooden board squeaking under his feet. Crates filled the space, making the large tent cramped. 

Mrs. Hill sat in a small chair and a radio hissed in the background. She held the sat phone in her hand and flicked the aerial out and back in with her thumb, then she stood and placed the phone down. “How are you feeling?” Her voice almost sounded sad. 

“Fine.” 

“Do you know we banned weapons at this camp?”

Logan stood still like a statue. He couldn’t even look up, Rutendo had his phone and others had— 

“Normally I’d banish you from camp.” 

Logan brought his eyes up.

Mrs. Hill almost appeared like her old self, a gleam in her eye, but the gleam faded away as she continued. “Given our current situation I will make an exception though, just make sure your swords remain hidden.” Sadness veiled her eyes and water formed in the corners. She shook her head and turned away, muttering to herself before taking a deep breath and turning back to Logan. “We have decided we should leave here. I want you, dear, and Corry to plan where we go.” 

Logan nodded and when Mrs. Hill gestured to the door Logan couldn’t step out fast enough. He almost crashed into Corry, who stood just outside the door. 

“Didn’t sound like much of a telling off?” 

Logan shrugged. It sure felt like one to me, even if she wasn’t yelling at me. He didn’t know what to do. He didn’t want to be around anyone, but he’d have to help pack. His sleeping tent wasn’t far, so he moved over to it as Glen stepped out. 

“Thanks for saving me earlier.” Glen tried smiling at Logan. A pale sheen stuck to his face, like he was going to be sick.

“You don’t look so great.” Corry grabbed Glen and eased him down so he could sit on the ground. 

“It’s what the soldiers said. They talked about Edward the Third being king. If that’s true we’re in the past.” 

“So we’re in the dark ages?” 

“No, that is not a real age in time. If what the soldiers said is correct, we are in the 14th century, which is actually during the late Middle Ages.” A bit of life returned to Glen’s face as he spoke.

He must be alright if he can correct Corry’s historical mistakes. 
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