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For my brother Dan,
with love.

There. Are you happy now?





The winter rain fell like cold splinters on Odyssey. John Avery 

Whittaker, or Whit as he is best known, stood at the front 

window of Whit’s End, his popular soda shop and discovery 

emporium. He watched the drops hit the grass that stretched 

out to the street. Cars splashed past. Men and women with large 

overcoats and billowing umbrellas crouched as they walked up 

and down the sidewalk. The grayness washed all color out of 

the day. 

I won’t get a lot of kids asking for ice cream today, he said to 

himself. He decided to get out an extra supply of hot choco-

late mix.

One man suddenly ducked from the main street and made 

his way up the sidewalk to the front door of the shop. He bur-

rowed deep into his coat to brace himself against the rain. One 

hand struggled with an umbrella. His other hand clutched a 

large, brown envelope. Whit smiled. It was Jack Allen, a child-

hood friend who now ran an antique shop in Odyssey. Whit was 

prologue
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always glad to spend time with Jack.

The small bell above the door jingled as Jack opened it and 

stepped in from the cold. “My word!” he said when he saw Whit 

by the window. “It’s a mess out there.”

“Hi, Jack,” Whit said. He walked over to the counter to fetch 

his friend something hot to drink. “What in the world are you 

doing out on a day like this?”

“I wanted to see you.” Jack closed his umbrella and leaned it 

against the wall. He took off his coat, shook some water from  

it, then hung it on the rack that stood next to the door. 

“Drink?” Whit held up a mug.

Jack nodded. “Coffee, please.”

Whit poured a mug for each of them. As he did, Jack sat 

down at the counter and dropped the envelope onto the mar-

ble top. 

“What’s that?” Whit asked.

“A manuscript I thought you’d be interested in.”

Whit gave Jack his mug of coffee. “A manuscript?” he asked.

“I found it in an old trunk I bought at an estate sale,” Jack 

explained. “You remember the McCutcheons, don’t you?” 

“Sure. Mrs. McCutcheon used to teach English at the mid-

dle school. She was a wonderful woman. Taught for nearly 

50 years, I think. Passed away a month and a half ago.” Whit 

smiled fondly as he remembered Maude McCutcheon. She was 

a kind and dedicated teacher, loved by everyone in Odyssey.
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“Her family decided to sell the house and almost everything 

in it. I went out yesterday for the auction. I bought some of the 

furniture, a few lamps and end tables, tapestries, and an old 

trunk from her attic.” Jack sipped his coffee. “The trunk was 

filled with old clothes, a few books, the usual odds and ends. 

Nothing remarkable—except this manuscript.”

“You think it’s remarkable?” Whit asked.

Jack gazed at his friend. “I’d like you to read it and tell me 

what you think.”

Whit opened the envelope and pulled out a thick notebook. 

The front of it had a standard black cover with a white panel in 

the center that said simply, “School Notebook.” It was bound in 

black adhesive on the spine.

“It’s a school book?” Whit said curiously. He opened the 

cover and saw page after page of neatly scripted handwriting on 

lined paper. “Somebody’s class assignment?”

Jack shook his head. “That’s what I thought until I read it. 

Now I’m not so sure.”

In the upper-right-hand corner of the first page was written 

the date: October 3, 1958. Whit couldn’t think of anything 

significant about the date. To the left, the author had written, 

“Chronicle of the Chosen.”

Whit looked at Jack. “That’s an interesting name.”

“Just wait until you read the story.”

“Ah!” Whit exclaimed, as if Jack had just given him an 
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important clue. “It’s a story. Fiction or nonfiction?”

“You tell me after you read it.”

“Is there an author? Do you know who wrote it?”

Jack smiled at him mischievously. “I won’t say a word about 

it. Just read it.”

“Okay, I’m hooked,” Whit said with a smile. “I’ll read it 

tonight.”

By the time Whit got home from the shop that evening, the rain 

had turned to a beautiful snow. It fell in heavy white flakes. The 

weatherman on the radio called for a couple of feet of it to settle 

by morning. Whit guessed that the roads around town would be 

impassable by then. No doubt the businesses would shut down 

the next day and the children would get the day off from school. 

Even as an adult, he loved days like that. He felt a delightful 

sense of peace and security when he was forced to stay at home 

on cold wintry mornings. Then again, he might pull out his sled 

and join the kids who were sure to be playing on Bennigan Hill 

after breakfast. 

Whit ate dinner, then made his way to the living room. He 

started a fire in the fireplace, got it to a satisfying heat, and sat 

down in his favorite chair with a cup of hot tea and the envelope 

Jack had given him. He opened the notebook and read once 

again, “The Chronicle of the Chosen.”
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“This isn’t a child’s handwriting,” he said thoughtfully to no 

one. The handwriting gave Whit the impression of maturity: 

a formal style of penmanship resulting from an old-fashioned, 

classical education.

“Kyle and Anna pressed on through the thick green forest,” 

the story began. . . . 
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Chapter

“Come on!” kyle ordered his younger sister impatiently. 
anna had been snagged by the wild underbrush. 

“I’m going as fast as I can,” she insisted. “Why don’t they have 
paths in these woods?”

“because they’re old woods, and nobody comes here any-
more,” kyle answered. “You remember what Uncle bill said. 
now hurry up!”

“Uncle bill might have been pulling our leg,” anna said. 
she broke free from the underbrush. old twigs snapped like 
firecrackers under her feet. “slow down, kyle!” she called as 
she raced to catch up. 

kyle slowed a little, but not enough for anna to notice. 
He was a stubborn 12-year-old who would never openly con-
cede to doing something nice for his 10-year-old sister. 

she puffed irritably behind him. “I knew this would 
happen,” she said. “I should have stayed with Grandma.”

“and get bored stiff,” kyle reminded her. 
anna didn’t respond. kyle was right. since they’d come 

to odyssey to stay with their grandparents at the beginning 
of the summer, they’d been bored. as a couple of “city kids,” 
they found it hard to cope with the slower pace and less-
sophisticated pleasures of a small town. Their grandparents 
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did their best to keep the two kids active, but there was only 
so much that could hold their interest. kyle and anna finally 
admitted to themselves that they’d made a big mistake when 
they let their parents talk them into going to odyssey for  
a month. 

a glimmer of hope arose, however, when their Uncle bill 
came to visit just last evening and told them about an old, 
mysterious house in the middle of the woods. He said it had 
been empty for years. some said it was haunted, others that 
it was magical, while still others claimed it once belonged to 
an eighteenth-century pirate who’d buried his treasure in the 
garden. “Whatever it is,” Uncle bill said, “it might be a fun 
way to pass the time.”

both Grandma and Grandpa pooh-poohed the story. 
neither of them could remember an old house in the woods. 
but Uncle bill insisted it was there, not far from darien’s 
Creek in what they called the black Forest.

kyle was immediately intrigued and wanted Uncle bill 
to draw a map. Uncle bill scribbled directions as well as he 
could remember them—he hadn’t been there since he was a 
child, he admitted. kyle said he would go the next day if it 
was all right with his grandparents. 

“sure, you can go,” his grandfather said. “but you won’t 
find anything.”

anna didn’t agree to go with kyle until the next morning. 
she didn’t really want to, but she thought it would be bet-
ter than holding Grandma’s yarn while she knitted. now—in 
the middle of the hot and humid black Forest—she thought 
of that yarn and a tall glass of lemonade and wished she’d 
stayed behind in spite of the boredom.

kyle tripped on a rock and fell, getting covered in dark 
mulch. dead leaves stuck to his close-cropped, blond hair. 
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Two circles of wet dirt formed on the knees of his jeans. “I’ll 
bet nobody’s walked through here in years,” he said happily.

anna didn’t understand her brother. How could he be 
happy? It upset her to discover that her white sneakers were 
now a spotted brown. Her pants were streaked and smudged 
with dirt and decaying bark. she had torn the sleeve on her 
shirt. This expedition was turning into a disaster as far as she 
was concerned.

and what would they do if they didn’t find a house? 
Worse, she thought, what if they did find it and it was all  
the things Uncle bill had said? Maybe that pirate still 
haunted the house, scaring away strangers who hoped to dig 
up his treasure.

“That would be cool!” kyle said when anna told him  
her worries.

no, she didn’t understand her brother at all.
Half an hour later, she was beyond trying to understand 

him and openly complained that it was time to go home. 
“The house doesn’t exist,” she said. “Uncle bill was just 
teasing us.”

kyle wouldn’t hear of it. “It’s around here somewhere. It 
has to be.”

another half hour went by, and anna began to worry out 
loud that they were lost. 

“We’re not lost!” kyle snapped. “I never should have let 
you come along. all you do is gripe, gripe, gripe!”

“I want to go home,” she said and abruptly sat down right 
where she was. “I’m tired and thirsty.”

kyle towered over her with his hands on his hips. “Then 
go home,” he told her. “I don’t care.”

“I’ll get lost,” she said.
“That’s not my problem.”
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“It will be if Mom and dad find out you let me wander 
around alone in some strange woods.” 

He groaned.
“You know I’m right.”
“You really get on my nerves,” he said with a frown.
“That makes us even.”
“Yeah, sure.” kyle glanced ahead longingly. He wanted 

to go on. but he had to admit—not out loud, though—that 
he was getting tired too. He sighed deeply, then said casually, 

“okay, let’s go back. but first you’d better knock that bug out 
of your hair.”

anna had long, thick, brown hair and lived in horror that 
a bug would hide in it somewhere. one night before bed, she 
had brushed a small spider out of it. she had screamed loudly 
enough to wake up the neighbors. The police had come. 
she’d had nightmares for a week.

If there had been any sleeping neighbors in these 
woods—or police—the situation would have repeated itself. 
she screamed out one long note, leaped to her feet, and 
danced wildly while flicking her hair with both hands. “Get 
it out! Get it out!” she shrieked.

of course the bug flew away the instant anna moved, but 
that didn’t stop her from screaming, dancing, and flicking for 
a full seven minutes.

as kyle tried to calm her down, he caught a glimpse of 
the house through the trees.

“This is incredible!” kyle exclaimed. “I told you we’d find it!”
The house stood awkwardly in an area so thick with 

trees that the sunlight couldn’t break through. It looked 
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completely out of place.
“What’s it doing here?” anna whispered. “It’s like it got 

lost from all the other houses and died here. Why would any-
one want to build a house in the middle of nowhere?” 

“I don’t know,” kyle said breathlessly as he circled around 
to the front. It was everything Uncle bill had said: big, empty, 
and mysterious. Part of it reminded him of an english castle, 
with walls made of large blocks of uncut stone and a tower 
sticking up from the corner. It had round, arched windows 
leading up to a conelike roof. Then it was as if the builder 
had gotten bored with that idea and decided to do something 
else. The rest of the house looked Gothic, with decorative 
gables, ornamental shingles, and shuttered windows jutting 
out of long walls. The porch was framed by intricate molding 
on the rails between the slim posts. It surrounded three sides 
of the house as if it were a belt meant to hold it all together.

kyle’s imagination went wild with images of pirates, 
secret meetings, and treasure. “Maybe darien’s Creek used to 
be a big river that led to the sea,” he said. “I’ll bet the pirates 
brought their ships in and hid here.”

“Pirates?” anna asked with a loud gulp. she hadn’t forgot-
ten the image of the ghost of a captain protecting his booty.

They slowly approached the steps leading up to the long 
front porch. Closer now, they could see how dark and dirty 
the place was. Windows were broken out. a tree had fallen 
and smashed through a wall on the far side. Portions of the 
roof had collapsed, the wood having given up its strength 
and decomposed a long time ago. kyle reached the front 
door. It was made of heavy wood, worn and scarred, with 
panels of glazed glass, most of which were shattered. 

“This is great!” kyle said.
anna lingered behind. she didn’t believe in haunted 
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houses, but this looked too much like the kind she’d seen in 
the movies.

“I don’t like it,” she groaned. “Let’s go home.” she knew 
kyle wouldn’t listen to her. He never listened to her. nobody 
did, as far as she was concerned. she was just a little girl 
without a voice.

He tried the door handle. It turned, and the door opened 
with a loud creaking sound. kyle winced at the smells of rot-
ten wood, mold, and animal droppings.

anna stayed by the steps. “kyle!” she called.
“stay out here if you want to,” he said. He was turned 

away from her, so she couldn’t see his wry smile. “I’m sure 
the bugs will leave your hair alone.”

anna hurried to kyle’s side and held on to his arm.
The house looked as bad on the inside as it did on the 

outside. Cobwebs clung to the corners of the cracked ceiling 
and chipped plaster walls. black smudges outlined the places 
where framed pictures had once hung. Leaves swirled and 
spread across the floor like brown fairies. nests of branches 
and bush filled some of the corners and the fireplaces. 

“Cool,” kyle whispered.
The lower floor was made up of what was once a spa-

cious living room, a library (with collapsed bookshelves), a 
dining room that led into what must have been the kitchen, 
and a small pantry. after their tour, anna insisted that they 
go home.

“not yet,” kyle said. “not until I see the whole house.” 
He started walking up the stairs. They protested with creaks 
and groans. 

anna looked around nervously and knew they’d made a 
mistake. They shouldn’t have come here. Why didn’t Uncle 
bill learn to keep his mouth closed? Why couldn’t she make 
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kyle listen to her?
“Hey! Is anybody here?” kyle suddenly called out when 

they reached the top of the stairs. 
anna jumped. “are you trying to give me a heart attack?” 

she protested.
“do you hear that?” he asked her softly, cocking his ear.
“Hear what?” 
He hesitated as he listened again. “Voices. I hear some-

one talking.”
“You’re trying to scare me,” anna said nervously.
“no, I’m serious,” kyle said, then crept along the second 

floor. “back here.”
“I don’t hear anything.” 
They passed a couple of open doors that led into what 

were probably bedrooms. Their condition was the same as 
that of the rooms on the first floor. 

“I don’t like this,” anna whispered again. The floor 
beneath her felt wobbly. They were walking on loose boards. 
kyle ignored her and pressed on down the corridor. He 
stopped at a closed door.

“In here,” kyle said softly. Putting his ear against the rot-
ten wood, he listened, then whispered, “someone’s in here.”

anna watched her brother carefully. Was he teasing her, 
or had he been out in the woods too long? 

“Can’t you hear them?”
“no,” she replied sullenly.
kyle shot her an annoyed look, then knelt down and 

peeked in the keyhole. His eyes grew wider than she’d ever 
seen them. He gasped. “There are people in there!”

“Cut it out, kyle,” she demanded. “You’re not funny.”  
all her instincts told her to run away as fast as she could. 
but she didn’t dare. she knew he’d never stop teasing  
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her for falling for his joke.
He continued in a low whisper, “It’s so weird! They’re 

dressed in old-fashioned clothes. Like . . . like . . . uniforms 
and . . .” He couldn’t find the words to describe it and gave 
up. “The room is full of furniture and paintings and . . .” His 
voice trailed off. “This doesn’t make any sense. How can 
there be a room like this in an abandoned house?”

anna tugged at his arm. “Let’s get out of here!” she 
begged. 

“but you have to see this,” he insisted.
“I don’t care! Let’s go before we get in trouble!”
“Look first. I want to prove I’m not crazy.” He stepped 

back so she could see into the keyhole. 
anna figured the only way to get kyle out of the house 

was to do what he said. she bent down to look. at first she 
didn’t see anything. she squinted and looked again. The 
room was there, but it was as empty and run-down as the rest 
of the house. “I don’t see anything,” she said.

“Look harder!” kyle whispered.
she did. The room was still empty and run-down. 

“kyle—” she began to say.
suddenly they heard a loud crack. The floorboards 

beneath kyle’s feet buckled, then gave way. kyle shouted as 
he fell backward. His hands clawed at the air. anna reached 
for him, but it was too late. He crashed through the floor.

anna crawled on her hands and knees to the edge of the 
gaping hole of old wood and splinters. “kyle!” she screamed.

she couldn’t see below. The hole was black except for 
a swirling cloud that anna thought was dust from the ceil-
ing plaster. The cloud spun around and around but didn’t 
clear. If kyle was down there, anna couldn’t figure out where  
he was. 
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“kyle! are you all right?” she called out. He didn’t answer. 
Certain he was hurt, anna got to her feet to run to the stairs. 
The floorboards in front of her also cracked loudly. The 
whole floor is going to cave in, she thought. she stepped back, 
pressed herself against the wall, then slid along to the closed 
bedroom door. “kyle!” she cried. 

she felt for the doorknob and prayed it wasn’t locked, 
suddenly desperate for someplace safe. It turned easily. she 
pushed the door open and carefully inched backward into 
the room, turned on her heel to walk in, and was suddenly 
engulfed in a bright, white light.

Nobody ever listens to me was the last thing she thought 
before the light drew her in.





Chapter

Kyle instantly realized three things. First, he knew that 
he’d fallen through the floor but hadn’t landed on the 

ground below. He was in a sitting position, leaning against 
something hard. second, he couldn’t see anything because he 
was wrapped up in a large cloth. Third, he heard the distinct 
sound of a sword fight going on somewhere nearby. He was 
by no means an expert on sword fighting—all he knew he’d 
seen at the movies—but the sound of men’s grunts and the 
ching of the sabers hitting each other was unmistakable.

He struggled to free himself from the cloth entangling 
him. He pushed hard with his arms in both directions and 
felt the fabric loosen. another push, then one more, and he 
was uncovered. His mouth fell open at what he saw. Two men 
were sword fighting in the center of an ornate study. one was 
silver-haired with a thick mustache. He wore an impressive 
navy-blue uniform with epaulets and gold stitching around 
the sleeves. The other was much younger, with curly dark 
hair and a slender, clean-shaven face. He was dressed in a 
loose white shirt and old-fashioned breeches that tucked into 
his black boots.

kyle stood up. With a glance, he realized he had been 
sitting behind a thick velvet curtain, his back to a wall 
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containing an open window. It was night outside. What in the 
world is going on here? he wondered as he watched the two 
men fight. one thing was certain: The men were not practic-
ing. With each thrust and parry, one tried to wound the other. 

“no one needs to get hurt,” the younger man said. “I want 
only your medals.”

The older man wheezed as he dodged the younger man’s 
sword and said, “and I want only your head!”

several voices shouted from the hallway, “Commander! 
Commander!” someone pounded on the closed door to 
the study. The handle turned rapidly but didn’t open. The 
pounding grew more fierce. They’re going to break the door 
down, kyle feared.

With quick thrusts, the younger man drove the older 
man across the room until he was trapped against the large 
white marble fireplace. The fire in it popped and crackled, 
the flames threatening to lick the heels of the older man’s 
boots. The younger man suddenly grabbed the older man’s 
sword-fighting arm and banged it against the mantel with 
such force that the sword fell from his hand. 

Pressing the point of his sword against the older man’s 
throat, the younger man said breathlessly, “and now, your 
medal, please?”

The older man growled, “You dishonor yourself, sir.” 
“It wouldn’t be the first time,” the younger man answered 

with a laugh.
seeing that he had no choice, the older man grabbed the 

medal on his chest and tore it from his jacket. “I hope you 
are satisfied,” he said as he thrust the medal into the younger 
man’s hand.

“Completely,” the young man said. “now, if you’ll forgive 
me . . .” He grabbed a vase from the mantel and hit the older 
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man across the head with it. The older man fell to the floor. 
“I’m so sorry,” the younger man said sincerely. With a light 
step, he spun toward the window and saw kyle for the first 
time. He held up his saber. “Hello, lad,” he said. “I didn’t see 
you there. Please thank your master for his hospitality.”

“He’s not my master,” kyle said. For some reason, he 
wasn’t afraid of the swordsman. “I don’t even know what I’m 
doing here.”

The pounding at the door grew more rhythmic. The men 
were obviously throwing their full weight against it in uni-
son. The wood began to crack around the frame. 

“You had better figure it out soon,” the young man said.  
“I don’t think our friends on the other side of the door will 
take kindly to strangers.”

kyle felt a sick feeling in his stomach and looked at the 
door, just in time to see the older man silently struggle to his 
feet. He had a fire poker in his hand, and suddenly he lunged 
at the younger man’s back. “Watch out!” kyle shouted.

The young man swung around, raising his guard just 
in time to stab the older man in the side. The older man 
dropped the poker and fell to his knees, clutching his wound.

“blast!” the younger man said with irritation. “I told you  
I didn’t want anyone to get hurt.”

The older man cursed at him. 
at the window, the young man sheathed his sword and 

leaned toward kyle. “You saved my life, and I thank you,” he 
said. “now, if you have no specific plans, I suggest you come 
with me.”

“To where?” kyle asked.
“anywhere but here,” the young man said with a smile 

and stepped through the window onto the ledge. kyle fol-
lowed instinctively. 
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“Whoa!” kyle said when he saw that they were on the 
second floor. 

soldiers were gathering on the patio below, holding 
torches in their hands. one pointed up at them and shouted, 

“There!”
“keep moving and don’t look down,” the young man said 

to kyle. The ledge was only about half a foot wide, and they 
had to balance themselves carefully against the wall as they 
crept along the side of the mansion.

one of the soldiers fired a pistol at them. Chunks of 
granite sprayed the side of kyle’s face. “ouch!” he cried.

The young man reached behind his back and produced 
a small handgun. He fired a couple of shots down toward 
the soldiers, apparently not to hit them but only to make 
them scatter. They did so with a lot of shouts and rude 
exclamations.

“Quickly now!” the young man commanded.
They shuffled to the corner of the building, where they 

leaped to an adjoining roof. Catlike, they raced along the 
roof, around another section of the house, and then jumped 
to the top of a small building. kyle noticed that this building 
seemed to be part of a large wall separating the mansion and 
its gardens from a forest. somewhere the soldiers were shout-
ing things like, “I think he went this way!” and “no, over 
here!” but their voices grew distant as the young man led 
kyle along a dark stretch of the wall. The young man then 
knelt down and swung himself from the top of the wall to a 
horse waiting below. kyle hesitated. 

“Come on, lad,” the young man said. “You can be sure 
you’re not welcome here.”

kyle crawled over the side of the wall. With helping hands 
from the young man, he landed behind him on the horse. 
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“Put your arms around my waist and keep your head 
down!” the young man shouted over his shoulder. He then 
nudged the horse to get moving. They raced into the dark 
forest.

How the young man or the horse knew where they were 
going in the black woods, kyle couldn’t guess. He knew only 
to hold on tight and pray they wouldn’t be scooped from 
the horse by a wayward branch or tripped up by a fallen 
tree. To his amazement, they weren’t. after a couple of miles, 
they reached an incline. at the top, they were suddenly sur-
rounded by a dozen men, also on horseback. 

“did you get them, General?” one of the men asked as he 
saluted.

“I did,” the young man said with a hearty laugh. “Is the 
train ready?”

“This way,” another man said—and they were all off again. 
as they rode through another forest, kyle wondered, 

Where is this place? Have I stumbled onto some strange sec-
tion of Odyssey? They splashed through a small brook and 
emerged into an open field. something in the sky caught 
kyle’s attention: a brightness more luminous than any full 
moon he had ever seen. He looked a second time, not believ-
ing what he was seeing.

The sky held two moons. one was large and white, the 
other nearly half the size and slightly orange.

I’m not in Odyssey anymore, he thought.

Like kyle, anna found herself blinded. but she wasn’t 
wrapped up in a curtain; she seemed to be in some sort of 
closet. What happened? she wondered. one minute she was 
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staring into a bright white light, and the next she was sitting 
in thick darkness. Had she stepped into this strange place 
when she backed into the room? That didn’t make sense. she 
had seen through the keyhole a big, empty room, not a closet. 
Had she fallen along with kyle and was now unconscious 
and dreaming?

she pushed coats and other clothes aside and saw a 
sliver of light at the bottom of what was certainly a door. 
she reached for the handle and opened the door just a crack. 
she heard men’s voices. she stopped, afraid of who the men 
might be. Maybe they were the men kyle had seen through 
the keyhole. 

Whoever they were, they didn’t sound happy. They were 
in a full-blown shouting match. anna tried to position her-
self to see what was going on. she caught a glimpse of one 
man pacing back and forth on a colorfully patterned carpet 
in front of several tall windows covered with white curtains. 
He was a large, older man with wild, brown hair and a heavy 
beard and mustache, all streaked with gray. His arms were 
clasped behind his back, except when he occasionally ges-
tured frantically with his right hand. He had a set frown on 
his brow.

“I can’t believe what I’m hearing!” the man shouted in 
a low, lionlike voice. “My own son plays the fool with me!”

another man, this one much younger, stepped into 
view. He had all the looks of the older man, except he had 
nicely groomed, wavy hair and a thin mustache. anna knew 
instantly that the young man was the son of the elder. both 
were dressed in old-fashioned uniforms, the kind anna had 
seen in her history textbooks. The coats had epaulets on 
the shoulders and an insignia of an eagle on their chests. 
she thought for a moment and remembered from historical 



 Chapter Two 23

movies she’d seen that men wore uniforms like that in 
england and Germany back in the late 1800s. she couldn’t 
imagine why anyone would wear such clothes in 1958.

“Father, listen to reason,” the son pleaded.
“am I not the king?” the older man asked, gesturing 

wildly. “King Lawrence! doesn’t that mean anything to any-
one? and aren’t you my successor? Will you not be King 
George one day?” 

The prince didn’t answer. He leaned against a large 
wooden desk and folded his arms. His expression was one 
of weariness, as if he knew that there was no talking to his 
father when he got like this.

The king continued, “so what am I to think when the 
people of my nation talk about one of my generals as if he 
should be king instead of me? eh? answer me that!”

“You know how people are,” Prince George appealed. 
“They’re fickle. General darien is everyone’s hero now. 
People talk like that about their heroes.”

“They once spoke about me that way—and I was made 
their king as a result!” The king slammed his fist against the 
desktop. “don’t you see it, boy? all darien has to do is sim-
ply hint that he would like to be their king and we’re done 
for! We’ll have a revolution!”

Prince George shook his head and said, “but darien 
wouldn’t do that. darien has no interest in being king. His 
allegiance is to you, Father. He knows you are the man 
selected by the Unseen one to be king of this country. He 
honors that. He honors you. Why else would he win so many 
victories against the Palatians in your name?” 

“Your friendship with him has made you blind. He will 
betray me—and you—and our entire succession.” 

“Why worry about our family? With his impending  
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marriage to Princess Michelle, we’ll all rule as a family any-
way.” Prince George drifted toward a large bookcase and 
looked as if he were going to choose a book from the shelf.

The king laughed without humor. “He’ll marry Michelle 
if he fulfills his vow.”

Prince George turned to him. “That was a ridiculous vow, 
and I’m sorry you let him go through with it. Imagine letting 
your best general risk his life to retrieve a few medals—”

“one hundred medals is not ‘a few.’ It will be quite 
impressive if he can get them without dying in the process.”

“but to dare him like you did! What could he do but 
accept your dare?”

The king spread his arms. “darien is a peasant at 
heart. To marry the daughter of royalty would have seemed  
above his station. He had to do something to prove him- 
self to us. asking him to retrieve 100 Palatian medals  
seemed reasonable.”

“are you sure you weren’t hoping he’d get killed along 
the way?”

The king looked deliberately at his son and said, 
“Whatever happens will be darien’s doing, not mine.”

“but to go through all that for Michelle,” Prince George 
said, exasperated. “she’s beneath him!”

“be careful what you say about your own sister. she’ll 
keep darien in his place.”

“Mary was the one for darien, and you know it.”
“I needed Mary to wed the prince of albany. It was good 

politics and good for our nation’s security. With albany as an 
ally, we’ll be much safer in the northern Territories.”

“It was unconscionable to promise Mary to darien, then 
give her to albany,” Prince George persisted.

The king shrugged. “You’ll learn one day that the king 
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must make many hard decisions for the sake of his people.”
“It’s interesting to me that you make these ‘hard decisions’ 

and they all seem designed to hurt darien.”
The king smiled wryly. “Is darien not man enough to 

handle it?”
“darien is a great man!” Prince George exclaimed sharply. 

“and he will be loyal to you no matter what you do to him.”
“We’ll see about that,” the king replied.
Prince George faced his father and said softly, “You con-

tinually wrong a man who has done you no harm. There are 
others in your army who need closer watching.”

“Like whom?”
Just then the phone on the desk rang, the bell loud 

and shrill. Prince George picked up the receiver. “Yes?” He 
paused, listened, then frowned. “send him in.”

a few seconds later, a uniformed man with short-cropped 
hair, handlebar mustache, and a scar on his cheek entered. 

“sire,” he said with a quick bow.
“General Liddell,” the king said. “What news do you 

bring?”
“I’ve received word from the Palatian border that General 

darien has successfully returned from his mission and is 
on his way home to the capital by train. He’ll arrive here 
tomorrow.”

The king’s face turned red. “What?” he roared.
“That is good news!” Prince George said with an eye to 

his father. “did he capture the 100 medals?”
“I don’t know,” General Liddell said as he moved toward 

the closet. anna shrank back, afraid he would see her 
through the crack.

“I’m sure he did!” Prince George clapped his hands 
happily. “If you’ll excuse me, Father, I’d like to make 
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arrangements for a feast to celebrate darien’s return.”
The king waved a dismissive hand at him. Prince George 

strode out, laughing as he went.
The king slammed his fist on the desk again furiously. 

“What will it take to get rid of this man?” he asked. 
“What would you like me to do, my king?” General 

Liddell asked.
The two men gazed at each other for a moment. “There 

are things we can discuss,” the king said.
General Liddell smiled. “I’m sure there are. You need 

only say the word.”
king Lawrence gestured to his general. “Let’s walk in the 

garden for a while.”
The two men left.
anna waited a moment and tried to sort out everything 

that had happened. It was more than she could cope with. 
Where was she? Who were these people? How did she get 
from an abandoned house in the middle of the woods to this 
fancy room? 

It was a dream, she decided. and the best way back to 
the real world was to get out of this closet—and out of this 
house. she gently pushed the door open, peeked around 
to be sure she was alone, and tiptoed across the room. The 
décor was more awesome than she could see from the closet. 
There were busts on marble pedestals in every corner, large 
sofas and chairs with upholstery of intricate tapestry, glass-
covered bookcases, and an enormous fireplace. an ornate 
clock chimed in the corner. she gaped at the room, wishing 
she had time to look it over more thoroughly. she opened the 
door slowly and stuck her head into the hall. suddenly, large 
hands grabbed her roughly.

“Just as I suspected,” General Liddell growled from 
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behind her. “a spy.”
The king, who stood nearby, clucked his tongue. 

“However did you see her in the closet, General?” he said. 
“You’re amazing.” 

“I’m not a spy!” anna protested. 
“notice how oddly she’s dressed,” the king said, “as if she 

wishes to be disguised as a boy!”
anna glanced down self-consciously at her blouse with 

the torn sleeve and her smudged pants. “I’m not disguised as 
a boy,” she insisted. “These are my clothes.” she added with 
a heartfelt plea, “You have to help me! I’m lost.”

“Lost in the king’s palace?” the general asked suspiciously. 
“How is that possible?”

In a torrent of words, anna told the general and the king 
about odyssey, the old house, and the bright white light. 
They laughed at her. 

“normally we put spies to death,” General Liddell said.
anna began to cry. “I didn’t do anything wrong. I don’t 

know how I got here!”
The king looked over anna carefully, then told General 

Liddell, “Give her to Titus. He’ll know what to do with her.”
General Liddell pulled anna through the palace, up and 

down several flights of stairs, and down a long, dark hallway 
until they were in a quiet, nearly deserted section. He opened 
a large, wooden door that led into a little-used courtyard. 
across the dirty pavement, past a dry, cracked fountain, sat a 
broken-down shack. “Titus!” the general shouted.

Titus was as round as he was tall. His torn trousers and 
stained shirt could barely contain his enormous form. His 
jowls flapped when he spoke, and his bald head glimmered 
with sweat no matter what the temperature around him. 
When he smiled, which he only ever did cruelly, one noticed 
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that half his teeth were missing. anna’s first impression was 
that he was the kind of man you would expect to sell little 
kids into slavery. Her impression was right. That’s exactly 
what he did.

Titus bowed as low as his bulky frame would let him. 
“My general,” he said.

“We found this trespasser in the king’s study. sell her as 
a slave,” General Liddell ordered as he pushed anna to the 
ground. 

“Very good, sir. The dealers meet in the morning.”
“don’t explain,” General Liddell said. “Just see to it.” He 

turned and left the same way he had come.
“Hello, little girl,” Titus leered, then poked a finger at her 

pants. “or are you a girl? You dress like a boy.”
“It’s a mistake!” anna cried out.
Titus dragged anna from the courtyard and down into a 

damp cellar that could be best described as a dungeon. The 
door even had bars on the window. He took her to a corner 
littered with moldy straw. 

“You won’t make me stay in here!” anna cried. “Please 
don’t make me stay in here!”

Titus laughed. Using rope, he tied her to an iron ring 
attached to the wall. “night night,” he said and marched out, 
slamming the large door behind him. He peeked through the 
barred window. “I wouldn’t sleep much if I were you. The 
rats like to nibble.” 

anna screamed.



Chapter

Kyle was on a steam train, the kind with an enormous 
chimney on top of the front engine. It puffed, whooshed, 

and whistled its way through the dark countryside. kyle 
had followed the general—darien was his name—onto the 
train, where the general told his entire regiment how kyle 
had warned him about the fire poker and saved his life. The 
men gave kyle extra-special consideration after that, offering 
him a hot meal and a comfortable berth in which to sleep. 
but sleep was the last thing kyle wanted. He had dozens of 
questions about where he was and how he got there and who 
these people were. General darien smiled at the boy and said 
they would talk after a good night’s rest. kyle was sure he’d 
never rest—until his head hit the pillow. He slept until dawn.

kyle was awake before anyone else. He climbed down 
from the berth and discovered his clothes, washed and dried, 
hanging on a hook nearby. He put them on, then walked 
softly down the passageway. It stretched the length of the 
train car, with sleeping berths stacked up on both sides. He 
could hear some of the soldiers snoring behind the curtains 
that gave the small compartments their privacy.

a sentry stood guard at the end of the car. He eyed kyle 
carefully, remembered who the boy was, and said that he 

3
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could get breakfast in the dining car, two cars ahead. kyle 
thanked him and stepped through the door into the chilly 
morning air. He lingered there only a minute—just long 
enough to be impressed with the beautiful green countryside 
they rolled past. The train jolted, and kyle decided he should 
get into the next car. Unlike the previous car, with berths 
stacked up along the passageway, this one had room-sized 
compartments with doors. apart from the rattle and hum of 
the train itself, everything was quiet.

kyle went through to the next car, where tables were set 
up for dining, just as the sentry had said. a man in a white 
jacket smiled at kyle and gestured to a window seat at one 
of the tables. kyle sat down. before he could say anything at 
all, the man had placed a glass of orange juice and a glass of 
milk in front of him.

“Compliments of the general,” the man said. “He told me 
to give you the full treatment.”

kyle liked being treated like a hero.
Light poured in through the window. kyle craned his 

neck to see if this world had more than one sun. He found 
himself squinting at just one, which was rising on the hori-
zon. but the fields and trees that lay in front of it seemed 
somehow brighter, more vibrant, and greener than anything 
he’d seen in odyssey or the rest of his world. He leaned back 
in the chair and wondered if it was a trick of the light or per-
haps only his imagination.

The train whistle sounded as they passed through a sta-
tion. kyle looked out the window in time to see dozens of 
people on the platform. some waved and shouted enthusias-
tically. others held signs saying things like “Hooray General 
darien!” and “General darien, our hero.”

“Wow,” kyle said to himself.
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“They love him, you know,” a man said to kyle. startled, 
kyle looked over to the end of the table. The man standing 
there was dressed in a double-breasted gray uniform with 
medals on his chest. He had a wrinkled brow that made him 
look stern, though his face was young. He had wavy red hair 
and wore a goatee. The man pulled out a chair and sat down 
across the table from kyle. “May I?” he asked after he’d 
already sat down. “I’m Colonel oliver.”

“I’m kyle.”
“oh, I know who you are,” Colonel oliver said softly. 

“You’re the boy who saved our general’s life. and for that, 
we’re eternally grateful. but I’d like to know who you really 
are and what you’re up to.”

The words came so fast and the tone stayed so pleasant 
that, for a moment, kyle didn’t catch on to what the colonel 
was saying. “Up to?” he asked.

“don’t toy with me, young man. How did you wind up in 
that room when the general was there?”

kyle shook his head. “I don’t know.”
“You can do better than that.”
“no, I’m serious—I don’t know,” kyle said defensively. 

“one minute I was in an empty house, falling through the 
floorboards, and the next minute I was in that room. I don’t 
know how it happened. see, I was visiting my grandparents 
in odyssey, and my sister and I—”

Colonel oliver held up a hand and said, “spare me  
the details.”

“I just wanted to explain that—”
“I knew you wouldn’t answer directly.” Colonel oliver 

leaned forward on the table. “be sure, boy, that I’ll be 
keeping my eye on you. If you’re really working for the 
Palatians, I’ll find out about it. even if you’re not, I’m going 
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to find out who and what you are.”
a jovial voice called out from the doorway, “What  

he is? I’ll tell you what he is, my dear colonel. He’s my guard-
ian angel!” 

Colonel oliver leaped to his feet and saluted.
General darien stepped into the car and strode briskly to 

the table. He patted kyle on the back. “don’t mind Colonel 
oliver,” he said kindly. “He’s paid to be suspicious. It’s what 
often keeps us all alive.” Then, turning to the colonel, he 
said, “Thank you, ollie.”

Colonel oliver understood the cue that he was expected 
to leave. He saluted again and, with one last glaring look at 
kyle, walked over to a table at the opposite end of the car.

“Mind if I sit down?” General darien asked.
“Yes . . . I mean, no. I mean, please sit down,” kyle said.
The general did and signaled to the waiter for a cup of 

coffee. “I only have a minute,” he said. “did you sleep well? 
are you rested?”

“Yes, sir. Thank you.”
“Good,” the general said and fiddled with the buttons on 

his uniform. Like Colonel oliver’s, it was gray and heavily 
decorated with medals. “sorry, but I can’t stand to wear this 
thing. Uniforms give me a rash. Give me regular shirts and 
trousers any day.” He smiled, and it almost seemed to kyle 
that his teeth and eyes sparkled when he did. kyle decided 
the general couldn’t be much older than 25. He was like the 
older brother kyle always wished he’d had—or would one 
day be.

The coffee arrived. General darien dropped a splash of 
cream into it, then gazed at kyle for a moment. “You don’t 
look like a Palatian,” he said. “and I wouldn’t guess that 
you’re from Marus, either.”
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“Marus? Where is Marus?” kyle asked.
The general looked surprised. “You’ve never heard  

of Marus?”
“no, sir. Where is it?”
“You’re riding through it, lad.” The general chuckled. 

“Perhaps I should be quiet and allow you to tell me from 
where you’ve come. I’m curious—not suspicious, mind you, 
but curious.”

kyle drank his milk and ate a bowl of oatmeal and some 
toast with jam, all in the time it took to tell General darien 
his story. The general asked one or two questions but didn’t 
say anything otherwise. When kyle finished, the general 
leaned back in his chair. “That’s a remarkable story,” he said.

“It’s true!” kyle said. He had no doubt that his story 
sounded crazy. It sounded crazy even to him.

The general rubbed his chin and told kyle, “I’ve never 
heard of any of the places you say you’re from. explaining 
how you got here is probably impossible. I’d suggest it’s all 
a dream, but you’re real enough and so am I, so that knocks 
that out of our consideration.” He thought for a moment. 

“When we have the chance, I’ll take you to the old Judge. 
He’s wise about such things. Maybe he can explain it.”

“I hope so,” kyle said. “I’m worried about my sister. she 
might get lost if she tries to find her way back to my grand-
parents. oh—my grandparents! They’ll be worried, too.”

“don’t worry about it, kyle. We’re all in the hands of the 
Unseen one.” kyle wanted to ask who the Unseen one was, 
but the general stood up. “Meanwhile, you’re my personal 
guest. It’s the least I can do for the service you did for me. 
now, if you’ll excuse me, I have to meet with my officers. a 
boring business meeting.” He winked and smiled as he left.

Later in the morning, kyle came upon a group of boys in 
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another car who were polishing boots, cleaning pistols, and 
shining swords. They were cadets whose sole purpose at this 
stage of their life was to make sure the officers were catered 
to. kyle was pleased to meet up with boys his own age. The 
adults were polite enough, but none of them besides the gen-
eral had gone out of his way to speak to him.

The boys were extremely curious about kyle and weren’t 
shy about asking him more questions than he had answers 
for. once again, he told his story about how he wound up in 
the Palatian general’s mansion. They were silent as they lis-
tened and went about their work. kyle couldn’t tell if they 
believed him or not.

one of the boys finally said, “That’s quite a story. I hope 
it’s true. otherwise you’re one of the best liars I ever met.”

kyle protested that he wasn’t a liar, but he knew it 
wouldn’t make any difference. Why should anyone believe 
him? 

“since you’ve been asking me a lot of questions, do you 
mind if I ask you a few?” he said.

The boys said they didn’t mind.
“For starters, where are we going?” 
a fair-haired boy replied, “We’re going to our capital. It’s 

called sarum. General darien is taking back his ‘prizes’ ”—at 
this the rest of the boys giggled—“from the Palatians. They’re 
our enemies, by the way. and then the king will let General 
darien marry his daughter.”

“I don’t understand,” kyle said. “General darien went 
into enemy territory to bring back prizes so he could marry 
the king’s daughter? If he’s a general, why didn’t the king just 
say yes?”

The fair-haired boy smiled indulgently and answered, 
“You honestly don’t know anything about Marus, do you?”
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“I really don’t.”
“Well,” the boy began, “General darien wasn’t always 

a general. In fact, he wasn’t even raised to be a soldier.  
a couple of years ago, he was just a farm boy out in one of 
the crop-growing counties. but after he killed Commander 
soren—”

“Commander soren?”
“He was Palatia’s greatest leader,” another boy interjected.
The fair-haired one continued. “Commander soren and 

the Palatian army invaded—”
“as usual,” the second boy said with mock boredom.
The fair-haired one shot him an impatient look. “anyway, 

they had our army cornered near Glendale. That’s a town in 
the southwest part of the country, near the mines. We rode 
past it in the middle of the night.”

“He doesn’t want a geography lesson,” one of the other 
boys said, then spat on a boot to polish it. 

The fair-haired boy went on. “The story goes that darien 
and his brothers had decided to enlist in the army to battle 
the Palatians. They arrived at Glendale just when it looked as 
if king Lawrence was about to surrender to soren.

“When darien heard this, he was furious. He couldn’t 
believe that the people of Marus would ever surrender to the 
Palatians, under any condition. He made such a fuss about 
it that an officer grabbed him and dragged him in front of 
the king to get permission to put him to death for treason. 
darien laughed at the idea. He said it was better to be put 
to death for treason than to become a slave to the Palatians.

“The king was amazed at darien’s arrogance. darien said 
that the king, of all people, should know that the Unseen 
one would protect them and give them victory. The king 
called him a fanatic and said that if he was so confident about 
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the Unseen one, maybe he should go out and do something 
about the Palatians himself. darien took the dare and said 
that he would.

“The whole army watched with their mouths hanging 
open as darien headed straight across the battlefield. He 
didn’t have on a uniform, he didn’t take a pistol or a rifle—
he didn’t have any protection at all.” The fair-haired boy 
stopped for a moment. by now, every boy in the car had put 
down his work and was listening.

“Commander soren was told by his soldiers that a boy 
from Marus was walking across the field. soren was angry. He 
expected king Lawrence to come himself to surrender. ‘He 
sent me a boy?’ soren yelled. ‘Give me my rifle. I’ll send that 
boy back with a message—as a corpse.’ soren took his rifle 
and headed across the field toward darien.

“They got closer and closer to each other. soren started 
to curse at darien. darien didn’t flinch. Then, still walking, 
soren lifted up his rifle and took aim at darien. darien didn’t 
lose a step. He kept on going. soren laughed and started to 
squeeze the trigger. darien yelled, ‘To the glory of the Unseen 
one!’ and that made soren angry. 

“ ‘I won’t shoot this pup,’ soren said and threw down his 
rifle. He pulled his sword from its sheath. ‘I’ll send him back 
to king Lawrence in pieces!’ Meanwhile, darien kept walk-
ing toward soren, who raised his sword. When he was just 
a few feet from soren, darien pulled out a pocketknife—the 
one he whittles with. It’s a little thing; maybe he’ll show it 
to you sometime. anyway, with a flick of his wrist, darien 
threw that little knife at soren. It hit him right in the heart. 
My father was there, and he saw the whole thing. It hit soren 
in the heart, and he died right where he stood.

“did darien stop and turn back? no. darien kept right 
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on walking, went up to the commander’s dead body, grabbed 
his rifle, and started firing like a madman at the Palatians. 
everyone was so shocked that they didn’t have time to think. 
The Palatians started to run, and king Lawrence, seeing the 
opportunity, yelled for his men to attack. They did, and they 
beat the Palatians back to the border.”

“That’s amazing,” kyle said, wide-eyed. 
The fair-haired boy nodded. “since then, he’s become one 

of our greatest generals. ever. The whole country loves him.”
“and it all started with just a pocketknife?”
“a pocketknife and the power of the Unseen one,” 

another boy said.
kyle cocked an eyebrow. “so who is this Unseen one that 

everybody keeps talking about?”
“not everybody talks about the Unseen one,” the fair-

haired boy answered. “We do because we believe. but once 
you get off this train, you won’t find very many people who 
believe anymore.”

“but what is the Unseen one?” kyle asked.
The fair-haired boy opened his mouth to speak, but a bell 

suddenly rang. “The officers want us,” he said, and, quick as 
rabbits, the boys jumped up and raced out of the train car.





Chapter

Her wrists tied with a thick rope, anna was led by Titus 
like a dog on a leash. From the palace, they weaved 

their way through litter-strewn alleys and passages until they 
emerged in a large market area. at the edge, Titus untied 
anna but instantly grabbed her arm in his big hand. “You’ll 
behave or suffer the consequences,” he said.

she winced at the dazzling sunlight and felt as if her eyes 
were being assaulted by brighter colors than she’d ever seen 
before. Titus led her past booths and stalls filled with fruit, 
vegetables, meat, newspapers, household items, and even 
live animals. Men in smocks and women in aprons busied 
themselves with their work, while some chatted idly about 
the weather and the state of the economy. all had a look and 
clothes that reminded anna of pictures she’d seen in her his-
tory books of the Civil War. The market smelled of animals 
and earth, with an occasional hint of freshly baked bread.

anna hadn’t eaten or slept all night. Though no rats had 
come to nibble on her, she hadn’t wanted to take the chance 
that they might. she had spent the entire night awake and 
hoping she’d snap out of this awful dream.

she pleaded with Titus whenever she had the chance. she 
told him again and again that he was making a big mistake and 

4
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even threatened him with what her parents would do if they 
found out he was treating her so badly. He told her repeatedly 
to shut up or he’d belt her. but he did let go of her arm.

Halfway across the market, anna tripped and fell into a 
puddle of mud. That made Titus angry, and he began to kick 
at her to get up. she easily dodged the thrusts of his short, 
stumpy legs. That made him even angrier. 

“Get up!” He kicked out harder and harder. she quickly 
evaded him. He thrust out his leg in the hardest kick of all, 
lost his balance, and fell into the mud with a large splat. If the 
situation weren’t so serious, anna might have giggled over 
how silly the two of them must have looked. a crowd had 
gathered and did what anna dare not: They laughed.

“You’re going to get yours!” Titus spat, his face beet red.
before she could get out of reach, he roughly grabbed her 

arm. He climbed to his feet, not caring whether he twisted 
her arm this way or that to do it, and yanked her up. “I’m not 
sure what your value will be once I thrash you for this,” he 
growled, “but I don’t care anymore!”

“Help me!” anna called out to the crowd on the gamble 
that they might respond. “He’s going to make me a slave!”

The crowd immediately went about their business as if 
nothing had happened—or was about to happen—to the 
poor girl. anna felt the sting of despair as Titus jerked her 
out of the mud. 

“What goes on, Titus?” inquired a low, gravelly voice. 
Titus swung around to see who spoke. “What?” he said.
an old man stepped around from behind a vegetable 

booth. He had a slender, pale face with wild, white hair and 
a thin beard and mustache. He wore a long, black overcoat 
that seemed to droop from his skeletal body. Underneath, 
anna noticed that he wore a collarless shirt, waistcoat, and 
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old-fashioned breeches, stockings, and shoes—like the 
people who had lived during the american revolution. It 
was an odd contrast to the way everyone else was dressed.

“I want to know what you are doing,” the old man said.
anna heard Titus’s sharp intake of breath. He recog-

nized the old man. “You’re here!” Titus said. “I thought you  
were . . .”

“dead?”
“no, no, of course not. The entire nation would know 

about that. I just thought that you were . . . were ill.”
“Too ill to come visit our lovely capital?”
“I thought you and the king . . . had an understanding.”
“The king and I have an understanding. but it’s probably 

not the same understanding. However, there is one thing I do 
understand: slavery was outlawed in Marus years ago. before 
you were born. How do I know? because I was the one who 
outlawed it. now let the girl go.”

Titus tried to sound tough. “I obey the king and his offi-
cers. You have no authority over me.”

“don’t I?” the old man asked as he took a step forward. 
Titus stepped back, his grip loosening on anna’s arm.

“no,” Titus said, less sure of himself.
“Let me tell you a little something about authority,” the 

old man said with a smile. “It is given, not taken. My author-
ity comes from the Unseen one. From where do the king and 
his officers get their authority?”

“From . . . from . . .” Titus stammered, but he never found 
an answer.

The old man held up a finger. “a man your size shouldn’t 
wrestle around in the mud with small children. It’s not 
healthy. Your heart might not be up to it. Perhaps you should 
have a rest.”
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Titus suddenly gasped, then collapsed back into the mud. 
His eyes rolled up in their sockets, then closed, and his mas-
sive form relaxed.

anna quickly moved away from him. “What happened?” 
she asked. “Is he all right?”

“He’s having a little nap,” the old man responded. “He’ll 
wake up sooner or later.” The old man stooped to look anna 
full in the face. “Tell me your story, young lady. You’re not 
from around here, are you?”

“no, sir.”
“You’re not even from this country, am I correct?”
“Yes, sir. You’re correct.”
The old man gazed at her thoughtfully. “You’re not safe 

here. I suggest you come with me.”
“but . . . why? Who are you?”
The man smiled again. “I am the old Judge.”
The name meant nothing to anna, but he had saved her, 

and that was reason enough to go with him. as she and the 
old Judge walked past staring eyes in the marketplace, a 
train whistle blew in the distance. 

“That will be the king,” the old Judge said.
“The king is leaving?” anna asked.
“no, he’s just arriving.”
anna was confused. she had seen the king in the palace 

the day before. Had he left and was now coming back?
“I’m talking about the real king,” the old Judge said, sens-

ing anna’s confusion. “The chosen.”

Watching from the train window, kyle was amazed by the 
large number of people who had crowded onto the station 



 Chapter Four 43

platform to greet General darien and his men. They cheered 
loudly as the train hissed and screeched its way to a stop.  
a delegation of men dressed in brightly colored military uniforms 
and hats emerged from the crowd. They looked serious and for-
mal as they waited for General darien to step from the train. 

a train-car door swung open, and Colonel oliver climbed 
onto the platform. He was followed by several other officers 
from General darien’s regiment. The crowd grew silent as 
they watched. Then General darien appeared in the doorway. 
The crowd went wild with cheers, flag-waving, and applause. 
General darien blushed, then smiled and waved. The delegation 
stepped forward the second darien’s feet touched the platform. 
a young man in uniform with wavy dark hair and a thin 
mustache broke ranks and unceremoniously embraced darien. 

“darien!” he cried out happily.
“Hello, George,” darien said with a laugh as they thumped 

each other on the back with all the affection of close brothers. 
a military band struck up a tune kyle had never heard before. 

“sorry about all the fuss, but word got around that you’d 
made it back safely, and, well . . .” The one called George 
gestured at the crowds, the soldiers, and the band. “I’m afraid 
we’ll have to return to the palace with a lot of pomp and 
circumstance.”

General darien nodded. “Then let’s get on with it. What 
about my men?”

“We have cars for them to follow in,” George said. 
“There’ll be a brief reception in the Great Hall, and then we’ll 
let you all get some much-needed rest.”

kyle joined the rest of darien’s men in large, old-fash-
ioned touring cars. The tops were pushed back so that 
everyone could wave at the throngs who lined the streets 
leading to the palace. 
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kyle had never seen such a display of affection for a pub-
lic figure. nor had he ever seen a city as grand as sarum. 
Wide avenues of beautiful green trees and manicured lawns 
stretched out to majestic buildings of brick, stone, and mar-
ble. some had broad stairs leading up to magnificent porticos 
and colonnades and the biggest windows kyle had ever laid 
eyes on. The avenues spilled onto circles and squares con-
taining monuments and statues acknowledging people and 
places kyle had never heard of. once again he was struck by 
how vibrant the colors were.

as the parade of cars pulled to the front entrance of the 
king’s palace, kyle looked to the left and the right. both 
wings of the royal residence disappeared into a forest and 
rounded off in a way that looked as if they went on forever. 
The main building was adorned with a golden rotunda with 
a statue of an angel on top. 

The king’s servants met the entourage and led them 
through an arched door into an ornate foyer filled with paint-
ings, statues, and a wide marble staircase. kyle imagined that 
a tank could drive up those stairs without any trouble. They 
detoured down a grand hallway lined with more paintings, 
alcoves with statues, gold-leaf borders, and lamps hanging 
from carved pilasters.

Finally, they swung off through a double doorway into the 
Great Hall. It was great indeed, with high walls of carved wood, 
cornices, ornately framed portraits and mirrors, and tall, trian-
gular windows that seemed to point to an elaborately painted 
ceiling filled with frescoes of muscular men engaged in battles 
of all descriptions. The room looked as if it could accommo-
date hundreds of people without anyone feeling cramped. 

kyle sat with the rest of the troops in chairs facing a 
stage with wingback chairs and a lavishly designed podium. 
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kyle suspected by the way the other members of the audi-
ence were dressed that the room was filled with dignitaries 
and officers from other parts of the country. The king—there 
was no mistaking him with that crown on his head—took the 
podium and welcomed the soldiers home from their daring 
adventures. The audience applauded.

The king continued, “It is with great pride that we honor 
you today. Your escapades have been the talk of all the 
nations. our enemies now know that nothing is beyond the 
abilities of General darien and his fighting forces!”

at this, General darien’s men shouted and clapped.
The king waved his arms for the men to quiet down. 

Then he continued, “General darien, I believe you have a 
presentation to make?”

General darien strode across the stage to another round of 
applause. When he had reached the podium, he began, “sire, 
fellow officers of the royal army, ladies and gentlemen, I am 
proud to stand here before you today.” He smiled wryly. “I’m 
proud to stand anywhere, in fact. We had some close calls in 
our encounters with the Palatian officers.” everyone laughed.

darien went on, “as you know, I’m little more than a 
farm boy who has been blessed beyond his dreams. When the 
king said he would allow me to marry one of his daughters, 
I felt humbled and unworthy. It seemed that the only way to 
accept his graciousness was to do something to prove myself. 
Most of you know that I agreed to bring back the medals of 
100 Palatian officers.” He gestured to Colonel oliver. The col-
onel and another soldier carried a box forward and placed it 
on the stage. “Your highness, I’m pleased to report that I have 
brought you the medals of 200 Palatian officers!”

Pandemonium broke out as the crowd leaped to its feet. 
The people began to chant, “darien! darien! darien!” over 
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and over. kyle watched with fascination. He thought for a 
moment that General darien could have told these people to 
do anything—anything at all—and they would have done it. 
but their admiration wasn’t shared on the stage. kyle couldn’t 
help but notice that the king looked sour-faced, as did many 
of the officers with him. Was it possible that the king wasn’t 
happy with darien’s success?

When the noise died down, darien concluded by saying, 
“sire, these are only tokens. but I believe they symbolize the 
power and determination of your people to serve you at home 
and abroad, in the luxury of peace or in fields of war. May 
your name bring joy to our allies and strike fear in the hearts 
of our enemies!” The crowd applauded enthusiastically again 
as darien stepped away from the podium.

The king’s face worked from a frown into a forced smile. 
He said, “Thank you, General darien. Two hundred med-
als? I’m sorry, but our laws don’t allow for you to marry two 
of my daughters!” The people laughed as he went on, “You 
do us a great honor, General. and it gives me added pleasure 
to announce my permission for you to marry my daughter 
Michelle, in the sarum Cathedral, next Saturday.” 

Wild applause followed once more. a beautiful young 
woman with long chestnut hair and large eyes that darted 
around nervously appeared in the wings of the stage and was 
led to General darien. The king clasped their hands together. 
kyle assumed it was Michelle. The king raised his arms, and 
the people got to their feet again with shouts, chants, stomp-
ing feet, and clapping hands. The roar of the ocean could not 
have been heard in that hall, kyle thought.

but kyle couldn’t take his eyes off the king. For all the 
bravado and praise, kyle thought that he looked like a very 
unhappy man. 



Chapter

The old Judge helped anna into his horse-drawn wagon. He 
gave her some fruit to eat and then told her to rest while 

they drove to his cottage in the small village of Hailsham, sev-
eral miles from the capital. resting was easy; it was a glorious 
summer’s day. anna stretched out to greet the warmth of the 
sun, which somehow seemed bigger here, and let it soak into 
her body. she still hadn’t gotten over the dampness of the 
dungeon. she dozed for a while and only woke up when the 
wagon wheel bumped a large rock on the unpaved road. 

anna yawned and looked around. shafts of light shone 
on the green hills and groves of trees and highlighted the vil-
lage of Hailsham, which, as she now saw, sat in the center of 
a valley. It was composed mostly of a small cluster of shops 
and offices and a few cottages sprinkled around the outskirts. 
nearby, the railroad track cut like a scar into one of the hill-
sides. somehow it didn’t take away from the beauty, though. 
The whole scene looked to anna like the kind of village you’d 
find on a picture postcard of new england.

The old Judge’s cottage sat between a field and a forest. 
It was a simple building, mostly white except for dark beams 
of timber that ran from the thatched roof to the ground. The 
leaded windows were shuttered and had window boxes filled 
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with flowers of all kinds. roses, carnations, pansies—anna 
couldn’t name them all. When anna and the old Judge had 
climbed out of the wagon, he lifted the latch on the heavy 
brown door and invited her in.

The main room had dark paneling, a fireplace, and two 
comfortable-looking chairs sitting on a colorful carpet. off to 
one side were a large hutch and several bookcases filled with 
books of all kinds. a grandfather clock watched them indif-
ferently, its arm swinging from left to right and back again.

a second room served as the kitchen, with a stove, sink, 
and open cupboards containing a modest array of dishes and 
food containers. anna noted three doors leading to what she 
guessed were the bedrooms. The main room was naturally 
cool since the trees from the forest blocked the sun when it 
was at its highest point. she sighed contentedly. It might have 
been the most charming place she’d ever seen in her young life.

“after I take care of the horses and wagon, I’ll make us 
some tea, and then we’ll have a little chat,” the old Judge said. 
He went to put the wagon in his small barn and unhitch the 
horses to run in the field.

anna sat down in one of the chairs and glanced at the 
clock. It was 3:02. Without meaning to, she fell asleep again. 
When she awoke, a small fire was crackling in the fireplace, 
and the old Judge was reading a book in the chair across from 
her. “I’m sorry,” anna said sleepily. “did I sleep long?”

The old Judge closed his book and peered at her over his 
reading glasses. “not long,” he said.

she glanced at the grandfather clock. It said it was 5:17. 
“oh,” she said, sorry to have slept for more than two hours.

The old Judge pointed to a cup and saucer and plate on 
the end table next to her. “I made you a fresh cup of tea,” he 
explained, “and there are some pastries for you to munch on.”
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she thanked him and devoured the pastries. she had for-
gotten how hungry she was. When she finished eating, she 
still felt hungry and wondered when dinner would be. 

“Would you like more?” the old Judge asked. “are you 
still hungry?” 

Her parents had taught her that asking for more was  
rude, whether one was hungry or not. “I’m okay, thank you,” 
she said.

“I don’t think you’re being honest with me,” the old man 
said. “You’re still hungry or those wouldn’t be there.” He tilted 
his head toward the end table.

anna looked over and barely stifled her surprise. The 
empty plate now had several more pastries on it. she looked 
around to see if the old Judge had a servant waiting on them. 
The cottage was empty, however, except for the two of them. 
she rubbed her eyes and thought, I must be very, very tired. Or 
am I still dreaming?

The old Judge watched her with a fixed smile as she ate 
two more pastries. “Is that better?” he asked.

“Yes, sir,” she replied. Her hunger was taken care of, for 
the moment. she reached over to the end table for her cup of 
tea and was startled yet again. The plate of pastries was empty. 
But I only had two, and there must’ve been seven or eight on the 
plate, she nearly said out loud. she bit her tongue, however, 
and didn’t say a word. she thought she must be dreaming.

“Let’s talk about your situation,” the old man said.
“My situation?” she asked.
“Tell me why you’re here.”
“I don’t know why I’m here,” she answered. “I don’t even 

know how I got here.”
“You’ve been chosen for something. You don’t know what 

it is?”
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“no, sir. all I know is that one minute I was in an aban-
doned house in the middle of the woods in odyssey, and the 
next minute I was in the king’s closet.”

The old Judge took off his glasses. “That’s very interesting.”
surprised, anna asked, “You believe me?”

“Why wouldn’t I?”
“nobody else has.”
“We’re surrounded by men of little imagination and no 

faith,” the old Judge said wearily.
“I’m not sure that I’d believe me,” anna confessed.
“do you believe you?”
“Yes.”
“Then I believe you too.”
anna was genuinely puzzled. “but . . . why do you believe 

me?”
“because the ancient ways of the Unseen one are full of 

mystery. Just because your ‘odyssey’ can’t be found on any  
of our maps doesn’t mean it isn’t real. obviously you’re real, 
so there must be something to your story. and I know that 
the Unseen one is real, so there you are.”

“There I am? Where am I?” anna asked.
“In the middle of a wonderful mystery!” the old Judge 

exclaimed. “now, drink your tea.”
“I think it’s gotten cold,” anna said.
“Is it?” he asked as he put his glasses back on.
anna reached over for the teacup. It was filled to the brim 

and steaming hot.
“That’s strange,” she said.
“What is?” the old Judge asked. His voice was farther 

away than it had been. He now stood in the doorway to the 
kitchen, a tray in his hand containing two cups of tea. she 
shook her head. He’d been sitting in the chair a moment ago. 
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How did he move so fast?
“I must be dreaming,” she said. she looked at the grand-

father clock. It now said it was 3:06.
The old Judge smiled at her. For the first time, she 

noticed that his eyes were different colors. one was blue, the 
other green. “Were you dreaming, or are you dreaming now?” 
he asked.

The celebration banquet in the Great Hall ended, and darien 
released his men to go home to their families. kyle waited, 
unsure of what to do or where to go. He worried that darien 
had forgotten him now that they were back in the capital. but 
darien hadn’t. He insisted that kyle return home with him 
until they could figure out what to do next.

darien lived in a manor that the king had given him after 
he’d defeated the Monrovians in a long, grueling battle. built 
in a Gothic style with pointed arches, ornate stonework, and 
elaborate gables, the manor was on the outskirts of the city, 
nestled in a cozy corner of the royal forest. It wasn’t as large 
as it was complicated, with halls and rooms twisting and 
turning in different directions. 

“It has more rooms than I ever expect to use in my lifetime,” 
darien explained to kyle. “I don’t bother with the east wing 
of the house. The west wing suits me perfectly.” That wing 
had a kitchen, dining room, library, and four bedrooms. They 
established that kyle would sleep in the room that overlooked 
the garden. It didn’t matter much to kyle where he slept. He 
was more worried about his sister and his family. by now he’d 
been gone for more than a day. everyone at home would be 
alarmed. Maybe even the police were searching for him.
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In the library, darien sat down at a grand piano and 
began to play a tune that, to kyle, sounded classical. a maid 
interrupted to take instructions from darien for their dinner. 
He simply said to fix him his “favorite.” kyle wandered over 
to a tall suit of armor with a colorful shield and a long sword 
clasped to its side. He could see his reflection in the shiny 
chest plate.

“We’ll rest tonight,” darien said as he played. “Tomorrow 
I’ll take you to see the old Judge.”

Just then, someone tapped on the glass of the double 
doors that led into the garden. It startled kyle, but darien 
acted as if he’d expected the noise. He got up from the piano, 
parted the curtains, and opened one of the doors. Prince 
George stepped in. The two men shook hands and clapped 
each other on the back and said the kinds of things men say 
when they haven’t seen each other in a long time.

Then Prince George saw kyle and smiled. “so this is the 
boy who saved your life,” he said.

“He is indeed,” darien replied. “kyle, this is our beloved 
Prince George, the son of the king and my greatest friend.”

“Hi, Your Honor—er, Highness—er, sire.” kyle blushed as 
Prince George laughed.

“our servant damaris is fixing dinner. are you hungry?” 
darien asked George. 

George shook his head. “I can’t stay long. My father is 
expecting me for some state function tonight. but I wanted 
to talk to you about something urgent.” He darted an uneasy 
glance at kyle as if to ask, “Can he be trusted?”

darien nodded. “say what you must. We are all trusted 
friends here. aren’t we, kyle?”

kyle replied, “Yes, sir. I’m in big trouble otherwise.”
The two men laughed, then sat down on a thick red 
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sofa next to the dormant fireplace. Prince George’s face 
grew earnest.

“I’m here to warn you,” he said. “The king is in a dan-
gerous frame of mind. I’m not sure what has seized his 
disposition, but it’s something dark and threatening.”

“are you in any sort of danger?” darien asked.
Prince George sighed. “I’m not, but you may be.”

“Me?” darien’s face lit up with surprise. “I’ve done noth-
ing against the king. I’ve served him well, I thought.”

“You’ve served him too well. Your successes make him 
think he’s a failure. Your popularity makes him feel unappre-
ciated. Your acceptance makes him feel rejected.”

“but he’s the king,” darien said. 
Prince George nodded. “He’s the king, yes, but he feels 

that his position is threatened. He imagines that you may be 
maneuvering your way to become the next king.”

“He is my king as long as he lives!” darien exclaimed.  
“I would do nothing to take his throne away from him . . .  
or you.”

Prince George stood up and paced thoughtfully. “There’s 
no point in fooling ourselves,” he said after a moment. “I will 
never be king. You are the chosen one. You will reign one day. 
The old Judge said so.”

darien implored, “He said I was chosen, but never for 
what or even for when. stop this nonsense, George. I’m a 
loyal subject of the king, your father. I would not lift a finger 
against him.”

“I know that, darien. but my father doesn’t.”
“He used to. He has treated me like a son. Would I spit 

on that? Would I shove a dagger in the back of a man who 
treated me so well?” 

Prince George moved closer to his friend. “My father isn’t 
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himself these days. You know he hasn’t been the same since 
his last argument with the old Judge. He’s fearful and sus-
picious. I don’t know what they said to each other, but it’s 
changed my father. That’s why I’m here to warn you.”

The two men gazed at each other silently for a moment. 
“Thank you, George,” darien said softly.
“surround yourself with only those you trust whole-

heartedly. My father has eyes and ears everywhere.” George 
crossed the room to the double doors and opened one. 
The smells of the flowers in the garden wafted in. Halfway 
through the door, he turned back and said, “and, darien . . .”

darien faced his friend.
“When you do become king, remember me.” Then he 

was gone.
darien was in a thoughtful mood for the rest of the 

evening. He didn’t eat much of his dinner, which annoyed 
damaris because she’d fixed his favorite meal of lamb, 
potatoes, carrots, and a breadlike pastry that kyle didn’t rec-
ognize. kyle thought the food was delicious and wolfed it 
down as politely as he could. 

Just as damaris was clearing away their plates, a mes-
senger arrived from General Liddell. He was a young man 
dressed in a smart, gray uniform. after a quick salute, he said, 

“a renegade group from adria has crossed the border and 
attacked a town in the Territory of Peace. General Liddell 
wants you to join him and his brigade in driving the adrians 
back into their own land.”

“Tell the general that my men are in no condition to fight 
so soon after their return,” said darien.

“General Liddell anticipated your concern,” the messen-
ger said. “The general doesn’t want your men. Just you.”

darien considered this for a moment, then nodded.  
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“all right. Tell the general I’ll come.” 
The messenger saluted again and, with a click of his 

heels, turned and left.
“What’s your pleasure, kyle?” darien asked when they 

were alone again.
“My pleasure?”
“You can stay here until I return, or you can go with me 

as my personal assistant.”
kyle was surprised. “You want me to go into a battle 

with you?”
“I doubt it’ll be much of a battle. a small skirmish mostly.” 

darien leaned back in his chair. “It’ll mean a delay in our 
speaking with the old Judge about getting you home.”

kyle considered it for a moment. He could rush back to 
his worrying sister and grandparents or get to see a real battle. 
If only he could send a message somehow! but he couldn’t. 
so what should he do? “I’ll go with you,” he said finally.

darien smiled. “I thought you might.”





Chapter

The battle—if that’s what it could be called—took place in 
the town of krawley, some two miles inside the Territory 

of Peace. In theory, the Territory of Peace was a neutral zone 
between Marus and adria, established 100 years before in 
the Treaty of the kings. “but the adrians are barbarians at 
heart,” darien explained to kyle on the train the next morn-
ing. “seven years ago, they slaughtered their king and his 
entire family. now they’re a loose collection of rebel factions 
who are trying to take over the entire country. every once 
in a while, they decide to venture into our realm just to stir 
things up. It’s annoying mostly.”

“It seems like you’re surrounded by people who like to 
attack your country,” kyle observed. “The Palatians, the 
adrians . . . Is everybody out to get you?”

darien chuckled and nodded. “I think they are. ours is a 
beautiful and blessed country. our rival nations believe that 
if they can conquer us, they’ll share in what we have. but 
they don’t understand that it’s the people who make a nation 
great, not the land. If you conquer us, you’ll conquer the very 
thing that makes Marus worth having. It’s like caging a bird 
for its song. once caged, the bird will stop singing.”

When kyle and darien went to meet with General Liddell 
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in his private car, kyle noticed that the general was a stern-
looking man with distinctive features: primarily a handlebar 
mustache and a scar on his cheek. He ignored kyle—even 
though darien introduced them—and got down to business 
with darien about how to attack the adrians. kyle sat qui-
etly in the corner while General Liddell, darien, and several 
other officers made their plans.

In Lester, a town a few miles from krawley, the train 
stopped and unloaded Liddell’s soldiers, artillery, horses, and 
provisions. The local garrison met them and, together, they 
numbered almost 1,000. “Can you ride a horse?” darien 
asked kyle. 

kyle had to confess that he couldn’t. 
“Then you’ll ride with me,” darien said. on horseback, 

they joined the cavalry and rode toward krawley.
The battle for krawley was nothing like what kyle had 

imagined. He thought there would be a lot of shooting and 
hand-to-hand combat. There wasn’t. For one thing, they 
found that the adrians had retreated from the town itself 
and were now hiding in the nearby hills. For another thing, 
Marutian cannons on large wheels were rolled in to drive the 
adrians out. They fired shells at the hills mercilessly for an 
entire morning. The constant boom, boom, boom gave kyle 
a headache.

When the adrians stopped firing back, the Marutian 
army marched into the hills to see if the adrians had 
deserted or were prepared to surrender. kyle again rode with 
General darien on his horse. once in the hills, they found 
evidence that the adrians had indeed been there. a few bod-
ies littered the camps and rocky inclines where the shells 
had hit with the most force. kyle got physically sick at the 
sight. They were men. and they were dead. It was awful.  
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He retched behind one of the gun carriages. 
darien patted him lightly on the back and handed him 

a canteen full of water. “It doesn’t get better,” he whispered.
“spread out and search for prisoners,” General Liddell 

ordered. as second only to the king, General Liddell could 
command darien like no other officer. “You check those 
rocks to the north,” he told darien.

“They’ve retreated, I’m sure,” darien said.
“Check anyway,” General Liddell insisted.
With a handful of men, darien and kyle went up into the 

northern part of the hills. 
“They’d be fools to stay after that shelling,” darien told 

kyle as they sat down on a large rock a few minutes later. 
They shared water from a stream.

“General Liddell was pretty sure he wanted you to look 
around, though,” kyle said.

“so he was.”
kyle glanced at the soldiers canvassing the area. From a 

distance, they looked like wild animals grazing in the grassy 
knolls. a flicker of light from farther above them caught 
kyle’s eye. He squinted as an odd feeling settled in the pit of 
his stomach. a man was leaning against a rock with a rifle 
pointed in their direction. How strange, kyle thought, the 
feeling in his stomach making him nauseated.

Then he realized what the man was doing. kyle leaped 
up and threw himself at General darien. They both tum-
bled off the rock to the ground as splinters of gravel sprayed 
upward from a bullet that had just missed them. a fraction 
of a second later, they heard the sharp report of the gun-
fire echo around them. a great commotion broke out among  
the soldiers. some knew instantly what had happened  
and fired in the direction of the man. others rushed to make 
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sure General darien hadn’t been hit.
What they found was the bizarre sight of their general 

with his back on the ground and kyle lying on top of him. 
“are you all right?” kyle asked as he rolled off of darien. 
“You have more strength than I would’ve given you credit 

for,” darien replied pleasantly. He called out to his second-
in-command, “bryson! bryson!”

Colonel bryson came around the rock, his face panicked. 
“are you all right, sir? Have you been hit?”

“no,” darien said. “Thanks to my guardian angel. Was it 
an adrian assassin?”

“We don’t know yet, sir.” Colonel bryson disappeared 
from view again. More shots were fired, then someone yelled, 

“over here!”
darien leaned against the rock. “What am I going to do 

with you?” he asked kyle. “This is the second time you’ve 
saved my life. I’m in your debt and deeply grateful to you.” 
He shook kyle’s hand vigorously. “If I were a king, I’d knight 
you . . . thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” kyle said, turning a deep crimson.
They stood up, careful to stay behind the cover of the 

rock, and dusted themselves off. “I’m hesitant now to ever 
let you go back to odyssey. no doubt I’ll be killed the instant 
you go.”

Colonel bryson returned just then and said, “We got him, 
sir.”

“Is he alive?”
“I’m afraid not.” Colonel bryson shuffled awkwardly for 

a moment.
“Well?”
“He’s one of ours.”
“What do you mean?”
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“He’s not an adrian. He’s one of our soldiers, though  
I don’t know with whom he serves.” 

“one of our own men tried to kill me?” darien asked, 
perplexed.

“It would appear so, sir.”
darien tapped his chin thoughtfully. “now why would he 

want to do a thing like that?”
a few minutes later, when they had explained the inci-

dent to General Liddell, he promised to conduct a full-blown 
investigation into the murder attempt. a look in his eye, 
however, made kyle think the case would never be solved. 

Three days passed. While kyle chased the adrians and then 
returned to sarum with darien, anna stayed with the old 
Judge at his cottage. she mended her clothes with a thread 
and needle the old Judge had given her, walked through 
the lush green forest and over the small hills, and, at night, 
stared with an insatiable curiosity at the two moons. 

Part of their routine—one that anna suspected the old 
Judge had been doing for years—was to begin the day with 
prayer to the Unseen one and reading from the sacred scroll. 
since anna didn’t know much about either, the old Judge 
used the time to teach her. 

“The Unseen one is the Creator and sustainer of all 
things,” he explained. “He is everywhere at all times; all-
seeing, all-knowing, all-powerful.” 

“Like our God,” anna said, relating the description to 
what she knew from her world.

“not like God,” the old Judge corrected. “The Unseen 
one is God. The God of love and justice.”
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anna pointed to the large roll of paper spread out in front 
of them. “Is that your bible?”

He pondered her question. “The word bible means ‘ book.’ 
In which case, the sacred scroll might be considered that.  
It contains an account of the relationship between the 
Unseen one and the created. It spans history back to the 
beginning of time. It tells the story of the faithful and the 
faithless, of despots and statesmen, of common folk and war-
riors, of heroes and cowards. I’m writing sections of it now 
myself, recounting my own work as a chosen voice for the 
Unseen one.”

“Chosen? You keep using that word. What does it mean?”
“It means several things. We are chosen because of the 

Unseen one’s love for us. That love reaches out to us, and  
we, in turn, respond to it by faith—by our belief in the 
Unseen one.” 

anna nodded. That much she could understand.
The old Judge continued, “Yet we, the faithful, are also 

chosen in specific ways, to do specific tasks for the Unseen 
one. I was chosen before I was born.” 

“before you were born?” anna said, surprised. “Then how 
did you know you were chosen?” 

“My parents had dedicated me to the Unseen one at my 
birth. I was a child when they gave me over to the priests to 
be trained.”

“Your parents gave you away?”
“They knew I was chosen—or called—by the Unseen 

one. It was their duty to give me to those who would help 
me hear that call more clearly. We had many priests in those 
days. Very few are left.”

anna was still thinking about the old Judge’s being sep-
arated from his parents. “didn’t you miss them?” she asked.
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“I still saw them. We visited often. but I would not have 
refused the Unseen one’s call even if I could.”

anna knitted her brow. “but . . . how did your  
parents . . . or you know you were called?”

“That’s part of the mystery, I suppose,” he said. “My 
mother knew from the moment I was conceived. I inherited 
that knowledge from her. others are called later in life.”

“How do they know?”
The old Judge patted his beard thoughtfully. “It is a 

matter of faith, child, and it works differently from person  
to person. My parents had faith in the Unseen one, and  
their faith extended to me—that is, until I had faith of my 
own to believe.”

anna still didn’t understand. “so which part comes first? 
Your faith or being chosen?”

“That’s like asking whether the sun first rises or the sun 
first sets.” The old Judge smiled. “all things begin with the 
Unseen one. We could not have faith unless the Unseen one 
first gave us the capacity for faith. We believe because He 
makes it possible to believe. once we believe, then it’s safe to 
assume we are chosen. Chosen for what is part of the mystery. 
but know this: Where there is faith, there is calling.” 

anna shook her head. It was too much to take in. “but 
how do you know what the calling is?”

“sometimes the knowledge comes in visible and tangible 
ways. For most, though, it comes through prayer and the 
study of the sacred scroll. In time, the voice is unmistak-
able. The calling is there. sometimes the knowledge comes 
through an old prophet like myself. I identify the one who 
has been called, even before they know it themselves. as  
I did to make Lawrence the king. and as I did to make 
General darien the king.”
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“Lawrence and darien—both kings?” anna asked. “You 
called both? but won’t that cause a lot of trouble?”

“It certainly will,” the old Judge said sadly. “but the trou-
ble is not from the Unseen one. The problems come when a 
man is disobedient to the call—allows himself to be seduced 
by man-made powers and forces—and turns his back on the 
Unseen one. He is leading this nation to faithlessness. so a 
new king had to be chosen. General darien is that king.”

“I don’t think king Lawrence will like that very much.”
“It’s the way of man to avoid the consequences of his faith-

lessness. king Lawrence will cling to an imaginary crown for 
as long as he can and lead the people of Marus even further 
away from the Unseen one. However, in his heart, Lawrence 
knows his rule is over. He rejected the Unseen one, and now 
the Unseen one has rejected him. does he accept it? no. It 
drives him to madness even now.”

at night, anna had troubling dreams. They weren’t night-
mares but dreams that left her feeling disturbed when she 
awoke in the morning. Twice, the old Judge came to her in 
the dreams. “You’ve been chosen,” he said. “but your heart is 
not ready. In your heart, you must have faith in the Unseen 
one. Then you will be His voice.” 

anna argued, “but nobody ever listens to me. I couldn’t 
even keep my brother from going into that old house.”

The old Judge smiled and said, “a greater power than 
your brother was at work. You two were brought here to be 
a voice and a protector.”

“a voice and a protector?”
Then he faded away. she woke up. 
other times, in the middle of the day, she would be doing 

something normal like working in the garden or reading one 
of the old Judge’s books, and suddenly it was as if she were 
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no longer where she was but had been transported to another 
place to witness scenes of other people. The scenes made no 
sense to her. In one instance, she saw king Lawrence throw-
ing a temper tantrum in his study. 

“still alive?” he screamed.
“The assassination attempt in the hills near krawley failed. 

The fool missed,” reported someone anna couldn’t see.
The king swept his arm across his desk, sending the 

paper, pens, ink blotter, telephone, and decorations explod-
ing away. Then, suddenly, anna saw him alone. He wept like 
a child. 

“Please,” he prayed with tear-filled eyes, “let me have the 
kingdom back.”

When the prayer didn’t bring him satisfaction, he 
marched around the room angrily, pouting like a spoiled brat. 
anna found it a pathetic thing to watch. 

Then, just as suddenly, she was back at the cottage, in the 
same position, doing the same thing she’d been doing before 
the weird “daydream.”

she didn’t tell the old Judge about her dreams. she 
was afraid he would think she was crazy or hallucinating. 
anyway, she knew, adults rarely believed her when she told 
them unusual things. When she was younger, she had an 
active imagination, often thinking up other lands and people 
and stories about them. but when she told her parents or 
teachers about her imaginings, they just smiled and nodded 
dismissively. “What an imagination!” they’d say, then tell her 
to get back to her math homework or science project. as she 
got older, she stopped imagining so much. It wasn’t practical 
or helpful with her grades at school. “stick with the real 
world,” the adults told her. so she did. but now that the real 
world had disappeared, she wondered if her imagination had 
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taken over again. For all she knew, this whole experience was 
just a dream and, in reality, she was lying with a high fever 
in a bed somewhere.

“When can I go home?” she asked the old Judge on their 
third day together.

He shrugged and said, “I wish I could tell you.”
“does that mean you know and can’t tell me or that you 

don’t know?”
He gazed at her. His odd-colored eyes captured her. 

“These things must be taken by faith—one day at a time,” he 
replied. He waited as if he expected her to tell him some-
thing. she was tempted to tell him about the dreams but 
resisted. He sighed. “one day at a time,” he said again.

The night before the wedding of darien and Michelle, king 
Lawrence threw a small banquet at his palace. The king was 
there with his entire family, including Prince George; his two 
brothers, andrew and William; their sister Mary; and her 
new husband, Frederick, the prince of albany. (The king’s 
wife, their mother, had died a couple of years before.) darien 
and Michelle were there, of course. darien’s family, who 
lived on the opposite side of the country, couldn’t attend the 
banquet but were to arrive later that night for the festivities 
the following day. General Liddell was also there and stayed 
at the king’s elbow the entire evening. There were dozens 
of servants and attendants as well, including kyle, who 
stood off to the side and looked uncomfortable in the formal 
uniform he’d been made to wear.

The skirmish with the adrians seemed to dominate most 
of the discussion that night. General Liddell spoke proudly 
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of his men’s skill in battle. kyle noticed that he didn’t refer 
to darien by name. In fact, to kyle’s surprise, no one men-
tioned the attempt to kill darien at all. at first he thought it 
was because most people would’ve considered it rude or bad 
luck to bring up such a subject on the eve of a wedding. but 
as kyle watched the various guests—the king and General 
Liddell in particular—he had a strong feeling that there were 
more sinister reasons to keep the subject under wraps. a 
thought came to him suddenly and for no apparent reason: 
The king himself had arranged the murder attempt. kyle tried 
to make the thought go away, but it wouldn’t. 

darien and Michelle were attentive to each other. He 
kissed her hand while she blushed shyly, then gently teased 
her and treated her playfully as one might treat a friend. 

but something was missing. kyle remembered how his 
mother and father sometimes looked at each other with a 
deep affection. kyle didn’t see it in darien’s eyes. Michelle, 
on the other hand, was nervous and self-conscious. kyle 
thought of a girl at school who had developed a crush on 
him. she had talked to him with ease up until then, but she 
suddenly became speechless around him. Her feelings got 
hurt quickly, and she sometimes punched him in the arm for 
no apparent reason. Michelle reminded kyle of that girl. It 
was as if she had a schoolgirl crush on darien. Was that love? 
kyle didn’t know for sure.

on the way to the banquet, darien had briefly explained 
to kyle that people often didn’t marry for love. They mar-
ried because their parents had arranged it. or, in the case of 
kings and governments, marriages were politically expedient 
to secure relationships and allies. kyle had told darien that 
he thought those kinds of marriages were sad. “not always,” 
darien had said. “some marriages start out of necessity, then 
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grow into love. sometimes they begin with basic respect, and 
that’s enough.”

Watching darien and Michelle as the evening went 
on, kyle knew they did not love each other. Maybe they 
shared enough respect to make them happy. Time would tell,  
he figured. 

after dinner had been served, the crowd urged darien 
to play a few pieces on the grand piano that stood in the 
corner of the room. He reluctantly agreed and performed 
songs that made kyle want to cry and leap for joy at the 
same time. They stirred something in his heart in a way  
that he never thought music could do. The guests were so 
moved that, when darien finished the last song, no one 
stirred or applauded. 

king Lawrence downed a gobletful of wine, then clapped 
his hands. He announced in rather slurred speech that he 
had some surprises for the happy couple. Two servants 
brought out beautifully wrapped presents for his daughter. 
she opened them to discover a necklace, earrings, and a ring 
that had belonged to her mother. Michelle wept and hugged 
her father in gratitude. For darien, king Lawrence had an 
antique crossbow. 

“It works!” he said to darien as he loaded a small arrow 
onto the horizontal bow. He put the stock against his shoul-
der and pulled the string back until the arrow was nestled 
and cocked in its slot. To everyone’s dismay, he pointed the 
crossbow around the room as if he might fire at whatever—
or whomever—struck his fancy. 

“sire,” General Liddell said and rested a hand on the 
king’s arm. 

The king laughed and put the crossbow onto the banquet 
table. “oh, don’t be so peevish, General,” he said. 



 Chapter Six 69

Crowds had been gathering outside the palace the entire 
evening, and now they broke into a familiar chant for darien. 

“darien! darien! darien!” they called.
Prince George broke the tension by saying jovially,  

“I believe the crowd would appreciate an appearance by the 
bride and bridegroom on the balcony.” He stood up and 
waved for a servant to open the double doors. The roar of the 
crowd intensified. “darien! darien! darien!”

“Go on, darien,” someone encouraged. “show the world 
your bride!” 

darien stood up, took his bride’s hand, and led her to the 
balcony. The rest of the banquet guests joined them.

The sight of darien and Michelle threw people into a 
frenzy of cheering and shouts. In return, darien smiled, 
waved, then kissed the hand of the bride-to-be. The people 
shouted more loudly in appreciation. 

after several minutes of this, darien indicated that they 
should go back in to the banquet. “Let’s not bore them,” he 
said pleasantly as they turned back toward the banquet hall.

“bore them?” Prince William said boisterously. “You 
could never bore them, darien. They love you. You can do 
no wrong as far as they’re concerned!”

What happened next happened so quickly that kyle 
barely had time to act. He glanced over in time to see the 
king, who was slumped in his chair, reach toward the cross-
bow. It didn’t look like a purposeful act. He casually placed 
his hand on the stock of the weapon and rubbed the wood 
lightly. kyle felt an odd feeling in the pit of his stomach, a 
sense that something wasn’t right. Does he mean to shoot 
Darien? kyle wondered. but the king’s manner was so care-
less that kyle couldn’t be sure. Yet that feeling, so like the one 
he had had on the krawley hillside, said that darien was in 
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danger. How could he warn darien without causing a scene? 
kyle looked over at the glass-paned double doors where 

darien, Michelle, and the other guests were returning from 
the balcony. Michelle entered, with darien following. The 
king fiddled with the crossbow. His fingers stretched toward 
the trigger. kyle reached into his pocket and pulled out a 
round brass button shaped like a marble, an extra to the 
same buttons along his waistcoat and cloak. With a quick 
flick of his wrist—barely noticeable to anyone around him—
he threw the button across the floor toward darien.

Michelle and the guests continued walking into the hall. 
darien, who was crossing in front of the grand piano, had 
turned to say something to one of the guests when his eye 
caught sight of the button sliding toward his feet. He bent 
down to pick it up. suddenly there was a loud click and a 
hissing sound, followed by the arrow from the crossbow 
slamming into the upright lid of the piano. The force splin-
tered the wood and sent a discordant note shivering through 
the instrument. It had missed darien only by inches and 
would have hit him if he hadn’t stooped down. kyle breathed 
a deep sigh of relief.

some of the guests screamed and pushed back. darien 
turned in the direction from which the arrow had come. all 
eyes followed. The king looked up sullenly from his place at 
the table, his hand still on the crossbow. He said in a wine-
filled voice, “My dear boy, I’m so sorry! I was reaching for the 
confounded thing and it simply went off. a light touch on 
the trigger. I do apologize. Good thing I wasn’t aiming, eh?”

darien glared at the king without speaking.
“Father!” Michelle cried out.
Prince George strode to the table and snatched up the 

crossbow indignantly. “You could have killed him!” he 
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growled. He turned quickly. “General Liddell!” he barked.
“Yes, sir.” General Liddell broke from the crowd and 

stepped forward.
“My father has had too much to drink. see him to his 

room, if you please.”
“Yes, sir.” General Liddell rounded the table and helped 

the king to his feet.
“It was an accident!” the king protested drunkenly as 

General Liddell led him away. “do you honestly think I’d try 
to kill my greatest general—the greatest in the entire land? 
The greatest in history?”

after the king had gone, darien turned to Michelle, 
kissed her hand once again, and said, “I will see you tomor-
row, my princess.” He signaled kyle, and together they 
walked toward the door.

“so soon? so early?” Prince andrew called out. “now that 
Father’s gone, this party can really heat up. do stay, darien.”

“I’m sorry, but I must think of tomorrow,” he said from 
the door. He gave them a half-salute and walked out, closing 
the door behind him.

“That was a close call,” kyle said as they walked down 
the hall.

“Too close, as far as I’m concerned,” darien replied. He 
handed the button back to kyle. “This is yours, I assume?”

kyle nodded. 
“someday you’re going to have to explain to me how you 

always know when my life is in danger.”
“I don’t know,” kyle said simply as he pocketed the but-

ton again. “so Prince George was right. The king wants to 
kill you.”

“It would appear so.”
“Unless it really was an accident.”
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darien gave kyle a look of disbelief. “If it was an acci-
dent, it would have been an awfully convenient accident.”

anna had just finished washing for bed. she grabbed a towel, 
dried her face, and looked in the mirror. she gasped. Instead 
of seeing her reflection, it was as if she were looking through 
a window into a large bedroom with an enormous bed sur-
rounded by thick curtains. at the foot of the bed, king 
Lawrence sat with his legs stretched out. General Liddell 
pulled at the king’s boots. They were in an animated con-
versation, though anna couldn’t hear it. The king was angry 
about something, as usual. suddenly Prince George stormed 
into the room. He shouted at his father. His father shouted 
back. Prince George paced, shook his finger at the king as if 
rebuking him for something, then left. 

More calmly, king Lawrence and General Liddell spoke 
to each other. They had the look of two conspirators hatch-
ing a dangerous plot. The king was emphatic about what he 
wanted done. General Liddell finally saluted and marched 
out of the room.

The king staggered to the side of the bed and threw 
himself facedown onto the thick cushions. The room was 
still for a moment. Then a shadow moved in the window.  
The curtains parted, and a woman anna had never seen 
before stepped out. she glanced nervously at the king on 
his bed, then crossed the room and leaned against a wall 
next to a bookcase. Watching the king closely, she reached 
over to the chair rail that lined the wall and pressed some-
thing along the top. a secret door in the wall opened, and 
she slipped out of the room. The secret door closed, and the 
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wall looked as solid as it had before.
anna trembled for a moment, and then the room disap-

peared, replaced by her face in the mirror. she looked pale. 
Her knees felt weak, and her arms ached from clutching the 
washstand tightly. Composing herself, she splashed water on 
her face again, dried off, and then stepped into the hallway 
to go to her room. 

The old Judge stood there, waiting for her. “are you 
well?” he asked.

anna swallowed hard. “Yes, sir, I am,” she said.
“You look shaken,” he said.
she avoided his gaze as she walked past him. “I’m all 

right,” she affirmed.
but she knew his eyes were on her as she slipped into 

her room. In bed, she pulled her pillow close. What are these 
scenes I keep seeing? she wondered. Why am I seeing them? 
she eventually closed her eyes for a night of restless sleep.





Chapter

A t home once again, darien sat down at his piano and 
played songs that were alternately mournful and pas-

sionate. kyle sat nearby and watched him. darien’s playing 
wasn’t an idle amusement. He was thinking as he played, try-
ing to decide what to do next.

kyle shifted in his seat nervously. “What are you going to 
do?” he eventually asked.

“a very good question, lad,” darien said. He stopped play-
ing, closed the lid on the piano, and rested his elbows there. 

“If you think the king tried to kill you, you’d be crazy to 
stick around,” kyle said. “shouldn’t you escape while you 
can?”

darien shook his head. “What about the wedding tomor-
row?” he asked. “I can’t simply disappear in the night without 
an explanation. What would I say? ‘oh, sorry, but I couldn’t 
marry the princess because the king tried to kill me with  
a crossbow.’ It would be an accusation—my word against  
the king’s.” 

“What if you just don’t show up?”
“another scandal. How could I insult the princess and her 

royal family like that? The entire nation would be up in arms.”
Just then, they heard a light tapping at the French  

7
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doors leading to the garden.
kyle’s face brightened. “I’ll bet it’s Prince George,” he said. 

“He’ll know what to do.”
darien crossed over to the doors but didn’t open them. 

Instead, he stood next to the wall and carefully lifted the cur-
tain for a peek. His face registered surprise, and he quickly 
opened the doors. Princess Michelle, dressed in a black cloak 
with a hood, rushed in. kyle, also surprised, stood up.

“What brings you here, my princess?” darien asked.
“We haven’t much time,” the princess said. “They’re on 

their way.”
“Who is?” darien asked.
“General Liddell’s guards. They’ve been instructed to 

arrest you.”
“on what charge?”
“Treason.”
“That’s insane!”
“Insane or not, it’s what my father wants.”
darien fumed. “no one will believe it,” he insisted. “How 

could they prove such a thing?”
“You underestimate my father. He has it all worked out. 

They’re going to claim that the man who tried to assassinate 
you outside krawley had learned that you were hatching a plot 
to overthrow the king. You had him killed to keep him quiet.”

“I didn’t have him killed! The soldiers there will attest  
to that.”

“What soldiers? General Liddell’s soldiers?” the princess 
asked, shocked at darien’s naïveté. “They’re duty bound to 
whatever the general and the king tell them. You must 
leave—now.”

darien eyed her warily. “You’re the king’s daughter. Why 
should I believe you?”
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The princess opened her mouth to speak, but tears fell 
from her eyes instead. “I know my father wanted me to marry 
you so I’d keep an eye on you for him. and I know you’re 
marrying me only because the king wants you to. no one 
stopped to ask my feelings, though. and the truth is, I love 
you. I have from the first time I met you.”

a sympathetic smile crossed darien’s face, and he took the 
princess’s hands in his and kissed them both. “I’m humbled 
and undeserving of your love, my princess,” he said.

a hard pounding at the front door interrupted their tender 
moment. darien, Princess Michelle, and kyle raced into the hall-
way just as edward, the head servant, made his way to the door.

“Wait!” darien told him. “You have to stall them, edward. 
Tell them I’m in bed. Give me time.”

edward’s dull expression didn’t change as he bowed 
slightly and answered, “Yes, sir.”

The three of them turned and raced up the steps to the 
second floor and darien’s room. 

“What do we do now?” kyle asked after darien closed and 
locked the door.

darien quickly pulled the covers down to the foot of 
the bed and then went to the corner of the room, where he 
grabbed a suit of armor that stood there indifferently. Do they 
have suits of armor in every room? kyle wondered.

“Help me,” darien said to kyle. Together they pushed the 
armor onto the bed. darien yanked the covers over it. He then 
dimmed the light in the room so that it genuinely looked as if 
someone were asleep in the bed. “There,” he said. “sleeping 
like a baby.” 

deep voices shouted in another part of the house. darien 
went to the window and threw it open. satisfied that no one was 
waiting below, he turned to kyle and asked, “are you coming?”
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“Where else would I go?” kyle said.
darien then turned to Princess Michelle. “It’s going to 

look bad for you,” he said sympathetically. “Liddell’s men will 
wonder why you’re here. Tell them I threatened to kill you if 
you didn’t help me. attempted murder won’t surprise them if 
they think I’m a traitor.”

Michelle nodded silently. 
darien kissed her. “I suppose our wedding day will have 

to wait,” he said with an ironic smile.
she smiled sadly as a tear slipped down her cheek. “I sup-

pose it will,” she agreed.
Heavy footsteps invaded the hall just outside the room. 

someone jiggled the handle, then began to break down the door.
“Farewell,” darien said to Michelle. Then he hoisted 

kyle out of the window, where he grabbed on to a branch of 
a nearby tree. darien started to follow, then stopped. “I’ve 
forgotten my pistol and my sword!” he exclaimed. “Where 
are they?” 

“You don’t have time!” Michelle said firmly.
darien frowned, then leaped to the tree. He and kyle 

climbed down to the ground and ran off into the night. 

In her dreams, anna saw a woman standing in a bedroom. It 
wasn’t the king’s bedroom this time—this room was smaller 
and more modest—but it was the same woman she had seen 
before. The room wasn’t lit very well, so anna had a hard 
time making out the shadows. The woman moved to the bed 
and sat down. someone slept under the covers. Whoever it 
was didn’t stir. anna had the impression that the woman was 
a nurse taking care of someone ill. 
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The bedroom door was suddenly thrown open. several 
men stood silhouetted in the doorway. They were dressed as 
soldiers, with guns in hand and swords at their sides. The 
woman stood up and crossed quickly to the men before they 
could enter the room fully.

The men stopped, surprised to see the woman there. she 
gestured in appeal to them and then back to the bed as if to say 
that they shouldn’t disturb the sleeper. one of the men waved 
his arms anxiously at the woman and also pointed to the bed. 
The woman responded. Finally the man waved her aside and 
approached the bed with his sword drawn. He threw back the 
covers. a suit of armor glimmered in the dim light. 

dreams have no sense of time or place. Just as anna saw 
the suit of armor, the scene quickly changed to a dark wood. 
a man anna didn’t know moved hastily through the trees. He 
was followed by a boy. 

“kyle!” anna gasped. 
kyle and the man emerged from the woods and stood for 

a moment on the crest of a hill. They looked out over a val-
ley that anna recognized. In the distance, she saw the town of 
Hailsham. kyle and the man headed for the town.

seconds later—or was it minutes or an hour?—anna was 
awakened by a knocking sound. she sluggishly crawled from 
her bed and ventured out to the main room of the old Judge’s 
cottage. The old Judge, still fully dressed as if he’d never gone 
to bed, held a lamp high and opened the door. 

“Hello, darien,” he said warmly as the man in anna’s 
dream stepped in. They clasped hands and shook vigorously. 
Then the old Judge said, “and you must be—”

“kyle!” anna cried out as she rushed to the door. 
kyle turned to his sister, a stunned expression on his face. 

she gave him a long, hard hug.





Chapter

Morning came just as kyle and anna finished swapping 
stories of their time in Marus. They were both amazed 

at their respective adventures and wondered anew about their 
reason for being in Marus at all. anna didn’t tell kyle about 
her bizarre dreams. nor did kyle mention how he’d saved 
darien’s life three times. They talked instead about the effect 
their disappearance from odyssey would have on their family.

“do you think Grandma and Grandpa are worried?”  
anna asked.

“Probably,” kyle said. “Maybe the police are looking  
for us.”

but there was nothing they could do about it. both were 
resigned to that fact. What neither of them dared mention, 
though, was the possibility that they might never get back 
to their own world. That was a worry they didn’t dare put 
into words.

Meanwhile, in another part of the cottage, darien told 
the old Judge everything that had happened with king 
Lawrence, including the attempt to kill him with the cross-
bow and the narrow escape from his bedroom thanks to 
Princess Michelle’s warning. 

The old Judge listened and nodded thoughtfully.  

8
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“This was inevitable,” he said.
“Was it?” darien asked.
“You were chosen by the Unseen one. Lawrence knows it 

but won’t accept it. What man would?” 
“but the king has nothing to fear from me,” darien  

said firmly. 
“oh, but his madness tells him he does,” the old Judge 

said. “He knows you’ve been chosen to replace him.”
“I don’t know that. no one ever told me I was chosen to 

be king.”
“Perhaps you won’t admit it openly, but you’ve known in 

your heart that it is true,” the old Judge said, casting a steely 
gaze at the young man. “don’t you remember when I secretly 
went to your father’s house? do you think it was for a cup of 
tea and a pleasant chat? I was sent there by the Unseen one 
to find you.”

“I remember,” darien said quietly. “You laid your hands on 
my head and claimed I was chosen for an important purpose.”

“To be king.”
“and now king Lawrence wants to see that it doesn’t hap-

pen. nor will I force it to happen. I will not lift a hand against 
him. You know I won’t.” darien folded his arms resolutely.

The old Judge smiled like a shrewd negotiator. “We’re in 
the hands of the Unseen one.”

“I wish someone would tell me who the Unseen one is,” 
kyle said as he and anna walked into the room.

“Your sister will explain it as you walk to the village,” the 
old Judge stated.

“We’re going to the village?” anna asked.
The old Judge waved her on. “Yes. bring me back a 

newspaper. I’d like to see what the king is saying about the 
cancellation of the wedding.”
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The children complied, and on the way to the village, 
anna told kyle what she could about the Unseen one. 

“The Unseen one must be God,” kyle said, coming to the 
same conclusion that anna had. 

“Yeah, but here the Unseen one seems so . . . well, it’s like 
He really does things here.”

kyle thought about it for a moment and then said, 
“Grandma and Grandpa say God does things in our world, 
too—but you have to believe in Him in your heart to see 
what He’s up to.”

anna remembered the dream she had where the old 
Judge said almost the same thing to her. “You must have 
faith,” he’d said. Do I have that kind of faith? she asked herself. 

“I get the feeling there aren’t a lot of people left who 
believe in the Unseen one,” kyle said. 

“I get the same feeling,” anna agreed. “The old Judge 
says that king Lawrence and the rest of the country have 
come up with some kind of do-it-yourself religion. He says 
it’s man-made and that everyone thinks that things just hap-
pen because they happen—sort of like fate with a capital F. 
but the old Judge thinks the king believes in it because he 
can’t stand being rejected by the Unseen one. If he pretends 
the Unseen one doesn’t exist, he’ll get to be king longer.”

They reached the village, and anna slipped into a corner 
shop that sold groceries, tobacco, and newspapers. When she 
returned to the street, she was ashen faced. she handed the 
newspaper to kyle.

“Plot to overthrow king Thwarted!” the headline in the 
Sarum Herald shouted in large, black type. The article went 
on to say that a plot to overthrow the king had been exposed 
just in the nick of time. For security reasons, the wedding had 
been canceled. Though it didn’t say so directly, the newspaper 
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hinted that General darien may have been part of the plot. 
The royal family was leaving the capital city for a safer place 
until the extent of the plot could be determined.

“The king didn’t waste any time, did he?” kyle said.
Inside the paper were stock black-and-white photos of 

the royal family. In the center of one page was a photo of 
darien and Michelle on stage in the Great Hall on the day 
the king announced the wedding. anna put her hand to her 
mouth with alarm.

“What’s the matter?” kyle asked.
“Is that really the princess?” she said.
“Yeah.”
anna shook her head and spoke so softly that kyle had 

a hard time hearing her as she observed, “Weird things are 
happening here.”

kyle looked curiously at his sister. “Like what?” he asked.
she led kyle down Hailsham’s main street toward the road 

that would lead them back to the cottage. When they reached 
an open field, she said, “I keep having dreams, seeing things.”

kyle sounded annoyed at having to wait so long for that 
statement. “everybody sees things in their dreams,” he said.

“but these are real things,” anna explained. “I saw the 
king in his bedroom having an argument with that General 
Liddell guy. I saw the princess, too. she was in the bedroom 
spying on them. she escaped through a secret door. and then 
I saw her in another bedroom.”

kyle said impatiently, “she was in darien’s room. she 
helped us escape. I told you the story. I think you’re getting 
mixed up.”

“no. I saw what happened after you escaped from 
his bedroom.”

“That’s impossible.”
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anna shook her head. “soldiers came in, and the princess 
stopped them. There was someone in the bed—or that’s what 
I thought. but the soldiers pulled the covers back, and it 
wasn’t a person. someone had put a suit of armor in the bed.”

kyle’s face went pale. no one had mentioned the suit of 
armor back at the cottage. There was no way anna could’ve 
known about it. “You dreamed that?” he asked.

“sort of,” anna said, relieved that kyle seemed to believe 
her now. “but it’s more like a daydream than a dream. It’s 
like . . .” but the words to describe it escaped her. she 
couldn’t say any more.

“Maybe it’s because we’re in this country,” kyle offered. 
“Maybe it’s the Unseen one. The old Judge said that I’ve 

been brought here for a reason. If I was, then you were, too. 
You came here before I did, remember? We were chosen for 
a reason.”

“What kind of reason?”
anna shrugged. “The old Judge said something about us 

being a voice and a protector. Maybe he meant that I’m the 
voice and you’re the protector.”

kyle thought about that for a moment. Protector. It made 
sense—and his face reflected the realization.

“What are you thinking?” anna asked.
kyle told his sister about the three times he had saved 

darien’s life. He concluded, “I get this sick feeling in the pit 
of my stomach. and then the next thing I know, somebody 
tries to hurt darien and I save him.”

anna shuddered. “This is very strange.”
“anna . . .” kyle hesitated as if he wasn’t sure he should 

say more. but he did. “do you believe in the Unseen one?”
anna considered her answer carefully, then said, “There’s 

no other way to explain all the things I’ve seen with the old 
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Judge, or in my dreams, or our being here. so, yes, I believe 
in the Unseen one.”

They walked on silently for a while. The cottage appeared 
just ahead.

eventually, kyle asked, “do you think the Unseen one 
is on our side? I mean, if we’re here for a reason, will the 
Unseen one take care of us and get us home again?”

“I hope so,” anna said, then added, “I think so.”
kyle sighed deeply. “I hope you’re right.”
back at the cottage, darien read the newspaper, then 

threw it across the room. “This is unbelievable!” he snarled.
“Unbelievable? Predictable is the better word,” the old 

Judge said. 
“at least they didn’t say you were a traitor,” kyle said to 

be helpful.
darien frowned. “They didn’t say it outright, but they 

implied it. People will be watching.”
“The king will pay me a visit,” the old Judge said. “of 

that you can be sure.”
“Why?”
“Why not? He’ll know that you’ve come to see me.” The 

old Judge scratched at his beard. “Frankly, I’m surprised he 
hasn’t tried to sneak up on us already.”

darien shook his head. “He’d send someone to arrest me. 
He wouldn’t come all this way himself.”

“all this way? He’s just over the hill.”
darien looked at the old Judge quizzically. “What are 

you talking about?”
“Think about it, son. If they left sarum for security 

reasons, where would they go? The king’s country estate—
and that’s all of two miles from here. It is peaceful and secure. 
being so close, the king will not resist coming to me.”
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“Let him come,” darien said. “I won’t be here.”
“and where will you be?”
“at the king’s country estate,” darien said simply.
“What?” kyle asked. “are you nuts? I mean, are you  

nuts, sir?”
“If the royal family is there, that would include George.  

I want to see him.”
“To what end?” the old Judge asked.
“He’s my friend,” darien replied. “I want him to know 

that these allegations are all lies.”
“If he’s your friend, he knows it already,” said the  

old Judge.
“and I want to see if he can speak to the king,” darien 

continued. “Maybe there’s a way to appease him, to make 
him see that I am not his enemy.”

The old Judge scrutinized darien’s face. “You say that so 
sincerely,” he said. “do you believe it? do you believe king 
Lawrence will ever allow you to return to his court?”

“I want to believe it’s possible, even if it’s impossible.”
The old Judge placed a hand on darien’s shoulder and 

said gently, “The wheels are in motion, my son. nothing can 
be the way it was.” 

darien didn’t reply but went to the door and pulled it 
open. kyle followed.

“don’t go, kyle,” anna said as he and darien walked out. 
“You’ll get caught—or hurt.”

kyle looked back over his shoulder and smiled bravely. 
“Me get caught?” he said lightly. “I’m in the hands of the 
Unseen one.”

“That doesn’t mean the Unseen one won’t let you get 
caught,” she said.

but the door closed and they were gone.
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The old Judge was right. shortly after darien and kyle left, 
a handful of soldiers came to the cottage and demanded 
to see darien. The old Judge said truthfully that he wasn’t 
there. When the soldiers declared that they would search the 
house, the old Judge blocked their way, fixed a dark eye on 
them, and said, “You must find it terribly funny to think that 
darien would hide in an old cottage like this.”

To anna’s amazement, the soldiers began to laugh. “Yeah, 
it is funny,” the captain said as his laughter turned into side-
splitting hysterics. The soldiers guffawed uncontrollably, to 
the extent that they sank to their knees and rolled on their 
sides. some of them doubled over with stomach cramps from 
laughing so hard, and others couldn’t breathe. after a few 
minutes, the captain begged the old Judge for mercy. 

The old Judge said, “You desire mercy? Then leave this 
place and you’ll have it.”

between chortles and gasps, the captain commanded 
his men to withdraw. They helped each other up from the 
ground and stumbled away, their laughter still echoing 
through the valley as they went. 

anna looked at the old Judge with an unspoken question.
“Weak-minded men,” the old Judge said offhandedly. 

“We’ll see how the next batch hold up.”
“The next batch?”
sure enough, two hours later, another company of soldiers 

arrived. They were a harder-looking bunch than the previous 
men, with expressions that said they probably hadn’t laughed 
in years. The officer in charge seemed to know the old Judge. 

“none of your tricks,” he barked. “We want darien.”
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“He’s not here,” the old Judge said.
“We’ll see about that,” the officer growled. He directed his 

men to search the house.
again the old Judge stepped forward to block their way 

to the door. “but it’s so sad that a man as respected as darien 
should be hunted like an animal,” he said. “don’t you find 
it terribly sad?”

“I don’t find it sad at all,” the officer said. but his eyes 
filled with tears anyway.

His men began to sob.
“stop it!” the officer shouted through his own tears. 

“don’t you see what’s happening? He’s tricking us!”
The old Judge gazed at them innocently. “a trick?” he 

said. “since when are laughter and tears part of a trick? They 
are gifts from the Unseen one.”

“keep your gifts to yourself!” the officer said as he wept. 
“We have to search this house.”

“am I stopping you?” the old Judge asked.
by now, the soldiers had fallen to their knees, their faces 

hidden in their hands, the tears pouring from between their 
fingers. The officer, strong though he was, eventually suc-
cumbed and also dropped to the ground. The weeping and 
wailing of the men brought tears to anna’s eyes, too. 

“I’m afraid I’m all out of tissues,” the old Judge said.
Through heaving sobs, the officer told his men to retreat. 

“This is humiliating!” was the last thing he cried before they 
were out of sight.

Within the hour, there came a stern knock at the door. 
“That would be General Liddell, with king Lawrence not too 
far behind,” the old Judge said to anna. He went to wel-
come them.

General Liddell stood erect in the doorway, his face red 



90 darIen’s rIse

and the scar a sliver of white on his cheek. “The king wants 
to speak to you,” he said formally. He tapped the handle  
of the pistol he had tucked in his belt. “I wouldn’t do any-
thing clever.”

“Clever?” the old Judge said with a smile. “I’m too old to 
do anything clever.”

anna followed at a discreet distance as the old Judge 
stepped into his front garden and crossed to a large tree 
where the king waited silently. General Liddell glanced at 
anna and gestured for her to stay back. His face registered a 
moment’s recognition, but then he ignored her.

The king bowed slightly to the old Judge. “Hello, you 
old fox,” he said. 

“Greetings, my son,” the old Judge replied as he nodded.
“My royal army doctors are up to their eyeballs in sol-

diers,” the king said. “one regiment seems to be suffering 
from severe cramps from laughing too hard. The other can 
barely see from the soreness in their eyes. do you know any-
thing about it?” 

The old Judge spread his arms. “What could I know?” 
he asked.

“Just as I thought,” the king said. “Where is darien?”
“Hither and yon,” the old Judge answered.
“He’s under suspicion of treason. You would be commit-

ting a crime by harboring a fugitive.”
“Committing a crime against whom?”
“against your king.”
“My king? and who, pray tell, is my king? You know to 

whom I pledge allegiance, and it is no king that I see here.”
Lawrence’s face turned bright red, and he quickly pulled 

his sword from its sheath. He pointed it at the old Judge’s 
neck. “I’m not some fool that you can make laugh or cry, old 
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one!” the king spat. “It would be within my right and my 
strength to strike you down here and now.”

“Within your strength, perhaps,” the old Judge said 
coolly. “but not within your right. You waived that right 
when you turned your back on the Unseen one.”

“The Unseen one turned His back on me,” the 
king snarled.

The old Judge frowned. “Is that so? shall I recall your 
rebellion in front of this small audience? do you want 
your general and this young girl to hear how you willfully 
disobeyed the one who made you king? I have held my 
tongue until now, Lawrence, but I will not hesitate to tell 
the world how you betrayed the ancient ways. and in 
betraying them, you have betrayed your own people. Where 
the blessings of the Unseen one could have been a harvest 
in your life, His curses will now fall upon you in ways you 
cannot comprehend!”

The king quivered for a moment as if he might thrust  
his sword through the old Judge. The old Judge simply 
blinked. an apple fell from the tree and hit the king on the 
top of his head. 

The king looked up, perplexed. “This is no apple tree,” 
he said. another apple fell and hit him. Then another. and 
another. soon it was raining apples on him. He ran away 
from the tree. The apple shower followed him. He began to 
laugh at the absurdity of the situation. Quickly, though, his 
laughter became uncontrollable. Then tears poured from his 
eyes. The king was laughing and crying at the same time. He 
gasped, desperate for breath. 

General Liddell pointed his pistol at the old Judge. “stop 
it,” he ordered, “or I’ll kill you.”

“kill me and it will never stop until the king himself is 
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dead,” the old Judge responded with a steely gaze.
General Liddell returned the pistol to his belt and asked, 

“Then what do you want me to do?”
“Take the king away and he’ll soon be back to his sour 

self,” the old Judge instructed. “and never—never—return 
to my cottage. The day that you do will be your last.”

General Liddell, obviously shaken, helped the king, still 
helpless from his laughter and tears, get onto his horse. once 
Lawrence had mounted, he brokenly said to the old Judge, 

“Your conjurings won’t stop me, old man. I will find darien.”
“Perhaps darien will find you,” the old Judge said. 
king Lawrence and General Liddell galloped away.
When the dust of the road had faded into the air, the old 

Judge turned to anna. “I have a mission for you,” he said.



Chapter

Balmovia, the king’s country mansion, was a sprawling 
estate with acres and acres of royal forest, marshes, and 

groves inhabited by royal deer, rabbits, badgers, and other 
woodland animals. The forest rolled like a thick green carpet 
to the mansion itself, which stood on top of a hill. The house 
had more than 100 rooms, a grand banquet hall, a huge 
library, and endless corridors. It sat on a well-manicured 
lawn with gardens, adjoining tennis courts, a swimming pool, 
a maze of intricately carved shrubs, and an archery range. 
because the woods were thickest on the side approaching the 
archery range, that’s where darien and kyle ventured first.

“Considering the king’s life is supposed to be in 
danger, they don’t seem to have many guards around,”  
darien observed.

kyle also noticed the absence of soldiers, police, or secu-
rity guards watching the area. It seemed that darien and he 
could have strolled in as if nothing had ever happened at the 
banquet the night before.

Through the trees, they could see that someone was prac-
ticing on the archery range. They heard the sound of the 
arrows sailing through the air and the dull thuds of the sharp 
points hitting a solid target. 
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“Maybe you should hide here while I go ahead,” kyle 
suggested. “If they see me, it won’t matter. They’re not 
looking for me. but everyone around the house will be 
watching for you.”

darien deferred to kyle’s idea. “I’ll be here,” he said.
kyle crept to the edge of the forest, staying close to the 

ground. He hid behind a large tree and peered around it, 
which gave him a clear view of the field. His heart started 
to race. Prince George was alone, shooting at the tar-
get. kyle looked up toward the house to see whether any-
one there might spot him if he came out to signal George.  
The angle from the house would make the view difficult if 
not impossible. 

kyle waited until the prince exhausted his quiver of 
arrows, then stepped out into the open. at first George 
looked annoyed at the intruder. “What do you want?”  
he demanded.

“To speak to Your Highness on behalf of a friend,”  
kyle said. 

George squinted at kyle, and then his face brightened 
with recognition. “kyle! Good heavens, boy, what are you 
doing here? Is—?” He stopped himself and looked around to 
be sure no one could see or hear him. “Is darien all right?”

“Follow me and you’ll see,” kyle replied.
George obeyed, following kyle to where darien  

had hidden. 
darien bowed to George and said, “My prince.”
George grabbed darien and embraced him heartily. 

“What are you doing here?” he asked. “Why have you taken 
this risk? I had hoped you’d be miles from here by now.”

“I had to see you. To be sure.”
“I’m so sorry about what’s happened,” George said. “I’m 
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afraid my father has lost his mind.”
“so you don’t believe the allegations in the Sarum Herald,” 

darien said, relieved.
George looked indignant. “of course not!” he said. “I’m 

not privy to my father’s scheming, but I knew he’d gone over 
the edge when he took a shot at you with that crossbow.  
I can’t imagine what he was thinking.”

“You’re certain it wasn’t an accident? He’d been drink-
ing. . . .”

George frowned at his friend. “didn’t I warn you that 
something like this might happen? He’s beside himself with 
jealousy. I believe something snapped when he heard the 
crowds calling your name beneath the balcony. all that 
nonsense in the newspaper was probably concocted by 
General Liddell.”

darien sat down on a log. He sighed heavily. “Then the 
king wants me dead.”

“dead or arrested,” George said. “Though I doubt there’s 
much difference between the two.”

The two men were silent for a moment.
“Look, darien, you have to get out of here—and out of 

the country,” George continued. “You’re not safe here at all. 
My father won’t make a public spectacle of his desire to get 
rid of you, but he’ll work quietly. He’ll send his men after you. 
He already has, in fact. They went to the old Judge’s cottage 
to find you.”

“Where can I go?” darien asked sadly. “This is my 
homeland.”

“I don’t know,” George replied with equal sorrow. He gave 
his mustache a quick brush with the side of his finger. “How 
about Prince edwin? The people of Gotthard have always 
been friendly to you. remember the fuss they made when 
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you vacationed there last year? You were a celebrity. Prince 
edwin himself couldn’t do enough for you.”

The idea seemed to appeal to darien. “If he can give  
me refuge until your father’s mind changes, maybe that will 
be enough.”

“It’s certainly worth a try,” George said. “but I’d 
stay away from the trains or main roads. My father has  
spies everywhere.”

a twig snapped loudly nearby. darien, George, and kyle 
all jumped and turned quickly to see if someone was sneak-
ing up on them. It was a deer.

“You must go,” George said, turning back to darien. “It 
was foolish to come here.”

“I couldn’t have left the area without knowing for cer-
tain that we were still friends, no matter what happens with 
your father.”

George clasped darien’s hand in his. “our friendship is 
secure, my brother,” he said with feeling. “May the Unseen 
one be our witness.”

“so be it,” darien said, smiling.
“now go,” the prince urged.

back at the old Judge’s cottage, everyone sat down for dinner. 
While they ate, anna told darien and kyle about what had 
happened to the king’s soldiers and then to the king himself. 
kyle was astounded.

darien cast a troubled glance at the old Judge. “Is it 
appropriate to torment the king of our country that way?” 
he asked.

The old Judge snorted impatiently. “You deal with the 
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king in your way and I’ll deal with him in mine,” he replied. 
“remember, son, that I have known him much longer than 
you have.”

darien didn’t reply to that but said, “It’s time to leave.  
I want to go first to see that my family is all right. after that, 
I’ll travel to Gotthard. Prince George believes that edwin and 
his people will receive me.”

“so they might,” the old Judge said. “There is a remnant 
of believers in the Unseen one there.”

“You agree?” darien asked, surprised.
“Why wouldn’t I?” the old Judge asked.
“I thought you would probably have another plan worked 

out—something better from the Unseen one.”
“something easy, perhaps?”
“Yes.”
“a quick snap of the fingers and everything will be taken 

care of?”
darien nodded. “It would be easy enough for the Unseen 

one.”
“easy, yes,” the old Judge said with a smile. “but the 

Unseen one rarely makes things easy for us.”
“Why not?” kyle asked.
“because the Unseen one knows our hearts. When we are 

given things easily, we dismiss them easily. When the Unseen 
one makes us work and sweat and struggle a little for what 
we have, we respect and treasure it.” He turned to darien. 

“You will respect your crown when you have struggled to win 
it.” His face then went dark. “but even your respect will not 
be enough to keep it on your head.”

darien groaned. “I’m not even king yet and you’re pre-
dicting trouble?” 

“I predict nothing,” the old Judge said. “know this, 
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however: For all your attributes, darien, there are weaknesses. 
beware your weaknesses. There are those who wait to see 
them and exploit them.”

darien waved the warning away. “enough of this talk,” 
he said. “I have a long journey ahead of me.”

The old Judge clasped his hands under his chin. “all of 
you do,” he said.

“all of us?” darien asked.
anna suddenly realized what the old Judge was saying. 

“Me, too?” she said.
“darien, I would like you to make your journey past the 

town of dorr,” the old Judge instructed. “There’s a convent 
there. Go to sister Leona. she can help you. It’s important, 
though, that you don’t explain to her why you’re traveling.”

“Then why would I want to go there?” asked darien.
“because I want anna to stay with her.”
“What?” anna cried out. “Why?”
The old Judge reached over, laid a hand on her arm, and 

explained, “because your gift is still new and hasn’t been 
properly developed.”

“Gift?” anna’s face went alternately red, then white, then 
red again.

“do you really think I don’t know about the dreams and 
visions you’ve been having?”

anna’s mouth fell open. “You know about that?”
“My dear child, why do you think you are here?” The old 

Judge asked the question as if the answer should have been 
obvious to everyone. He didn’t elaborate further but said, 

“now you must go to sister Leona, for she will help you with 
your gift.”

anna looked puzzled. “How?” she asked.
“You’ll find out when the time is right.”
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darien stood up, along with kyle. “We must leave if we 
hope to make it to dorr before daybreak,” darien said.

anna hesitated. she knew she had to leave the old Judge. 
and only now did she realize how deeply she cared for him. 
“but sir . . .” she began. she searched for words that wouldn’t 
come. “I don’t want to say good-bye.”

“nor do I,” he said warmly. “You have been a breath of 
fresh air to me, a beautiful light. but it’s necessary that you 
go.”

“Will we come back?” she asked. “Will I see you again?”
“We are in the hands of the Unseen one. I make no prom-

ises, but I hope that one day we will.” His eyes suddenly 
filled with tears. “I do not envy you your journey, child. It 
will not be without its share of suffering. but often it is in 
suffering that we see the ancient ways of the Unseen one 
most clearly.” 

anna struggled to keep back her tears as they walked to 
the front door. she hugged the old Judge quickly. “Thank 
you,” she said.

“You’re welcome,” he replied warmly.
darien shook the old Judge’s hand with silent gratitude. 

kyle did the same. 
The shadows of dusk surrounded them as they crossed 

from the house to the edge of the forest. darien and kyle 
looked back to wave at the old Judge, who stood in the door-
way, framed with golden light. anna kept her eyes forward.
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Chapter

The three travelers had an uneventful journey and arrived 
at the village of dorr shortly before morning. It had been 

a long walk, and kyle and anna were exhausted. The only 
thing either of them wanted was a bed.

The convent the old Judge had mentioned sat on the 
village outskirts. It was a modest stone compound with 
high walls and a huge door on the front. darien banged 
the simple iron knocker several times. Five minutes 
passed before a young, sleepy-eyed girl wearing a hood 
opened the door. When darien introduced himself, the girl 
stumbled and stammered that they should wait right there 
while she went to get sister Leona. she disappeared into a  
dark corridor.

sister Leona, the head of the convent, came to the door 
in her dressing gown. Her white hair was tousled and stuck 
out at odd angles under her hood. Her eyes were puffy 
from sleep. “Come in, come in!” she said and led them in. 
They took a path through a beautiful courtyard with flow-
ers and a fountain and eventually arrived at a small build-
ing on the other side of the enclosure. It housed a primitive 
kitchen and long, wooden table. sister Leona and another 
girl quickly warmed up a meat stew, even though darien 

10
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assured her it wasn’t necessary. 
after the food had been served and a blessing said, sister 

Leona turned to anna. Her eyes were piercing in their inten-
sity. “so the old Judge wants me to teach you?” she said. 

“You must be very special for him to send you to me.”
anna blushed and said, “I don’t know what he thinks  

I’ll learn.”
“You’ll learn what you’re willing to learn,” sister Leona 

answered. anna then noticed that, like the old Judge, sister 
Leona’s eyes were two different colors—one blue, the other 
green. “Is there something wrong?” she asked.

anna averted her gaze. “no, ma’am.”
“General darien, why are you traveling so late at night—

and without your attendants and soldiers?” asked sister 
Leona. “are you on your way to a battle?”

“no, sister,” darien replied and ate some bread. kyle and 
anna exchanged uneasy glances.

“Had we known you were going to visit our humble 
convent, we would have made proper arrangements for you,” 
sister Leona said. “normally an official at the king’s palace 
informs us when—”

darien interrupted her: “The king’s officials aren’t 
involved in this enterprise. This is a secret mission.”

“Then the allegations that you are part of a plot against 
the king are false?”

“I can assure you that they are false. I am not part of a plot 
against the king.” darien toyed with his bread. “as it hap-
pens, we were passing this way, so the old Judge asked us to 
bring anna to you. That’s all. It would be helpful if you didn’t 
ask any more questions.”

“I see,” sister Leona said politely. “Is there anything I can 
give you for your mission? More food?”
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“beds for a couple of hours’ sleep would be most 
appreciated.”

“anything else?”
“a pistol and a sword,” darien said as a joke. “I’m travel-

ing without my weapons.”
sister Leona didn’t laugh. she merely tapped her chin 

with her index finger. “I may be able to help you with one of 
those items,” she said seriously.

a few minutes later, they were in sister Leona’s pri-
vate study. on the wall above the fireplace hung a large 
golden sword. darien reached up, unclasped it, and carefully 
brought it down. “amazing!” he said softly. “I had no idea 
it was here.”

“Is there something special about it?” kyle asked.
“It’s the sword that belonged to Commander soren of the 

Palatians,” sister Leona explained.
kyle looked at the sword with awe and said, “You mean 

the one the commander used to try to kill General darien?”
“The very one.”
darien held the sword up. The light from the gas lamps 

caught the edges of the sword, sending thin beams of yellow 
in all directions. “How did you come by it?” he asked.

“It was a gift to our order from the king,” sister Leona 
said. she searched a nearby closet and pulled out the sword’s 
belt and sheath. “but it is yours by right, General. If you need 
it for your secret mission, then you must take it.”

“I’ll borrow it,” darien said. 

They slept only a couple of hours before darien was ready 
to move on to his family’s farm. He woke kyle up first, then 
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together they went to anna’s room to say good-bye. she sat 
up in her bed and rubbed her eyes sleepily. When she real-
ized they were leaving her, she was immediately distressed. 

“I’m afraid,” she whispered to her brother. 
“so am I,” he admitted. “but it’s probably a good idea for 

you to stay here.”
“What if something happens to you?”
“I’m the protector,” he said as bravely as he could. 

“nothing can happen to me.” 
neither of them believed it, but they didn’t say so.

“How will I know where you are?” she asked. “How will 
I find you?”

“We’ll find you,” darien assured her. “or we’ll send 
for you.”

kyle smiled. “Yeah, we’ll send somebody with a secret 
code. He’ll say: Uncle Bill wants to see you.” 

“That’s silly,” anna said.
kyle nodded. “Yep,” he agreed.
darien put a hand on kyle’s shoulder. “The sun is up,” he 

said. “We have to go.” Then he left the room. kyle lingered, 
looked at his sister with a worried expression, then spun on 
his heel and left.

anna buried her face in her pillow and prayed to the 
Unseen one, “Please don’t let anything happen to them.”

darien and kyle walked around the village of dorr, stay-
ing close to the outlying fields so they wouldn’t be spotted. 
The only living creatures they ran into were a flock of sheep 
and their shepherd. darien said hello to the shepherd as if 
they were on a morning stroll rather than a couple of fugi-
tives on the run. The shepherd smiled back and said “Good 
morning” pleasantly. 

kyle felt that sick feeling in the pit of his stomach again 
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and immediately prepared himself for something bad to hap-
pen. Maybe the shepherd was going to attack darien with his 
crook. The shepherd just looked curiously at him, however, 
then walked on. That’s strange, kyle thought. Is my “protec-
tor antenna” going wrong?

anna, asleep in her bed, saw the encounter with the 
shepherd in a dream. but she also saw what darien and kyle 
didn’t: The shepherd waited until they were out of sight and 
then ran to the village. In her dream, she felt peaceful and 
unalarmed. When she awoke, however, her heart beat furi-
ously in her chest. Panicked, she looked around her room. 
The thick curtains on the single window were drawn. The 
small wooden washstand, the bedside table, and the rect-
angular brown carpet on the floor all seemed to be cast in 
a single shadow. suddenly the door was thrown open and a 
man rushed in, his sword drawn. before anna could scream, 
he ran her through in a single thrust. 

and then she was truly awake. It had been another 
dream. Her room was filled with the half light of a sunny 
day that pushed through the drawn curtains. The door  
was closed. 

she tried to figure out what the two dreams meant but 
didn’t know how. Chilled and feverish, her eyes burning in 
their sockets, she tried to stand up. Her legs gave way, and 
she collapsed onto the floor. 

That’s where sister Leona found her later in the morning.

“Father!” darien cried as he and his father embraced. 
The stooped and bearded old man held his son. “darien!” 

he exclaimed.
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His mother joined the embrace as the three clung to  
one another.

It was late afternoon, and the four of them met in a small 
cabin on the outer limits of darien’s family property. Just in 
case king Lawrence had people watching, kyle had run ahead 
to the back door of the house to secretly tell darien’s parents 
where their son was. “Tell him to meet us at the old house 
after dark,” his father had instructed. 

“Is it safe?” kyle had asked.
“no one but our family has any idea it’s there,” darien’s 

father had replied. “I am Torbin, by the way. This is my wife, 
evelyn. You must be my son’s guardian angel.”

kyle had nodded as a reply and said, “We’ll see you there 
after dark.” 

He had run back to deliver the message to darien. They 
had then made their way to the old house, so called because it 
was where darien’s ancestors had lived when they first settled 
the land. It was a one-room cabin that reminded kyle of an 
oversized playhouse. Inside were a few items of furniture—a 
cot, sofa, and kitchen table—and not much else. The cot had 
captured kyle’s eye first. He was tired and felt as if he’d been 
in a relay race most of the day. all he wanted to do was stretch 
out and rest while darien conversed with his parents around 
the small kitchen table. so he did.

“The king’s men were here yesterday,” darien’s father 
said, his tanned face wrinkled and folded like a plowed field. 

“They’re probably watching now, too. but we were too smart 
for them. I had two servants dress like us and ride to town 
while we slipped out the back door.”

“Is everyone all right?” darien asked. “did the king’s men 
do anything to you?”

“oh, they were abusive and pushed us around a little,  
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but nothing serious,” Torbin said. 
“They broke my mother’s china,” evelyn complained. 

“The bullies!”
“They could’ve broken more than that,” Torbin said. 
“How about the rest of the family?” darien asked.
His father rubbed his beard absentmindedly. “They are 

well. They’re wondering what brought this on. Why would 
the king suddenly turn on you?”

“He thinks I want his job,” darien said wryly.
“ah,” darien’s mother said. “Then he knows about our 

visit from the old Judge.”
darien shrugged. “Maybe he does.”

“or maybe he’s worried because of your success as a 
general,” Torbin suggested.

“This is terrible! Just terrible!” said evelyn. “You never 
should have left the farm. If you’d stayed here with your 
family, none of this would’ve happened!”

darien reached over and stroked his mother’s face.  
“My place was not on this farm,” he told her. “I was called to 
other things.”

“Yes,” evelyn said with a frown. “and one day I will have 
words with the Unseen one about that!”

darien ignored her comment and said, “Meanwhile, we 
have to be sure you’re safe. I think the prince of Gotthard will 
give you sanctuary until we can sort out this mess.” 

“Gotthard! You want us to leave our farm?” Torbin asked.
“I don’t see that we have a choice. The king may decide  

to punish you as a means to get to me. so you must pack 
your things while I try to make contact with the prince on 
your behalf.”

“on our behalf? You’re not coming with us?” evelyn 
asked, her voice laced with worry.
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darien shook his head. “The prince can give you refuge 
without much trouble. To help me directly would threaten his 
relationship with king Lawrence. What with their various 
treaties and agreements, he dare not take the chance. I will 
find other places to hide.”

“other places to hide . . .” Torbin groaned and hit the 
table angrily. kyle opened an eye to look at them. “The 
greatest general in our land, and you have to hide. May the 
Unseen one see our plight and deliver us from this madness!” 

darien agreed, “and so He may. but until He does, we 
have to take every precaution.”

kyle reluctantly gave up the cot to follow darien and 
his parents outside. While kyle waited on the porch, darien 
hugged and kissed his mother and father good night. Then 
they began the long walk home across the field. It was a 
beautiful summer’s night. The chirping crickets and flash-
ing fireflies went about their business as if the world hadn’t 
been turned upside down for this family. darien and kyle 
watched Torbin and evelyn until they disappeared over the 
dark horizon. 

“now, how am I going to get in touch with Prince edwin?” 
darien muttered as he turned to go back inside the cabin. 
suddenly, without warning, a loud shout seemed to come 
from all around them. darien quickly reached for his sword, 
forgetting that he’d left it inside. It was too late anyway. They 
were surrounded.

“a man of your experience should be more on his guard,” 
a voice said. From the darkness of the woods, Colonel oliver 
approached carrying a torch. Like phantoms bearing candles, 
almost 100 of darien’s most faithful soldiers came forward. 

“What are you doing here, Colonel?” darien asked  
after briskly shaking his hand. He was amazed. “How in  
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the world did you find this place?”
“The old Judge sent the girl to me a few nights ago,” 

Colonel oliver said. 
“anna?” darien asked.
“Yes. she told us where and when to meet you. I got the 

word around to those I knew would want to come.”
“but what are you doing here?” asked darien.
“We’re with you, sir,” Colonel oliver said resolutely. 

“Wherever you go, we go. none of us desire to serve under 
any other commander, even if he is supposed to be a scoun-
drel and a traitor.”

darien looked around at the faces of the men, knowing 
well what they were sacrificing for him. “I cannot ask you to 
do this,” he said in a choked voice.

Colonel oliver nodded. “nor do we expect you to ask,” 
he said matter-of-factly. “Which is why we’ve come of our 
own free will. now, are we going to stand here all night or are 
you going to tell us what you need us to do?”

They spent most of the night discussing their options. 
Having so many men to help made all the difference in 
darien’s attitude. He became a general again. 

kyle sat on the edge of the cot, knowing he wouldn’t be 
able to sleep now. Instead he wondered about anna—the 
bold errand girl for the old Judge. somehow she seemed so 
different from the whiny little sister he had wanted to desert 
before this adventure began. He hoped she was being well 
treated at the convent.

sister Leona took care of anna personally. she fed her soup 
and spoke gently to her while dabbing her forehead with a 
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cool, damp cloth. anna felt as if she was constantly drift-
ing between her dreams and reality—to the point where she 
wasn’t sure which was which. 

“The ancient Fathers and Mothers had dreams,” sister 
Leona said. Though they had only begun to talk, anna had 
the feeling that they had been chatting for hours and this was 
a conversation in the middle of it all. “The Unseen one used 
dreams to speak to the chosen ones. only a handful are left 
who have the dreams or know how to interpret them. These 
are the days of abandonment, when the leaders and their peo-
ple turn away from the ancient ways and the Unseen one.”

“I don’t like my dreams,” anna said through a voice  
like sandpaper.

“no. Few of us do.” sister Leona wrung the cloth out, 
then reapplied it to anna’s face. “To be a voice for the Unseen 
one can be a great burden. sometimes it involves suffer-
ing—even sharing the suffering of others. but our faith in 
the Unseen one carries us through. do you have that kind 
of faith, anna?”

“I want to.”
“Then feed that faith with prayer and study, silence and 

solitude. Will you do that?”
anna closed her eyes. “I’ll do my best.”
When she opened her eyes again, the room was empty.
she slept until evening. sister Leona knocked gently on 

the door, then walked in. she wore a cloak, as if she were 
about to leave. 

“How are you feeling, anna?” she asked.
anna took a deep breath. The burning in her eyes had 

stopped. she felt weak but much better and said so.
“Good,” said sister Leona, taking anna’s hand and sitting 

beside her on the bed.
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“Have we been talking?” anna asked.
“a little,” sister Leona said. 
“Then it was a dream. I dreamed we talked a lot.”
sister Leona smiled and patted her hand. “I hope it was a 

pleasant dream,” she said. Then she stood up and explained, 
“I have to leave for a while. I’ve been summoned.”

“summoned?”
“The king has come to dorr and asked to see me.”
“king Lawrence?”
“There is no other king that I know of.”
anna sat up quickly. Her head spun. “sister . . . I had a 

dream about soldiers and swords and . . .” she couldn’t bring 
herself to say the word death. “and danger,” she said.

“We’ll talk about it when I return,” sister Leona said. “In 
a little while.”

“Will you also teach me?” anna asked. “The old Judge 
said you would teach me how to use my gift—and you’d give 
me something.”

“You have all you need,” said the sister with a knowing 
smile. she handed a small mirror to anna and left. 

anna wasn’t sure what she was supposed to do with 
the mirror. Was she supposed to say “Mirror, mirror on the 
wall”? she looked at her reflection. Her face was pale and 
gaunt. Her eyes sat atop dark circles. Her eyes! Her entire life 
she’d had brown eyes. now they were two separate colors; 
one was blue and the other green. she put a hand to her 
mouth as if to stop her sudden intake of breath. she stared at 
them, unsure what to think.

after a moment, anna lay back in her bed. The wheels 
of her mind spun wildly, and her heart raced. What does this 
mean? she wondered. she heard voices whispering in the 
hallway, and then a young girl walked in. she was pretty, 
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with long, braided hair and freckles on her nose. she said 
her name was dawn and that sister Leona wanted her to sit 
with anna for a while.

“I don’t need anyone to sit with me,” anna said. “I’m  
all right.”

dawn reached over and touched anna’s forehead ten-
derly. “are you sure?” she asked.

“Yes, I am,” she replied, and then she fell asleep again.
Her dreams were fitful. In them she saw sister Leona 

walk down a dingy hallway and into a room with candles and 
lamps set up in odd places, as if the room normally wouldn’t 
have so much light. The walls were covered with cheap 
paintings and documents that looked like legal papers and 
diplomas. a rolltop desk, also covered with papers, sat in the 
corner. In the center of the room, king Lawrence leaned back 
in a large thronelike chair that didn’t belong in the office 
at all. on one side of him stood a short, bald-headed man 
who kept wringing his hands. on the other side, General 
Liddell stood as straight as any ruler. sister Leona knelt out 
of respect for the king, then waited.

“Get up, get up,” the king commanded wearily. 
anna was surprised because this was the first time she’d 

had a dream about the king where she could hear him clearly.
“What can I do for you, sire?” sister Leona asked when 

she stood up.
The king rested his elbow on the arm of the chair and 

his hand against the side of his face. “Tell me about General 
darien,” he said. 

sister Leona looked puzzled. “General darien?”
“don’t play innocent with me,” he said. “General darien 

came to see you last night. or should I say earlier this morn-
ing? What did he want? Why was he here?”
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sister Leona glanced around nervously. “Your Highness 
should know better than I would.”

“Indeed? Tell me what I should know.”
“General darien is on a secret mission. That’s as much as 

he said. I assumed it was a mission for you.”
“Were you not aware that he is suspected of being a 

traitor?” the king asked.
“The newspapers hinted at the idea, but I haven’t seen 

any official papers or warrants for his arrest. I’d be a fool to 
believe everything I read in the newspaper. besides, General 
darien denied it.”

“He would deny it, wouldn’t he?” the king scoffed.
“He would if he were a liar,” sister Leona said. “but I have 

no reason to think he’d lie.”
The king jerked forward in his chair. His eyes were aflame, 

his face twisted into a scowl. “Yet you would believe your 
king to be a liar!”

“Why would you say such a thing to me?” said sister 
Leona indignantly. “I’m a loyal subject.”

“are you?” the king bellowed. “Then explain to me what 
you, my loyal subject, did for General darien!”

“did for him? I don’t know what you mean.”
The king waved his hand. “oram!” 
a tall, hairy man dressed in a vest of sheepskin stepped 

from a corner behind sister Leona. “Yes, Your Highness?”  
he said.

“she doesn’t understand me. Please enlighten her.”
“eh?”
“say what you know!” the king commanded impatiently.
“oh,” he said, shuffling his feet like a small child. “Well, 

like I told you, sire, I was walking this morning with my flock, 
and I saw General darien and a boy walking from the sister’s 
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convent. We said hello in a friendly manner. I knew it was 
darien but acted like I didn’t because I read in the paper how 
he might be plotting against you. and then I saw that he was 
wearing a long gold sword. so I thought, Hold on, that’s the 
sword that was in the sister’s study, ’cause I seen it there myself 
when I had business in the place once or twice. I was then 
wondering if maybe the general didn’t rob the sister of the 
sword. so I ran to Phipps here, our magistrate—”

With this acknowledgment, the bald-headed man nodded.
“—and he told me he’d contact you if I went to the con-

vent to see if it’d been robbed. Well, I happen to know one of 
the girls there—she’s one of the few girls who’ll give me the 
time of day, the rest being holy snobs and all—and I asked 
her right away what was up with General darien. did he 
come in the night to rob them? and she said that the sword 
wasn’t stolen but given to General darien by sister Leona, 
along with some food.”

The king gestured to sister Leona as if to say, “Well?”
sister Leona said firmly, “are you accusing me of 

something?”
“apart from giving food and a weapon to my sworn 

enemy, then no, I don’t suppose I am!” the king shouted iron-
ically. His face had turned bright red.

sister Leona didn’t flinch, and her voice remained calm. 
“General darien has been an honorable and dutiful servant to 
you. I had no reason to think he was otherwise. What I did 
for him, I did because I believed him to be on a mission for 
you. If there were more to know or reasons to distrust him, 
they are beyond me.”

“Beyond you? I thought you prophets for the Unseen one 
knew everything!”

“We don’t.”
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“That is truly unfortunate,” the king sneered. “now get 
out of my sight.”

sister Leona said in a stern voice, “Your Highness—”
“Go!” he screamed at her.
she bowed slightly and walked out.
The king leaped out of his chair and prowled around the 

room. “These people—these believers in the Unseen one—
will all side with darien against me. I know it!” he said. “We 
have to send a message to them. They have to understand 
that I will not tolerate their treason!”

“What kind of message, sire?” General Liddell asked.
“I want those sisters killed. every last one of them.”
General Liddell stared at the king in disbelief. “killed! 

no, sire, that would be extreme,” he cautioned.
“did I hear you say no to me?” the king asked menacingly. 

“Is that what I heard?”
General Liddell changed his tone. “sire, as your loyal 

general, I can only say that such a move would be disastrous. 
If anyone saw members of the royal Guard committing such 
an act, the entire nation would turn against them—and you.  
It could spark an uprising that none of us could contain.”

The king clasped his hands behind his back and growled, 
“Then get somebody else to do it! I want it done, and I want it 
done by tonight!” The king left no time for answers or ques-
tions as he stomped out of the room. Phipps the magistrate 
followed anxiously.

General Liddell folded his arms, his face a frozen mask. 
He then looked at the shepherd. “oram?” he said.

“Yes, sir?”
“The convent owns a lot of the land around here,  

doesn’t it?”
“Too much, if you ask me.”
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“You’d like that land for your sheep, wouldn’t you?” 
Liddell’s voice was oily with opportunity. “Imagine all the 
grazing they could do.”

“Yes, sir. I’ve imagined it. even talked to the lady—that 
one in charge—but she wouldn’t agree.”

“You’ve heard what the king wants done. Can you do it 
quickly, in exchange for the land?”

oram’s expression didn’t change. “Me and the boys can 
do it right away. never cared for those women and all that 
nonsense about the Unseen Thingy watching over us anyway. 
dangerous superstition, I figure.”

“dangerous—yes,” the general said.
anna woke up. dawn sat next to the bed, reading a book. 

Her lips moved ever so slightly. she was praying.
“dawn,” anna said with a parched throat.
dawn put a finger to her lips. “Wait. I’ll get you some-

thing to drink,” she offered.
“no,” anna said. Her voice rose as the panic within her 

grew. “something awful is going to happen.”
The door opened slightly, and sister Leona peered in. 

“ah, you’re awake,” she said.
“sister Leona! I just had a dream,” anna said quickly. 

“You were with the king.”
sister Leona began to take off her cloak. “You knew I was 

going to see him,” she said.
“He accused you of helping General darien,” anna said.
a shadow crossed sister Leona’s face. Her voice took on a 

tone of urgency. “What else did you see in the dream?” 
“They’re coming.”
“Who is?”
“The shepherd. He’s coming to—”
In another part of the building, there was a loud crash. 
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someone screamed.
“Wait here,” sister Leona said. “both of you. and lock 

this door behind me.” she rushed out of the room, closing 
the door behind her. 

dawn moved nervously to the door and locked it. More 
screams echoed through the halls, increasing in number and 
intensity. “Mercy!” dawn whispered.

anna crawled out of the bed. Her clothes were neatly 
folded on the bottom shelf of the bedside table. she grabbed 
them and dressed as quickly as she could.

Men’s voices intermingled with the screams. They came 
closer down the hall. sister Leona shouted at someone, but 
her voice was suddenly silenced. dawn began to cry as she 
backed away from the door. anna threw the curtains aside. 
The window frame was small, but it looked as if she and 
dawn could squeeze through. 

“We have to get out of here,” anna said.
“What’s happening?” dawn cried. “What are they doing?”
“They’re going to kill us!” shouted anna. The latch on 

the window stubbornly refused to move. It probably hadn’t 
been opened in years. The shouts and screams came closer 
and closer.

“Have mercy!” dawn said again, her hand to her mouth. 
someone was at the door. The handle moved up and down 
quickly. a man shouted.

anna tugged at the window latch with all her might. It 
gave a little and then completely. she threw open the win-
dow just as someone began to beat against the door. The old 
wooden frame splintered, and the door handle broke loose. 

“Hurry, dawn!” anna screamed.
Trancelike, dawn drifted toward the door. Her hand 

reached out. “no,” she said softly.



118 darIen’s rIse

The frame gave way to the blows of whoever was on 
the other side. a large man burst in, surveyed the room 
in a glance, and caught dawn by the hair. He drew his  
sword back.

Instinctively, anna grabbed the lamp on the bedside 
table and threw it at him. It crashed against his side, the fuel 
catching his sheepskin vest on fire. He yelled angrily and ran 
his sword into dawn. she fell at his feet. The man staggered 
toward anna, then swung out and caught her on the side of 
the head with his fist. she fell back against the wall. The man 
threw himself onto the bed, squirming and writhing to put 
out the flames. He had little success as the flames spread to 
other areas of his clothing, then onto the bed itself.

anna scrambled for the window. 
The man’s agonizing cries followed her as she fell from 

the window to a makeshift roof one story below. It gave way 
under her weight and she crashed through, landing on her 
side on a hay-covered dirt floor. a sharp pain shot through 
her hip and down her legs. struggling to her feet, she half ran 
and half limped away from the convent and into the night. 



Chapter

Word came to darien, then kyle, about the massacre 
at the dorr convent through one of darien’s soldiers. 

The blame was placed on unknown marauders and vandals 
who killed the women, then set fire to the building. There 
were no witnesses to claim otherwise. General Liddell, who 
visited the scene of the destruction, promised a full investiga-
tion into the tragedy. “Justice will be served,” he proclaimed 
on the steps of the burned-out shell. 

“anna! What about anna?” kyle asked urgently.
“There were no survivors,” darien replied, his hand held 

firmly on kyle’s shoulder.
kyle’s voice trembled. “no. I don’t believe it!” he insisted. 

“We didn’t come here for anna to die! I have to see for myself!”
darien signaled Colonel oliver. “It’s only a couple of 

hours on horseback. Will you take him?” he asked.
Colonel oliver nodded and went to saddle the horses. 

kyle closed his eyes to fight back his tears. What kind of 
world is this? he asked himself. The Unseen One wouldn’t allow 
Anna to die!

dorr was crowded with soldiers from the royal army. 
Though the king and General Liddell had left, government 
officials and detectives remained to ask questions and make 

11
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a good showing of sympathy to those who’d died. Grieving 
relatives arrived to identify their dead daughters who had 
joined the convent in high hopes of serving the Unseen one 
with their lives. In a way, kyle thought, they had.

The stone walls of the convent stood tall, as if nothing 
had happened. but the wooden beams that held up the roof, 
the frames around the windows, and the large oak doors were 
all gone or turned into fallen black sticks of no distinction. 
kyle’s heart sank as he looked at the charred ruins. The local 
police wouldn’t let them any closer than the gate. Phipps, the 
local magistrate, was keeping a tight seal on the area.

Colonel oliver used his influence with a friend in the 
army to get a list of those who’d been found in the convent. 
He scanned it, then handed it over to kyle. breathlessly, kyle 
ran his finger along the names of those who’d been claimed 
and the descriptions of those who hadn’t. none of them  
fit anna.

“she’s not here,” kyle said, afraid to hope.
“are you sure?” Colonel oliver asked.
kyle tapped the list. “It says that all these girls were teen-

agers or older. anna isn’t here!”
“I got the impression that she’s a very resourceful girl,” 

Colonel oliver said. “Maybe she escaped.”
kyle scanned the crowds nearby, the town, and the roll-

ing green fields around them. dark clouds were moving in. 
“Then where did she go?” he asked.

It began to rain.

The rain tapped like impatient fingers on the top of the old 
tin roof. anna opened her eyes and immediately recoiled 
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from the squalor of the place. a makeshift sink was filled 
with dishes and rotten food; a nearby rat sniffed at it with 
disdain. The walls and floor were made of loose-fitting 
boards that easily let weather, dust, and mud through. she 
thought she heard the buzzing of flies nearby. Looking down, 
she realized she was on a bed of straw.

she groaned as she reached for her aching head. It was 
bruised and tender to touch. swinging her legs over the side 
of the bed, she winced. Her hip and legs also hurt. The pain 
worked through the fuzziness of her head, and she remem-
bered what had happened at the convent. she stifled a cry, 
resolved to be strong, and instantly prayed to the Unseen 
one for the families of those who had died, for she knew 
without a doubt that everyone had—particularly sister 
Leona and dawn. 

only afterward did she realize how strange, yet natural, 
it was for her to pray at all.

“Hello there, little one,” a croaking old voice said.
anna looked up. a shriveled old woman in a patched-

up peasant dress and shawl walked in. she was hunched 
over as she carried a bucket and still hunched after she put 
it down next to the lopsided, wooden table. Her dirty gray 
hair dripped with rain but looked as if it might drip even in 
the sunshine. 

“I wouldn’t get up too fast if I was ye,” the old  
woman said.

“Who are you?” anna asked. “Where am I?”
“Ye’re in the house of anastasia—my house,” the old 

woman said happily. “I lives near Wollet-in-stone. stumbling 
around in the dark, ye were. Thought ye were a beggar, I did. 
nearly turned ye away, excepting I had a torch and saw yer 
eyes. Then I knew better. better indeed. Ye walked miles.”
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“What do you care about my eyes?”
The old woman named anastasia poked a bony finger 

toward anna’s face. “Two colors, ye have. one of the marks 
of the Unseen one. ‘she’s special,’ I said to myself and put ye 
to bed. bad luck otherwise. I found foreign coins in yer pock-
ets. They will serve as payment for my help.” she held out a 
quarter, a dime, and two nickels that anna had been carrying.

anna rubbed her eyes to be sure she wasn’t in  
another dream.

“Ye said much in yer sleep,” anastasia went on. “Came 
from sister Leona’s holy house, I reckoned. sister Leona 
never liked me, but I’m sad that she was made dead. a trag-
edy, it was. I heared that the king himself wept over the news.”

Wept for joy, anna thought and bit her tongue to keep 
from saying it. “Why didn’t sister Leona like you?” anna 
asked instead. Her tongue felt numb, her speech slurred.

“because I’m not like her, I’m not. I make a business that 
she don’t approve of.”

“What kind of business?”
The old woman laughed in a horselike manner. “Questions. 

so many questions ye have. The spirits of the departed is my 
trade. I speak to them and they visit me, they do.”

anna then noticed an old, faded carnival poster hang-
ing on the wall. “anastasia the Mysterious,” it said in large, 
curly letters. beneath it was a crudely rendered painting of 
a much younger anastasia with her hair flowing and shim-
mering around a round face with magnetic eyes. Her hands 
were raised up as if she were conjuring something, her nails 
a bright blue. anna shivered involuntarily. The rat at the sink 
eyed her for a moment as if it understood her feelings. 

“It’s the rain, isn’t it? Ye’re cold,” anastasia said. she 
walked to a rusted potbellied stove in the corner and stoked 
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the tiny embers. They spat defiantly at her. “Warm ye up, 
this will.”

anna tested her legs to stand, and, though it hurt, she 
was pleased that she could. “Thank you for your kindness, 
but I have to find my brother,” she said politely.

“Go? In this rain? Ye mustn’t,” anastasia protested.
“but he’ll be worried about me,” anna said, imagining 

how kyle would react to the news about the convent. “He 
doesn’t know where I am.”

anastasia sat down at the lopsided table and shuffled 
some cards. “do ye know where he is?” she asked. “We can 
contact him without yer walks in the rain.”

Frowning, anna asked, “How?” Card tricks? A séance? 
Maybe a crystal ball? she wondered. 

“Call.”
“Call?” anna asked, puzzled.
The old woman pointed to a box on the wall. It had thin, 

exposed wires running from the top and out through a hole 
in the wall. “Yes. It’s called a telephone, it is. Have ye not 
heard of it?”

Placing anna’s call took some doing. First, an operator had 
to be called. That operator transferred anna to another 
who handled inquiries about phone numbers. When anna 
didn’t know darien’s parents’ names or in what town they 
lived, that operator then connected her to the Ministry of 
Information in sarum. The clerk there was less than helpful 
when he realized anna wanted information about General 
darien’s family. The palace had put a seal on any informa-
tion related to General darien. anna tried to reason with 
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the clerk. “It can’t be that big of a secret,” she said. Finally 
the clerk allowed that the general’s family lived several miles 
from a town called Leapford. That was as much as he would 
say before he hung up on her. 

“I could have told ye that,” anastasia said with a smirk 
on her face.

“Why didn’t you?” anna said.
“Ye didn’t ask.”
anna went back to the operator who handled inqui-

ries about phone numbers and asked about darien’s fam-
ily’s phone number in Leapford. The operator said she 
would have to connect her to the Leapford operator. once 
that was done, the Leapford operator, who had been friends 
with Torbin and evelyn for years, warily transferred anna 
to what she called the “public line” for the house. a servant 
answered and promised to deliver anna’s message to either 
Torbin or evelyn, though he claimed not to know anything 
about darien or his whereabouts. 

anna hung up, exhausted from all the effort. It would’ve 
been easier if I’d walked, she thought.

Three things happened as a result of anna’s trip through 
the telephone maze. First, the servant told Torbin about 
the call from anna. Torbin ventured out to the old house, 
where darien and his men were making final preparations 
to leave for Gotthard. darien dispatched kyle and Colonel 
oliver to go get anna from the old woman’s shack near 
Wollet-in-stone. 

second, kyle got a crash course in horseback riding, 
having his own mount for the first time.

and third, the Leapford operator told her boss about 
the call. The boss, who was under strict orders to report 
any activity connected to darien’s family, phoned the palace 
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to tell them about the girl’s call. This news, combined with 
another report from the Ministry of Information, told 
General Liddell that darien must be somewhere near his par-
ents. Liddell passed the news on to king Lawrence.

kyle hugged his sister without restraint or embarrassment 
there in front of the Wollet-in-stone post office. It was the 
only building in the village. The rain had diminished to a 
light sprinkle.

“ouch,” anna groaned, her entire body now one big pain. 
“I knew you weren’t dead,” he said in her ear. “The 

Unseen one wouldn’t let you die.”
anna smiled at her brother’s affection and his conviction 

about the Unseen one. somehow the two of them had gone 
from doubting His existence to faith that He was with them 
on this adventure. 

“What happened to your eyes?” he asked.
“I’ll tell you some other time.”
Colonel oliver, atop his horse, beckoned the two of  

them to hurry up. “General darien is waiting for us,” he 
reminded them.

kyle rubbed his aching legs. “okay. You ride with me,” 
he told anna.

“not a chance,” anna said and climbed onto Colonel 
oliver’s horse.

back at the old house, the three of them arrived to the 
chaos of darien’s family and army finalizing the preparations 
for their journey to Gotthard. darien embraced anna when 
he saw her, then took her and kyle aside. He wanted to know 
what had happened at the convent.
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“king Lawrence sent the men in to kill us,” anna said as 
the memory of her dreams and the attack returned to her. 
Her bottom lip quivered as she told him everything. 

“I blame myself,” darien said angrily. “Those poor women 
and girls lost their lives because I visited them.”

“but you only visited them because the old Judge told 
you to,” kyle offered.

“The old Judge told me to take anna there—not stay for 
food or take soren’s sword. If I’d done exactly as he said, it 
wouldn’t have happened.” 

kyle and anna watched darien as he brooded. The busi-
ness at hand demanded that he not brood for long.

“If I am ever made king,” he finally said, “I will set these 
things to right. There will be justice in this land.”



Chapter

The rain moved on to other parts, but the journey to the 
Gotthard border still took most of the day. To kyle’s and 

anna’s relief, nothing bad happened. kyle never felt that 
sick feeling in his stomach. anna didn’t have any trouble-
some dreams. The only real difficulty was kyle’s inexperience 
riding his own horse—a cantankerous old beast named 
bethesda—and the added bruises it gave him. 

once at the border, darien sadly said good-bye to his 
parents and handed them over to Prince edwin’s officials for 
safekeeping. darien was assured, by letter from the prince, 
that they would be made comfortable and kept secure under 
royal protection in a secret location. 

“I am proud of you, my son,” darien’s father said.  
“be strong.”

“be safe,” darien’s mother added. she wept loudly as they 
rode away.

darien and his officers decided to head south from 
Gotthard toward the section of Marus that adjoined Palatia, 
to a walled-in town called kellen. It was large enough to 
accommodate the 100-strong regiment that traveled with 
darien, but remote enough to hide them for a while. It also 
stood at the entrance to an area called the Valley of the 

12
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rocks, a rough wilderness where they could escape if king 
Lawrence found them and decided to attack. 

“do you think he would be so obvious?” Colonel oliver 
asked as they strategized. “You haven’t been declared a crim-
inal as such. Why would he take such direct action?”

“He sanctioned the massacre at the convent. He’s capable 
of anything,” replied darien.

as they drew closer to the town that evening, the woods 
opened up to a long stretch of flat fields. darien noticed that 
the road seemed unusually deserted. “This is the only paved 
road to this part of the country,” he said. “one would think 
that it’d be busier.”

Farther on, they saw that some of the telephone and tele-
graph poles had been knocked down, the lines cut. 

“This looks awfully suspicious,” Colonel oliver noted. 
“I’ll scout ahead.” He nudged the horse with his heels, and it 
picked up speed. They watched him for a few minutes until 
the road took him over a small hill.

darien held up his hand for the soldiers behind him and 
slowed their pace. If there was trouble ahead, he didn’t want 
to rush into it.

Half an hour later, Colonel oliver returned. He looked 
frazzled. as he brought his horse to a stop in front of darien, 
he reported, “Palatians. They have taken kellen.”

“no! kellen is a good two miles inside Marus land!” 
darien said.

“They’re a brazen bunch,” agreed Colonel oliver. “Let’s 
attack immediately!”

“not so fast,” darien insisted. “not until we have a plan.” 
He quickly looked around, then pointed to a hill in the dis-
tance. “Let’s camp there until we decide what to do.”

The debate among darien and his officers on the hilltop 
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went on for an hour. some of them said there was little 
they could do to help the people of kellen since they had 
only sidearms, a few rifles, and their swords. others said it 
was the king’s responsibility to save kellen, not theirs. He’d 
learn of the Palatian attack soon enough and would have to 
respond, they reasoned. Colonel oliver felt strongly that they 
should attack the Palatians and drive them from kellen—it 
was their duty as Marutians—but he confessed that he didn’t 
know how.

darien listened to the debate, sitting with his hands 
folded under his chin. apart from a question or two, he 
didn’t contribute to their arguing. From the top of the hill, 
he looked out across the flat green fields and to the Valley of 
the rocks far beyond. “Majestic,” he said.

The debate ceased as his officers turned to him. “What 
did you say?” they asked.

“Majestic,” he repeated. “Look at the beauty of this land. 
It speaks of the glory of the Unseen one.”

“Haven’t you been listening to us, General?” an officer 
with a wolflike face asked irritably.

darien stood up and walked over to kyle and anna, 
who’d been watching the debate with undisguised boredom. 
They would have entertained themselves with something else 
or rested from the journey, but darien had asked them to stay 
nearby. They were about to understand why.

“What do you think, kyle?” darien asked.
kyle was shocked to be put on the spot like that. He 

blushed, then stammered, “What do I think?”
“You’re my guardian angel,” darien said with a smile. 

“Would I be in danger if I attacked the Palatians?”
kyle struggled with his answer. He wanted to impress 

darien and his officers with his cleverness and insight. but 
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the truth was nothing in his gut instinct helped him one 
way or the other. However it was that he knew when darien 
was in danger, he couldn’t manufacture the feeling or predict 
when it would come. Finally, he shrugged and answered, “I 
don’t know, General.” 

a few of the officers chuckled. darien ignored them. 
“anna?” he asked.

“Yes, sir?”
“You have been taught by the old Judge and sister Leona. 

You, better than most of us, know the ancient ways.”
“I don’t know that much,” anna said, also embarrassed 

about being made the center of attention.
darien leaned close to her and said gently, “Yes, you do. 

You see what we cannot see, then speak what we can’t hear.”
she searched darien’s face and watched as it suddenly 

transformed from the confident face she saw now into a dirt-
smudged, sweaty, and weary face in her dream. “darien—” 
she began to say, but he turned away from her. He was in 
front of a roomful of people where he raised a chalice and 
said, “May the Unseen one receive glory from our victory!”

standing in the corner of the room was a group of scowl-
ing soldiers—anna didn’t recognize their uniforms but 
guessed they must be Palatians. next to them, standing like a 
proud guard, was the mayor of kellen, a grin stretched across 
his chubby face. How she knew who he was, anna couldn’t 
say. but she recognized him as surely as if she’d seen him a 
dozen times.

“To the Unseen one!” everyone shouted as they drank 
from their cups.

darien turned back to anna. His face was no lon-
ger smudged or tired. He looked as he had before. “anna?”  
he said.
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anna blinked a couple of times. The room, the people, 
and the Palatian soldiers were gone. she was back on the hill-
top. “What?” she asked.

“Will you tell us what the Unseen one wants us to do?”
“You’ll win,” she responded. “You’ll save kellen and win.”
darien smiled and told her, “Thank you.” 
anna sat back and rubbed her burning eyes.
addressing his officers, darien said, “all right, we’ll 

attack the Palatians.”
“no!” the officer with the wolflike face said. “It’ll be a 

slaughter! We can’t go against them with the weapons or 
men we have.”

“The Unseen one goes with us.”
“because this girl said so?” 
darien looked at his officer with a determined expres-

sion. “she is a voice,” he said. “We will have victory because 
of the Unseen one.”

Colonel oliver stood up. “You heard the general! now 
let’s get everyone ready!” he ordered.

after darien and his officers walked away, kyle asked 
anna, “How did you do that?”

anna slowly shook her head, a helpless look on her 
face. “I don’t know how it happens. How do you know when 
darien is in danger? It just happens, right? It’s the Unseen 
one who does it.”

“but you’re sure we’ll win?”
“We’ll win.”

kellen was a walled town, fortresslike in appearance, with a 
large gate that served as its only formal entrance. but it also 
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had smaller entry points along the seemingly endless circu-
lar wall for bringing in livestock and getting rid of rubbish. 
General darien disguised a dozen of his men as traders and 
shepherds, then sent them in one and two at a time to posi-
tion themselves at those entrances. The Palatians would be 
looking for a large army headed by the king of Marus, darien 
knew. They wouldn’t be on the lookout for stealth fighters. 

The Palatian officers had taken over the mayor’s offices 
and residence. The remaining Palatians—almost 1,000 in 
all—camped in the open spaces around the town. The citi-
zens of kellen were beaten into submission by the Palatians, 
then told to go about their business as usual and be ready to 
serve the Palatians as needed. 

on darien’s signal, after the sun had gone down, the rest 
of the men casually entered the city and began to quietly cap-
ture or kill the soldiers who’d been put on guard duty.

While his disguised men carefully dispatched pockets 
of Palatian soldiers, darien and kyle walked past the guards 
at the front gate (they had been captured and replaced 
by Colonel oliver and other Marutian soldiers). They 
made their way to the center of the city. kyle was dressed 
in his normal clothes, while darien was dressed in his  
general’s uniform. 

“I sure hope this works,” kyle whispered once they were 
positioned in the middle of the main marketplace. Torches 
blazed on all sides, casting an eerie yellow glow on the two 
of them. as a first impression, kyle thought kellen looked 
like a cross between a Western town (like dodge City) and a 
village from robin Hood’s days. 

darien winked at kyle, then shouted, “I am darien! 
Come and take me!”

He had to shout it a few times before the Palatians could 
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be stirred to respond. as they surrounded him, darien 
crouched down and began to jump around like a monkey, 
making screeching and hooting noises.

a Palatian officer broke through the circle of soldiers. 
He had dark, slicked-back hair and a pointed beard. “What’s 
going on here?” he demanded.

kyle rushed forward to him. “Please, sir, I found this man 
wandering in the forest,” he said. “He kept screaming that he 
was General darien. I brought him here for the reward you 
Palatians said you’d give for handing him over.”

on hearing his name, darien screeched even louder: 
“darien! darien!” He made faces at the soldiers, tugged 
at their shirts, and even tried to climb on the shoulders  
of a guard.

“I don’t have time for madmen,” the officer said, clearly 
not believing what he was seeing.

“Mad?” darien cried. “Me mad? Mad me? I am darien! 
Take me to your leader!”

“My leaders are busy,” the officer growled. “now go away.”
darien wouldn’t be so easily brushed aside. He howled 

like a dog, then screeched and danced like a monkey. “Take 
me to your leader!” he yelled over and over.

kyle grabbed the officer’s sleeve and asked, “If this man 
is really darien, what’ll your bosses say if you let him go?”

That stopped the officer. 
“Take us to your general,” kyle said. “Let’s talk business.”
The officer signaled for two of his men to help lead 

darien to the mayor’s office.
General Gaiman, head of that particular Palatian reg-

iment, wasn’t pleased to see his officer, darien, or kyle. 
He frowned wearily, the deep lines on his dark forehead 
bunching up over his nose. “He looks like darien, but he’s 
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obviously mad as a hatter,” he concluded.
darien was racing around the room, knocking things off 

the desk and walls.
“Get rid of him,” General Gaiman said.
“How?” the pointy-bearded officer asked.
“Throw him back outside the gate or lock him up—I don’t 

care. I’m more concerned about Lawrence’s army, which will 
likely show up any time now.”

The officer sighed, then gestured for two guards to take 
darien back out.

“What about my reward?” kyle complained.
“Your reward is that I’ll let you go free rather than kill 

you,” the general said. “now get out.”
at the doorway, kyle and darien exchanged a quick look 

and then sprang into action. darien pushed the two guards 
into the hall and closed the door on them. kyle pulled out  
a small pistol he had tucked under his shirt and fired it at 
the front window. The sound of the shot and the breaking 
glass were the signal for darien’s men to attack throughout 
the town.

In one fast motion, darien deftly swung around, grabbed 
a large marble bust from a nearby pedestal, and brought it 
crashing against the officer’s head. General Gaiman dashed 
to the desk, where a pistol sat in a holster hanging from the 
chair. but kyle, who was closer, reached it before him and 
snatched it up. 

“Give me that!” the general snapped.
kyle threw the pistol to darien, who caught it with one 

hand and then pointed the muzzle at the general. He smiled. 
“now sit down so we can go over your terms of surrender,” 
he ordered.

Within two hours, kellen was once again a Marutian 



 Chapter Twelve 135

town. While many Palatians were wounded, killed, or had 
fled from the town, not a single member of darien’s army 
was hurt. 

In a banquet room at kellen’s largest (and only) hotel, 
darien raised a toast to the Unseen one and the victory 
He’d given them. The Palatian officers scowled, the mayor of 
kellen grinned a chubby grin—and anna smiled because the 
scene was exactly as she remembered it.





Chapter

The stranger arrived at kellen first thing the next morn-
ing. He came on horseback and wore a long cloak 

and a wrap that hid his face and protected it from the 
sun. darien’s guards at the front gate let him through but 
used the phone in the guardhouse to alert darien that the 
stranger was coming. darien was having breakfast with 
some of his officers, along with anna and kyle, at the 
kellen Hotel’s restaurant.

When told that the stranger had reached the front of the 
hotel, darien threw his napkin onto his plate and got up. He 
walked from the restaurant, through the plush lobby, and out 
onto the front sidewalk just as the stranger dismounted. kyle 
felt nothing in his stomach to alert him to any danger. anna 
was silent.

“darien!” the stranger said warmly and pulled the wrap 
from his face.

“George!” said darien happily. The two men shook hands, 
embraced, then went back into the hotel. darien offered the 
prince some breakfast.

“I’m afraid I don’t have much time,” George said. He 
looked older than kyle remembered. Could he have aged so 
much in just a few days?
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darien sipped some coffee. “Then tell me what you’re 
doing here,” he said.

“The king knows you’re here,” George answered. “He’s 
been tracking you ever since you left your parents. In fact, 
word is getting around the entire country about the battle 
with the Palatians.”

“How could they know so fast?” darien asked, surprised.
“The way they know everything faster than we expect,” 

George replied. “My father and General Liddell contacted 
the newspapers.”

“To what purpose?”
“They reported that you came here to negotiate with the 

Palatians, but a loyal royal regiment attacked and drove the 
Palatians away. The Sarum Herald is saying that my father 
and General Liddell will come to secure the town and cap-
ture you for your treason.”

darien couldn’t believe what he was hearing. He fumed, 
“How could they spread such lies and still call themselves 
honorable men?”

“They dispensed with calling themselves honorable men 
a long time ago. My father is truly insane. I see that now.” 
George hesitated, then added, “I’ve come to affirm my alle-
giance to you and your future kingship—and to warn 
you that you’ll be grossly outnumbered when my father’s  
troops arrive.”

“does the king know you’re here?” darien asked.
“no. He left sarum without asking where I was or where  

I would be going. I’m not sure he trusts me anymore. He does 
things without consulting me.”

“Like attack sister Leona and the women at the convent?”
George went pale. “That wasn’t my father’s doing,” he 

insisted. “He may be insane, but he’s no barbarian.”
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darien glanced over at anna, who was nibbling on a cres-
cent roll. “I know otherwise,” he said grimly. “The attack was 
his idea.”

George looked as though he might be sick—or argue—or 
both. but he didn’t.

“stay with us, George,” darien urged. “don’t go back  
to him.”

“I . . . must,” George said, grieved. “While he lives he’s 
still my father and my king, and I have to support him.”

“In everything?”
George shook his head. “not everything. but my remain-

ing with him will be useful to you. I can send you information 
about his plans, to the best of my ability.” 

darien thought it over, then reluctantly agreed. “all 
right,” he said, “but please be careful, George. and know 
this: If and when I am king, you will rule with me. That  
I promise.”

“ruin,” anna suddenly said. she had a distant look on 
her face.

“What?” darien asked.
“I see ruin. a terrible battle. The king and his family will 

not survive against you.”
“against me? I will not fight the king—or his family.”
“I see many wounds and blood and . . .” anna suddenly 

gasped. she dropped her roll without seeming to notice. In 
a different tone she said, “darien, the people of kellen will 
hand you over to the king.”

“Will they?”
The mayor, who sat eating at a nearby table, blustered, 

“Hand our champion over to the king? never! What kind of 
thing is that to say?”

anna said plainly, “The king will surround the city and 
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demand that they deliver you. They will. You must leave 
kellen now.”

“Thank you, anna,” darien said.
anna’s eyes cleared, and she turned red to see everyone 

staring at her. “What’s wrong?” she asked.
“We’re leaving,” darien announced and stood up.

Prince George left and, within an hour, darien’s men were 
mobilized to leave kellen. The mayor was insistent to the last 
minute that darien could stay. darien said he appreciated his 
offer but felt it would be better for all if they left.

as they rode out of town, anna looked back at the mayor, 
who stood waving at the front gate like a bowling ball over-
dressed in a coat and vest, a gold watch chain linked from his 
vest button to a small pocket on the side. In her mind’s eye, 
anna saw that the watch had belonged to someone close to 
the king. Just as the watch was in the mayor’s pocket, so was 
the mayor in the king’s pocket. He’d been reporting to the 
king’s spies everything that had happened. 

That meant the king and his army were closer than any 
of them realized. anna saw them on the horizon as clearly as 
if they’d really been there. 

“We have to hurry up,” she told darien.
darien didn’t question or argue with her statement. He 

simply ordered everyone to pick up their pace. 

The Valley of the rocks was well named. It was mostly desert, 
with only spots of vegetation near what was left of a dying 
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river. The rest of it was dirt and tumbleweeds. The rocks, 
which rose canyonlike on two sides, were a beautiful reddish 
pink—kyle and anna had no idea what they were called—
and jutted up in formations that could easily be seen as faces 
or figurines. They surrounded darien’s army on all sides.

“We’ll have to find good hiding places or we’ll be sur-
rounded by more than just rocks,” darien said. He gave 
instructions for the 100 of them to split up into four groups 
of 25 and then camp at strategic places around the valley.

“but if we split up,” Colonel oliver observed, “the king 
will have a better chance of defeating us.”

“but if we stay together, he’ll have a better chance of find-
ing us,” darien countered. “It’s easier to hide small groups of 
25 than a whole army of 100.”

“but General—”
darien held up his hand. “I know it’s a gamble. and 

unless anna has words of wisdom for us, I think it’s the best 
thing for us to do.”

anna didn’t have any words of wisdom. she closed her 
eyes, but no dreams or visions came.

darien and his group of 25, including kyle and anna, 
slowly wove their way through the rocks on the north side of 
the valley. It was a tortuous climb for both people and horses. 
They went up and up until they found a large cleft in one of 
the rocks that would shelter them all. It curved into a deep 
cave where they had plenty of room. It also afforded them a 
vantage point to the valley in all directions. darien was trou-
bled only by the existence of a ridge above them, one that 
might give the king’s army a chance to trap him. but he had 
to take a chance. His people were exhausted, and they were 
running out of places to hide.

While they set up camp, kyle got a sick feeling in the pit 
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of his stomach. He looked around quickly to see what was 
causing it. The soldiers were busy arranging their provisions 
or unpacking their knapsacks. darien sat quietly in the 
corner. He was either thinking or praying—or both. still, the 
sick feeling grew worse.

kyle walked over to darien. “I’m sorry to bother you,” he 
started to say. but just then, a shot rang out. The entire squad 
drew their pistols and swords instantaneously. darien leaped 
to his feet and went to the edge of the cave.

“surrender now and we may be merciful!” some-
one shouted from afar, the voice bouncing and echoing 
around the rock walls. darien recognized the voice. It was  
General Liddell.

“I’ll check their position,” a young soldier said. before 
darien could stop him, he had crept out of the cave and 
raced to a rock farther out in the open. He looked around, 
then signaled to darien that the king’s army was situated 
in four places on the long ridge above them. darien cursed 
himself for not paying closer attention to his instincts. They 
were trapped. 

“Yes, trapped!” General Liddell called out as if he knew 
what the signals meant. “We’ve been watching you for hours. 
did you think we were so foolish as to not anticipate that 
you’d come to the Valley of the rocks to hide? We’ve been 
hiding here since you defeated the Palatians at kellen last 
night. The king is here. He wants desperately to see you.”

“It’s true, my son!” the king shouted. “Come!  
embrace me!”

darien’s face was expressionless. He said nothing.
General Liddell then said, “To demonstrate how effec-

tively you are trapped . . .”
another shot rang out, and the young scout suddenly 
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clutched his chest and fell behind the rock he mistakenly 
thought was protecting him.

“no!” darien cried out, and he would’ve run to the 
young man if he hadn’t been grabbed by some of his  
other soldiers.

“What are we going to do?” one of them asked.
“I’m going to surrender myself to them,” darien  

replied quickly.
another soldier immediately protested, “no! You can’t! 

They’ll kill you!”
“better for me to take that chance than for everyone here 

to die in this trap.”
“Well?” General Liddell shouted.
another soldier stepped forward. “Maybe Colonel oliver 

and the others will see what’s happening and rescue us.”
“If they haven’t already been captured,” darien reminded 

him. “Though, if George was right, we’re so outnumbered 
that they couldn’t do us much good anyway.”

“but you’re our future king!” the first soldier said. “If you 
die, the rest of us will die anyway for having joined you.”

“better to die fighting!” a third soldier added.
“If I’m to be your future king, I’m in the hands of the 

Unseen one anyway,” darien said. “He will do with me 
whatever He wills, whether I stay here or go.”

With the mention of the Unseen one, darien looked 
over at anna. she sat on a rock nearby and trembled. Her 
eyes filled with tears. The Unseen one hadn’t given her any 
sort of dream or vision about what they should do. she 
shook her head and slumped sadly. 

The discussion continued for a few more minutes, the 
soldiers arguing that surely the Unseen one wouldn’t have 
brought them this far only to have darien “throw his life 

 Chapter Thirteen 143



away” now. Finally, darien beckoned everyone to kneel.  
“a moment of silent prayer,” he said.

Five minutes later, he stood up. “I will go,” he said and 
pushed through his soldiers, ignoring their protests. He went 
to the mouth of the cave. Taking a deep breath, he stepped 
out into the open. darien didn’t know what he expected. but 
he certainly didn’t expect nothing to happen. scanning the 
ridges above, he was surprised to see that they were empty. 
He suspected that General Liddell’s soldiers were simply  
out of view.

“Hello?” he called out. He thought someone—General 
Liddell or the king himself—would appear. He got no 
response, not even sniper fire.

He ventured farther out, past the body of the dead scout. 
“all right, General, you win,” he shouted. “Tell the king I will 
surrender myself—provided you let my men go!”

General Liddell didn’t respond. no one did. again, noth-
ing happened.

The feeling in the pit of kyle’s stomach went away. 
“General?” he called out.

darien waved him back. “Hello?” he shouted to the val-
ley. “are you playing games with me?” no one answered. 
darien moved farther out and climbed up on a rock. He 
waved. “Hello? Is anybody out there?” shielding his eyes 
from the sun, he scanned the valley and the rock walls. He 
looked back at the cave and shrugged.

kyle, anna, and the soldiers wandered out into the open. 
darien stepped down from the rock. “I don’t understand 

this at all,” he said.
small pebbles fell at their feet. They all looked up 

in time to see Colonel oliver scurrying down across the 
rocks toward them. “It’s unbelievable!” he said breathlessly  
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as he got closer. “Unbelievable!”
“slow down, Colonel,” darien ordered.
The colonel panted but smiled as he reported, “We were 

surrounded. on all sides. no chance of escape. They had  
us, General.”

“I know all that,” darien said. “but why haven’t they cap-
tured us? Where are they?”

“They left.”
“Left! They had us where they wanted us, and they sim-

ply up and left?”
“Yes! We watched them leave! They were poised to attack 

us, and then they suddenly retreated. I’ve never seen an army 
move so fast.” 

“but why?”
Colonel oliver eyed them for dramatic effect. His red 

complexion was alight. “We picked up on our shortwave 
wireless the very thing that they picked up. a distress call. 
The Palatians have attacked Furnchance, just to the south. a 
massive Palatian army. retaliation for your victory in kellen, 
probably. There was no time to lose. They couldn’t capture 
you and fight the Palatians, so the king and General Liddell 
left! It was that simple.” Colonel oliver was laughing now. 

darien watched him, the news still slowly sinking in.
Colonel oliver clapped him on the back. “You, my 

dear general, were saved from your worst enemies by your 
worst enemies!”

With that, they all began to laugh. They laughed long 
and hard—not the laugh of those who were amused but of 
those who felt a great sense of relief. 
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Chapter

The battle of Furnchance was no small skirmish. It marked 
the beginning of a war between Marus and Palatia. The 

Palatians, a civilization founded on principles of conquest 
and domination, unleashed everything they had in the 
southern part of Marus. king Lawrence, General Liddell, and 
their best advisers were busy for weeks keeping the Palatians 
on their own side of the border. no one had time to think 
about darien or where he and his men had gone.

They had, in fact, hidden in the hills of the Territory of 
Peace, in the far north of Marus where darien had helped 
to thwart an attack from the adrians and was nearly assassi-
nated by one of General Liddell’s men. (There was no doubt 
about it now.) 

a network of communication developed throughout 
the country as darien’s secret got around. anyone who had 
ever been abused or victimized by king Lawrence joined 
darien’s side. some stayed in their own towns and contrib-
uted money or food to darien’s men. others actually traveled 
to the Territory of Peace, where they pledged themselves to 
help darien in any way they could. kyle and anna took on 
simple duties and responsibilities to help around the camp, 
all the while wondering and worrying about their family and 
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friends back in their own world. When could they go back? 
In time, they began to second-guess themselves. did they 
really want to go back?

“of course we do!” anna said one afternoon as they were 
picking vegetables from a makeshift garden. “We have to  
go back!”

“don’t you like it here?” kyle asked.
“Yes! but that’s not the point. Mom and dad will be wor-

ried about us. and who knows what this has done to poor 
Grandma and Grandpa? We’ve been gone for weeks!” 

kyle wiped a spot of dirt from his sister’s chin. “but I like 
being a helper to the future king of Marus,” he said honestly. 

“It’ll be so boring to go back to our world and school and nor-
mal things and be . . . just me again.”

“but we’re chosen by the Unseen one,” anna replied. 
“aren’t we chosen there as well as here?”

“I hope so, but it won’t be the same,” kyle observed sadly.
anna knew he was right. somehow—though she didn’t 

understand how—she realized that whatever power she had 
as a voice and whatever it was that made kyle a protec-
tor, those gifts would be gone if the two of them left Marus. 
she wondered then, as later, if God would give them differ-
ent kinds of gifts or choose them for different tasks in their 
world. What had her grandparents said about it? That all 
believers were called to serve Him. but kyle was right. It 
wouldn’t be the same. 

she sighed. “but we still have to go back,” she insisted. 
“I’m going to ask darien about it at dinner tonight. I’m going 
to ask him to let us go back to the old Judge and see how 
we can get home.”

True to her word, anna sat down next to darien 
near the fire where dinner was prepared. kyle sat on his 
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other side. They both noticed that darien looked worried  
and preoccupied. 

“Have you seen anything lately?” darien asked anna 
before she could speak.

anna had to admit that she hadn’t. occasionally she had 
dreams of the king in battle against the Palatians, but they 
were fuzzy, unspecific dreams, like old newsreels of some-
body else’s war somewhere. It had been awhile since she’d 
had the kinds of visions and dreams that had helped them.

“The Unseen one has been so quiet,” darien said. a 
twinge of sadness in his voice alarmed anna and kyle. “It’s as 
if He is allowing His voice to . . . to . . .” He stopped. a tear 
slid down his cheek.

“What’s wrong, darien?” asked anna anxiously. 
“The old Judge is dead.”
“no . . .” kyle said.
“What?” anna was stunned.
“He died in his sleep this morning. The Unseen one has 

taken him away.”
kyle stared into the fire. He didn’t know what to feel.
anna began to cry. “but he can’t die!” she insisted. “He 

can’t ever die!”
darien pulled her close with one arm, then wrapped 

another around kyle. “Yes,” he agreed, “he should have  
lived forever.”

They all wept together.

against the advice of his officers, darien decided to disguise 
himself and take a train to Hailsham for the old Judge’s 
funeral. He explained to them that it was the least he could 
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do after all the old Judge had done for him. Colonel oliver 
insisted on going along. so did kyle and anna. They were 
also determined to pay their last respects to the old prophet. 
darien’s other officers harrumphed and argued with them up 
to the very last minute.

by now, darien was hard to recognize. He hadn’t shaved 
since the narrow escape at the Valley of the rocks and had 
a full beard and mustache. His curly hair also had streaks of 
gray in it. With his country-folk clothes and hat, he could 
have been anyone. Few would’ve guessed that he was the 
great General darien.

The small party booked a first-class compartment on 
a train from krawley and traveled without incident south 
toward Hailsham. They knew they were scheduled to stop 
in the main terminal in sarum, but they didn’t worry since 
the king was reported to be with General Liddell at kellen. 
kellen had become an important headquarters for the king 
and his leaders since the war with Palatia had begun. besides, 
no one thought much about darien anymore. The war was 
on everyone’s minds, first and foremost.

as the train pulled into the sarum station, darien looked 
wistfully at the capital city. “I wonder if I will ever be able 
to return here,” he said softly. Considering he was a die-hard 
country boy, he was surprised to find that he’d fallen in love 
with the city.

“You’re going to be king here!” Colonel oliver insisted 
with feeling.

“I wonder . . .” darien said.
anna opened her mouth to assure him that he would  

be king. There were few things on earth of which she could 
be absolutely certain, but darien’s kingship was one of them. 
something prompted her to keep silent, however. somehow 
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she knew that darien would have to see—and believe— 
for himself.

The train to Hailsham sat at the station longer than they 
had expected. Five minutes, ten minutes, then half an hour 
went by. The train didn’t move. even the people on the plat-
form seemed to thin out until it was virtually empty. Colonel 
oliver got nervous and went into the hall to ask a steward 
what the holdup was. When the colonel returned a few min-
utes later, he was white as a ghost.

kyle felt that sick feeling again in his stomach.
“It’s the king,” Colonel oliver said. “He’s getting on  

the train!”
“What train?” darien asked. “He has his own train, and 

it’s in kellen, where he’s supposed to be.”
Colonel oliver gestured wildly as he explained, “He’s not 

in kellen, he’s here. and his train is having mechanical prob-
lems, so he’s getting on this train. He’s going to Hailsham for 
the old Judge’s funeral!”

darien put a hand over his mouth to keep from laughing.
“You think this is funny, General?” Colonel oliver asked 

indignantly. “They’re putting him in the carriage ahead of us. 
He has a compartment right in front of us. I think we should 
get off now, while we can.”

“and I think we should go up and say hello.”
“This isn’t amusing.”
“sit down, Colonel. If we make a run for it now, they’ll 

suspect us. Let’s just stick to our plan, all right? The king 
isn’t a politician. He won’t venture back here to shake our 
hands or ask how our families are. He’ll stay in his carriage, 
and we’ll stay in ours.”

Colonel oliver looked at him skeptically. “and when we 
get to Hailsham?”
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darien sat back casually. “We’ll get off the train with the 
hundreds of other people who are on it and lose ourselves in 
the crowd. don’t panic.” 

“Panic? Who’s panicked?” the colonel said as he wiped 
beads of sweat from his freckled forehead.

With a jolt, the train suddenly began to move from the 
station. Within a few minutes it was going full speed. 

“Half an hour is all it should take,” said darien. “They 
won’t make any more stops with the king on board.” He had 
a mischievous look on his face. a smile crept onto his lips. 

“Maybe I should go say hello to the king.”
“What?” Colonel oliver cried, exasperated.
“It’s dangerous,” kyle warned, his stomach still churning.
“Just a quick little visit. Why not?” darien said.
anna shook her head silently, like a mother with a pre-

cocious child.
“You’re going to kill him then?” Colonel oliver asked.
“kill him! He’s the king,” darien said earnestly. “Chosen 

by the Unseen one. I won’t raise my hand against him.”
Colonel oliver pointed a finger at him. “Well, if you’re 

going to all the trouble of dropping in on him, I suspect 
you’ll have to kill him as well. He’s not going to give you a 
nice, big howdy-do and let you go.”

“no, I suppose not,” darien admitted thoughtfully, then 
brightened again. “a quick peek won’t hurt, though. I won’t 
have to speak to him. You said his compartment is just ahead?”

“Yes, but—”
before Colonel oliver could say anything else, darien 

was on his feet and opening the outside door to their com-
partment. Wind rushed in, nearly yanking the door from his 
hand. The inside door, the one that led into the carriage hall, 
rattled in its frame.
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“How are you going to get there?” Colonel oliver asked, 
his face the picture of worry.

“Plenty of rods and rails to hold on to,” darien said as 
he stepped halfway outside. The wind pounded against him, 
pressing his hair back and turning his shirt into a billowing 
sheet. “each door has its own step. I’ll simply pull myself 
from one to another until I find his compartment.”

“and if someone reports you before you get to 
his compartment?”

“Then I’ll jump off the train and meet you later  
in Hailsham.”

“oh, that’s a comfort.”
“It’s something fun to do!” he said like a little boy. “I 

haven’t had any fun since I got those Palatian medals. bye!” 
He slipped out the door. They watched him as he clung to 
the side of the train like a spider, inching his way forward, 
swinging from one step to the next. The train went into 
a black tunnel, and when it emerged into the light again, 
darien was gone.

“How’s your stomach?” Colonel oliver asked kyle after a 
few minutes.

“I feel sick,” kyle said.
“so he’s still in danger?”
“I guess so. but I can’t be his guardian angel if he’s going 

to do stuff like this.”
Colonel oliver nodded. “agreed,” he said. “He some-

times makes it difficult for all of us.” The colonel paused, 
but it was clear he still had something on his mind. Finally 
he looked at kyle and said, “When I first met you, I spoke 
harshly to you. I didn’t trust you and suspected you were out 
to hurt General darien. I was wrong, of course, and I want 
to apologize to you for thinking the worst.” He reached out 
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his hand, and kyle shook it. “no hard feelings?”
“no hard feelings,” kyle said.
“Thank you.”
Fifteen minutes later, Colonel oliver was aggressively 

pacing their compartment, stopping only to peer out the 
window to see if darien was coming back. kyle squirmed in 
his seat, chewing fingernails that were already chewed to the 
nub, and anna prayed that the Unseen one would be merci-
ful even though darien didn’t deserve it.

Five minutes later, all three of them were pacing circles 
with Colonel oliver. The steward announced that they would 
be arriving in Hailsham station in a minute.

“do you think he jumped off the train?” kyle asked.
“I have no idea,” Colonel oliver said, “but I could kill 

him myself for doing something like this.”
The train began to slow as it approached Hailsham. 

anna stood at the window and thought sadly about the 
old Judge. she had hoped to see him again. now she never 
would. Colonel oliver and kyle joined her at the window. 
darien was still nowhere to be seen.

Just as the train came to a stop at the platform, the inside 
door of the compartment opened behind them. darien 
stepped in from the hallway with a wry smile on his face. He 
was dressed in a steward’s uniform and cap. 

“I could make a living doing this,” he said as he tossed 
the cap onto the sofa and began to unbutton the steward’s 
vest. “The pay’s rotten, but the tips are pretty good.”

“Well, what happened?” they all demanded.
darien put on a disappointed expression. “sadly,  

the king was sleeping,” he answered. “He didn’t even 
wake up when I slipped into his compartment. I nearly 
tucked him in and kissed him on the forehead, he  
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looked so sweet and innocent.”
Colonel oliver groaned.
darien’s expression changed to one of disapproval. “It’s 

a terrible comment about the king’s security when a man 
like me can get in to him like that. I should write to some-
one about it.”

“I’m sure General Liddell would love to hear from you,” 
anna giggled.

“and so he shall! Imagine leaving the king to ride on a 
train with only a few guards around him. Just because he’s 
battling the Palatians doesn’t give him the excuse to—”

“so how did you get back?” Colonel oliver interrupted.
“easy. a steward knocked on the door and came in. The 

king told him to go away and rolled over. I quietly gave the 
steward a wad of money for his coat and hat and 10 min-
utes of silence. He accepted the offer. I came out and walked 
back here without any questions or problems.” He glanced 
at his watch. “Though the 10 minutes are almost up, and 
that steward is going to have to explain why he’s been sitting 
in the king’s toilet while on duty.”

“Let’s get out of here,” Colonel oliver said and headed 
for the door.

“Good idea.” darien didn’t move but fished in his pocket 
and pulled out a large gold medallion on a red ribbon. “do 
you think the king will miss this? I took it as a memento of 
my visit.”

Colonel oliver went bug-eyed. “The king’s medallion?” 
he said. “You stole the king’s medallion?”

“It looked so pretty sitting there. How could I resist?”
“The king’s medallion?” kyle asked. “Is it important?”
“oh, not at all,” Colonel oliver said sarcastically. “It’s only 

the medallion the king is given at his coronation.”
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“He shouldn’t have taken it off and left it lying around.”
“I don’t want to hear about it,” Colonel oliver said.
“I’ll give it back to him one day.”
Colonel oliver waved him away. “don’t say another word.”
When the crowd was at its peak on the platform, the four 

of them got off the train and seemed to disappear among 
the people. as they walked past the window of the king’s 
carriage, they saw two stern-looking guards interrogating  
a steward.



Chapter

Anna had never been to a funeral before, at least not that 
she could recall. she’d gone to her grandfather’s funeral 

as a baby, but she had no memory of it. This was the first time 
someone had died that anna knew and, in her own way, loved. 

The service for the old Judge was held in an old church 
in Hailsham. The stone building was beautiful with its tower, 
pillars lining the inside, stained-glass windows, and smooth 
wooden pews. It reminded anna of a miniature cathedral. 
she sat with kyle, darien, and Colonel oliver in the back, 
among a crowd of local people. dignitaries like the king and 
his guards sat in the front pew. The coffin was also in the 
front, by the altar, as a simple tribute to the man inside. 

“but he isn’t inside,” the priest said in his eulogy. “This 
shallow encasement, this empty vessel, is not the man we 
loved and who loved us. He is somewhere else. The old 
Judge is with the Unseen one, in the paradise created for all 
those who believe in Him.”

anna squeezed her eyes closed, not to ward off any tears 
but in the strong desire to “see” the old Judge. she wanted 
a vision of him now, in that paradise. “Just let me see a little 
bit of it,” anna prayed. but nothing came except black and 
orange circles as her eyes readjusted to the light.

15
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The service was over in 20 minutes. a line of mourners 
formed to pray beside the coffin or to touch it, but the top 
was closed and there was no final look at the man who’d been 
the Unseen one’s voice for so many years.

“I want to see his cottage one more time,” anna  
pleaded. “Please.”

darien saw no reason not to go, so the four of them sneaked 
out the back door of the church and stayed off the beaten path 
to get there. If they had gone on the main road, they would 
have seen the large touring car waiting there, not far from the 
cottage. as it was, they walked up along the rear side, past the 
vegetable garden, and slipped in the small door that led into 
the kitchen. They crept in—and then stopped suddenly. The 
king stood alone in the middle of the living room. 

darien felt quickly for the pistol tucked into his trou-
sers. Colonel oliver put his hand on the hilt of his dagger. 
anna and kyle hung back a few steps, just in case something 
happened. strangely, though, kyle did not feel anything 
resembling a sense of danger.

The king didn’t react to their arrival. He merely looked at 
them with red-rimmed eyes sunk into a deeply lined face. He 
looked so much older than the last time they’d seen him. He 
coughed wearily and said, “I thought I saw you in the back 
of the church.”

“You did, Your Highness,” darien replied. “We didn’t 
want to miss our last good-byes to the old Judge.”

The king waved his hand toward the room and contin-
ued, “I can’t believe he’s gone. It doesn’t seem possible.”

“I know what you mean, sire.”
“It’s all gone, isn’t it? The days pass so quickly, and then . . .” 

He didn’t finish the thought but looked at them, anguished. 
They waited.
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He sighed deeply. “and then come the days when you no 
longer know your friends from your enemies.”

darien stepped forward and said softly, “You have no 
enemies here, my king.”

“don’t I?”
“no, sire.” darien was only a foot or two away from the 

king. “Listen no longer to those who whisper evil in your ear. 
Ignore the voices who say that I mean to do you harm. They 
are liars. You have been like a father to me. Would I turn my 
hand against you?”

“others have.”
“but I have not.” darien pulled the king’s medallion from 

his pocket and held it up. The gold seemed to glow artifi-
cially in the shadow of the cottage. 

The king instinctively put a hand to his chest, as if feel-
ing to be sure the medallion wasn’t there. “My medallion!” 
he exclaimed.

“It was within my power to take your life, just as I took 
this medallion,” darien said. “but I didn’t. You are the cho-
sen one, and I would be in defiance of the Unseen one to 
raise my hand against you.” He handed the medallion to the 
king. The king took it with shaking hands. darien contin-
ued, “I have done you no wrong, my king. nor will I. May 
the Unseen one vindicate me in your eyes.”

The king lowered his head. Then his shoulders began to 
shake as he started to weep, his whole body joining in. He 
grabbed darien and cried out, “darien, my son! What is this 
madness that afflicts me? How could I ever believe that you 
would hurt me?”

darien held the king close. They both wept for  
several minutes. 

The guards who’d been waiting by the touring car came to 
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the door and knocked. “sire? are you all right?” they asked. 
“We must return to sarum now. General Liddell will be calling.”

“Yes, yes,” the king said impatiently. He gazed into 
darien’s face, touched the side of it softly, and told him, “The 
old Judge was right. There is no doubt that you will be king. 
I pray only that you’ll find it in your heart to have more 
mercy on me and my family than I did on you and yours. 
Good-bye, my son.” 

With that, the king turned away and left. He yelled at 
the guards as they walked to the car, as if they’d done some-
thing terribly wrong. “Just take me back to the station!”  
he concluded.

darien slumped into a chair—the old Judge’s favorite—
next to the cold fireplace. a chill swept through the room, 
and anna thought then that the cottage would never be 
warm again.

The four of them spent the night at an inn halfway between 
Hailsham and sarum, and then they caught the first train 
back to krawley the next morning. anna and kyle spent 
most of the trip in silence, watching the rolling fields and 
thick forests wash past like gentle waves of green. apart 
from the sadness of losing the old Judge, the question that 
dominated their thinking was this: How are we going to get 
home? If the old Judge was the only one who knew, they 
were now stuck.

darien and Colonel oliver spent the trip discussing 
plans for their future. “You don’t believe king Lawrence will 
simply sit back and allow you to become the new king, do 
you?” Colonel oliver asked.
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“no,” darien said with a sigh. “His grief and remorse at 
the cottage were genuine enough, but once he returns to the 
splendor of his palace and the great power and the servants 
waiting on him hand and foot, he’ll change his mind. He likes 
being the king and wants to keep it that way.”

“so where do we go from here?”
darien rubbed his hand over his beard. “I think we 

should keep on as we have.”
Colonel oliver wasn’t satisfied. “but we’ve grown so 

much,” he pointed out. “We have over 500 people in our 
group now. and the men are getting restless. It’s driving them 
crazy sitting in the Territory of Peace while every fighting 
man is at war with the Palatians.”

“What do they want to do?”
“Fight the Palatians, of course.”
“I wish we could,” darien said ruefully. “but for us to 

openly join the war would invite the king to murder us on 
the battlefield and then blame the Palatians. no, it’s too risky.”

“There must be something we can do!” Colonel oliver 
growled, frustrated.

darien leaned toward the colonel. “There is,” he affirmed. 
“We must pray. Then maybe an answer will present itself.”

When they stepped onto the platform at the station in 
krawley, Colonel Henri, one of darien’s officers, greeted 
them. “Welcome back,” he said, then led them aside, close 
to the stationmaster’s office. “a baron from adria has come 
to meet with you. He and his servants waited for you all day 
yesterday. He said they wouldn’t leave until they had a chance 
to talk to you.”

“Where are they now?” darien asked.
“The Lion’s Head Pub in the center of town,” Colonel 

Henri answered.
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“are they safe?” Colonel oliver asked. “I wouldn’t put it 
past our king to hire adrians to kill us.”

Colonel Henri nodded. “We searched them thoroughly. 
They’re unarmed except for weapons they keep on their 
horses for when they travel. They won’t be near their horses 
when they meet you.”

“Then I suppose I should talk to them,” said darien.
“What about the kids?” Colonel Henri asked. “do you 

want me to take them back to our camp?”
darien didn’t need to think about it. “of course not,” he 

replied. “I wouldn’t dare meet the baron without my prophet 
and my guardian angel.”

They walked straight to the Lion’s Head Pub and went 
inside. Like most pubs, it was decorated in dark paneling, dark 
furniture, and dark paintings. even the light through the win-
dows seemed dark. The baron, who couldn’t have been missed 
in any circumstance, was a big, ostentatious man dressed in 
a large cloak laced with orange fur. He had a thick, heavy 
brow that kept his eyes in constant shadow and round, wob-
bly jowls that shook when he laughed. His mannerisms, even 
before he spoke, included flamboyant gestures with his hands 
and an affected accent that no nation would want as its own. 
Most noticeable was his size. He stood up to receive them, 
and anna guessed he was at least six-foot-five. His two guards, 
who were also tall, looked like dwarves next to their boss. 

“I wonder why he even needs guards,” kyle said softly to 
anna as they crossed the room. 

“Thank you for meeting with me. I am baron orkzy,” the 
man said in a thunderous voice. 

“I knew who you were instantly,” darien said. “Your rep-
utation is known by everyone.”

“You’re too kind.”
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kyle noticed that darien didn’t say exactly what sort of 
reputation the baron had.

darien introduced everyone. The baron shook hands, his 
bearlike paw swallowing each of theirs, then invited them to 
sit down at the table with him. 

“We need to discuss a matter of business,” the baron said 
once they were comfortable. “as you know, I’m a man with 
many friends and many enemies. My wealth intimidates some, 
and my work in—shall we say, negotiations—with certain par-
ties annoys others.”

“In other words, there are people who hate you because 
you’ll do anything for money,” darien said flatly.

The baron laughed, and his jowls shook. “Yes! Yes! 
Precisely! straight to the point. score one for you, General.”

“What can I do for you?” darien asked.
“I want to hire you.”
“I beg your pardon?” 
The baron rested his elbows on the table. It tilted beneath 

the weight. He feigned a great weariness and said, “The war 
between your country and the Palatians is a nasty affair. 
Frankly, I don’t feel safe anymore. because of my past deal-
ings with the Palatians, I’m afraid your people—or your 
allies—may attack me. because of my past dealings with the 
Marutians, I’m afraid the Palatians and their allies will attack.”

“Why come to me? adrians are known for their love of war. 
It seems like there are plenty of tribes around to protect you.”

“and that is where you’ve hit the nail directly on the 
head. My country has been torn apart by petty differences 
for years. Few of the leaders will stop bickering long enough 
to see the bigger picture. They’re barbarians, mostly. I don’t 
trust a single one of them.” He placed his hand against his 
forehead melodramatically. “alas, I am a man without a 
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country. Much like you, I dare say.”
“I understand,” replied darien dryly.
“I want to hire you and your entourage to be my body-

guards. I want you to help me to protect my interests. You’ll 
be my own personal army, as such. In exchange, you’ll be 
well looked after. Your people will even have better accom-
modations than you have here. Imagine living in houses 
rather than tents on a hillside. Gas, electricity, plumbing, 
proper sewage . . .” The baron lifted an eyebrow coaxingly.

darien’s tone and expression betrayed no answer one way or 
the other. He said simply, “I’ll have to give it some thought, baron.”

“Yes, yes. Consult with your officers.”
“Can we meet again tomorrow morning?”
“I’d be delighted,” the baron said with a flourish of his 

hand. He pulled a handkerchief from his sleeve and dabbed 
the side of his nose. He waved the handkerchief at them as 
they stood up and left. “Until tomorrow!”

as they walked out of the pub, darien said to Colonel oliver, 
“Check the grapevine and find out what he’s really up to.”

“Yes, sir,” the colonel replied. 
“don’t you trust him?” kyle asked.
“baron orkzy is a mercenary who’ll greet you with one 

hand and stab you in the back with the other,” darien said.
“Then why are you going to meet with him again?”  

asked anna.
“because it’s possible that we can suit our own purposes 

while trying to suit his.”

That evening at the camp, anna and kyle were summoned to 
darien’s tent. Just as they arrived, Colonel oliver brought in 
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a man who looked surprisingly like a rat. He had a pointed 
nose, small teeth, and whiskers that spread out from his face 
like fur. He even held his hands in front of him like a rat 
when it’s on its hind legs, looking for food. and he was called, 
appropriately enough, the rat.

“sit down,” darien said.
“I’d rather stand, if you don’t mind,” the rat replied. “I get 

fidgety sitting down.”
“The rat has some useful information for us,” Colonel 

oliver explained.
darien smiled graciously. “We’ve paid well for it,  

I assume?”
The rat’s head jerked up and down quickly. “oh yes,” 

he said. “The general always pays well. I hope to honor you 
with my information in return.”

“Then tell us what you know.”
“I have it from reliable sources that the baron’s offer to 

you is a good one,” the rat began, his nose twitching. “He 
can and will provide you with an entire town in which to live. 
It’s called Lizah, just inside the adrian border. What he wants 
from you in return is to see that he is kept safe and that some 
of his ‘product’ gets safely to market.”

“What product?” darien asked suspiciously.
The rat smiled, his lips turning into a giant U. “ah, this 

is where it gets most interesting. The baron is a partner in 
a firm that has created the parts for a new long-range can-
non. It shoots farther than anything in existence—up to 300 
yards farther. but the adrians don’t have the internal stability 
or the factories to build the cannons themselves. That’s why 
the parts must be delivered.”

“delivered where?” asked darien.
“Monrovia.”
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darien and Colonel oliver glanced at each other. 
“Monrovia?” the colonel asked.

“Yes. They assemble the baron’s cannon parts with  
their own.”

Colonel oliver pressed on. “Why is Monrovia interested 
in this cannon? They’re not at war with anyone.”

“They’re not at war now, but they might be one day.” The 
rat’s eyes flickered.

“You know something else,” darien said. “out with it.”
“I have it from another good source that the Monrovians 

are going to sell the assembled cannons to the Palatians.”
“I see.”
Colonel oliver stood up and began to pace. “With that 

kind of firepower, the Palatians could defeat our armies in a 
matter of weeks,” he observed.

The rat sniffed. “In exchange for the cannons, the 
Palatians will give the Monrovians part of your territories.”

“Carve us up like a Christmas goose,” the colonel said. “Is 
that what they have in mind?”

“Likely.”
darien mused, “does the baron know about this?”

“I can’t say for sure. Though there is little that the baron 
doesn’t know.”

“Is it possible that he wants me to be his bodyguard to 
get me out of the way?” asked darien. “He knows I’ll do any-
thing to help our army if the war turns against them. Maybe 
he wants to neutralize me.”

“Wouldn’t you, if you were in his position?” Colonel 
oliver asked.

“Unless he has something else up his sleeve.”
darien gratefully dismissed the rat and called in  

his officers. While he waited for them, he asked kyle  
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and anna what they thought.
“I get confused by all the double-dealing,” kyle com-

plained. “It’s like you can’t trust anybody around here.”
“You can’t,” darien confirmed. “Marus is surrounded by 

countries that want our land. allegiances change almost as 
quickly as the weather.”

“Then what are you going to do?” anna asked.
“Perhaps we can play both sides for a while,” darien said.
“How?”
a thin smile crept across darien’s face. “We’ll give safe 

delivery of the cannon parts to Monrovia so the baron will 
get his money. That’s what he’ll be paying us to do.”

kyle didn’t understand. “What good is that?” he asked. 
“Then the Monrovians will build the cannons and send them 
to the Palatians.”

“How do you suppose they’ll get the cannons to the 
Palatians?” darien said, pointing to a map hanging on 
the side of the tent. “They either have to take them south 
through Gotthard—which Prince edwin will never allow 
since he is our ally. or, more likely, they’ll transport them by 
train to the west of Gotthard. That’s wide-open wilderness. 
anything can happen to those poor trains on the way.”

“You’ll sabotage the train tracks?” anna asked.
darien nodded.

“They’ll figure it out eventually,” kyle observed.
“Maybe they will,” darien agreed. “but in the meantime, 

we’ll find the plans to that cannon and get them to our own 
experts. That’ll even things out a little.”

The officers entered darien’s tent and wondered why 
darien, anna, and kyle were smiling.
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For nearly three months, the plan worked just as darien 
had hoped. While he and his army gave safe conduct to 

the baron’s supplies from adria to Monrovia, a team of his 
guerrilla fighters blasted the railway lines west of Gotthard. 
The Monrovians switched their transportation from trains to 
trucks and horse-drawn wagons, but the result was the same. 
no matter how they tried to smuggle the cannons through, 
darien’s fighters thwarted them. In that time, only six can-
nons got through to the Palatian front lines, not enough to 
make a big difference in the war.

one night, in a daring raid, darien broke into the plant 
where the Monrovians built the cannons. The blueprints for 
the cannon were kept in a safe in the president’s office. The 
rat, who was also skilled as a safecracker, got the safe open. 
darien used a new contraption called a photographic camera 
to take pictures of the plans. Then darien and the rat crept 
away, and no one knew they had been there.

darien had the blueprints delivered anonymously to 
General Liddell’s weaponry office. darien was quite proud 
of himself.

In those three months, kyle and anna lived with darien’s 
army in the town of Lizah. It was a mining town settled in 

16
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an area of adria where the lush green beauty of the Marus 
terrain and the Territory of Peace gave way to brown sand, 
cacti, and dry air. The Marutians found it barren and bor-
ing. darien insisted that kyle and anna receive lessons from 
a tutor; he saw no reason for them to stop learning just 
because they weren’t in their own world. It annoyed kyle 
more than anna, since he disliked doing homework more 
than she did. 

“If I have to go to school and do homework, I may as well 
be back home!” kyle pouted. He often felt as though he’d 
lost his sense of purpose. He didn’t get that sick feeling in 
his stomach anymore, so he had become just another kid in 
the camp. He didn’t like it, and he began to question whether 
there had ever been an Unseen one to give him the power 
in the first place.

anna, on the other hand, studied hard. It wasn’t unusual 
for kyle to find her reading the sacred scroll that darien had 
given her or walking and thinking in the wilderness alone. 

“don’t you get bored silly?” he once asked her.
she looked at him with the same indulgent expression 

their mother often gave him when he’d asked a ridiculous 
question. “no, I think it’s nice out here,” she said.

“okay, so it’s nice. but when are we going home?”  
he asked.

anna shrugged. she had no idea.
“don’t you care? aren’t you worried about Mom and dad, 

Grandma and Grandpa?”
anna had to think about it before she could answer. “I’m 

not worried,” she replied after a moment. “somehow the 
Unseen one will work it all out when we go back.”

“If we go back,” kyle said. “I don’t think the Unseen one 
is interested—if He’s even out there.”
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anna gazed at her brother for a moment. “You’re upset 
because you don’t feel special anymore,” she observed.

“What are you talking about?”
“You know what I mean,” anna replied. “being chosen 

doesn’t mean excitement day in and day out. It doesn’t mean 
we’re always being used in obvious ways by the Unseen one. 
sometimes it means waiting and being patient and staying 
faithful.”

kyle folded his arms. “don’t preach at me,” he  
said grumpily.

“You’re not sure you believe anymore.”
“Leave me alone.”
“Can’t you believe without that feeling?”
“oh, that’s easy for you to say!” he snapped. “You get those 

dreams and visions all the time. If the Unseen one gave me 
dreams and visions, I’d believe, too.”

anna shook her head. “I haven’t had those dreams in a 
long time,” she said. “but I don’t need to have them to believe.”

“Well, maybe I do.”
“Then you’re believing in the wrong thing,” she snapped.
“I don’t want to talk about it anymore.” He turned and 

walked away from her. she was right in what she said, he 
knew. The truth was, he felt deserted and rejected by the 
Unseen one. It was time to take matters into his own hands.

That night, kyle ventured out from Lizah to see if it 
would help him think the way anna thought. The desert eve-
ning was cool, so he started a small campfire. He brooded 
next to it, bugged that he still didn’t know what to do to get 
home. He heard a rustling behind him. before he could see 
who it was, the rat was standing next to him, warming his 
hands over the fire as if he’d been there all along.

“You scared me,” kyle said in an accusing tone.
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“My apologies,” the rat said. “What ails you?”
“nothing.”
“I see you sitting here alone, and I think to myself that 

you are not happy. Then I think that I am the rat and able to 
find things that might make you happy.”

“You can’t find anything that will make me happy,” kyle 
said testily.

“don’t be so certain, young protector.”
kyle looked up at him. His eyes looked like embers in 

the firelight. “I don’t have any money. Well, none that you 
can use.”

“on the contrary. You have money from your world.”
kyle frowned. “What do you know about my world?”

“I’m the rat. I’m supposed to know everything I can. You 
want to go back to your world. That much I know.”

“Yeah, but the old Judge is dead, and there’s nobody else 
who can help us,” kyle said. He jabbed at the fire with a stick. 
It spat back at him.

“The old Judge was not the last of his kind.”
“anna doesn’t know how either.”
“anna is not the last of that kind,” the rat said. “There is 

another. a woman. she can help you.”
kyle brightened up. “really?”

“I would not say so unless I was sure.” The rat rubbed his 
hands together and waited.

“Where is she?” kyle asked. “How can I talk to her?”
The rat spread his arms. “she’s a long way from here. 

back in Marus. You’ll have to journey a day and a half to get 
to her.”

“I don’t care. I’m ready to go.”
“Then give me some of your otherworldly money and the 

rat will take care of everything.”
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kyle dug around in his pocket. He found a couple of dol-
lar bills and 63 cents in change, and he thought he’d better 
hang on to a dollar.

The rat smiled as kyle placed the rest of the money in 
his palm. “You’re too generous,” the rat said. “Meet me here 
in an hour.”

kyle was beside himself with joy and ran to tell anna 
the news.

anna wasn’t in her room. darien had asked her—and kyle—
to come to the briefing room in his headquarters at what was 
once a schoolhouse. When no one could find kyle, anna 
went alone. The briefing room (actually, one of the old class-
rooms) was crowded with officers and the elected leaders of 
the community. To the left of the podium, baron orkzy sat, 
regal and erect. He could have been the principal for this 
school. darien called everyone to silence. 

“I have important news. The war with the Palatians is 
deadlocked,” darien announced. “The Palatians are fed up.”

“They’re ready to surrender then?” someone asked with 
a chuckle.

darien didn’t smile. “no. They’re ready to conquer. The 
baron and I met this evening. He tells me the Palatians are 
calling in all debts from the nations who’re friendly to them. 
as of midnight tonight, the Monrovians are going to join the 
war on the side of Palatia.”

The room erupted in shouts and protests.
darien waved his arms to get them quiet again. “It’s worse 

than that,” he continued. “Many of the leaders of the adrian 
tribes are ready to side with Monrovia and Palatia as well.”
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“even the baron?” another voice called out.
darien gestured to the baron. “Please tell them what you 

told me.”
The baron stood up, a giant in the room. “I despise this 

sort of thing, I have to confess,” he began. “I prefer neutral-
ity. It makes for better business. but the adrian leaders are 
putting a lot of pressure on me to swear allegiance to Palatia.”

“and what about us?” a woman shouted.
“To put it bluntly, they don’t trust you,” the baron said. 

“They seem to suspect that you’ve had something to do with 
all those nasty explosions on the Monrovian railway lines. 
Imagine that. They believe that you actively thwarted the 
delivery of the cannons to the Palatians.”

The room was silent. a few knowing smiles were exchanged.
The baron pulled a handkerchief from his sleeve and 

dabbed the side of his nose. “naturally, it’s none of my busi-
ness since the parts I’d promised to them were delivered. I’d 
rather not know whether you were involved as saboteurs. 
now, however, they’re forcing me to be involved. They want 
me to make a decision. and by forcing me to make a decision, 
they’re forcing you to make a decision.”

“What kind of decision?” 
“Whether you’re going to stay here and behave yourselves, 

or whether you’re going to side with your countrymen.” The 
baron leaned against the podium dramatically. “one will 
ensure that you live in peace, the other will put you at risk 
as enemies of our allies.”

a wave of murmuring rolled through the gathering.
“I’ve been told to offer you a deal, though,” said the baron.
“What kind of deal?” Colonel oliver asked from the side 

of the room.
“everyone knows of the conflict between king Lawrence 
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and General darien. It is also well known that General 
darien will likely win out as your next ruler.”

Colonel Henri stood up. “What’s your point, baron?”  
he asked.

The baron looked at the colonel with disdain. “side with 
the Palatians and you will be given a significantly large por-
tion of Marus’s northern counties. General darien will be 
installed as your king. This the Palatians promise to you if 
they are victorious.”

The room erupted again in a commotion of catcalls  
and dissension.

“You have until tomorrow to decide,” the baron said over 
the noise, and with a grand flourish, he left the room. 

darien returned to the podium and tried to get control 
of the crowd. Then the arguments among them began. anna 
didn’t stay. she felt an odd but strong desire to take a walk.

The dream took her by surprise. she hadn’t had one in such a 
long time and had resigned herself to the idea that she might 
never have one again. but there it was, more vivid and real 
than any she’d ever had before. 

she saw king Lawrence. He was thin and wild-eyed, pac-
ing with his hands clasped behind his back in what looked 
like a tent. General Liddell stood nearby, a dark and sour 
expression on his face.

“Well, sire?” Liddell asked.
“I don’t know! I don’t know! How can I know?” the king 

cried out.
“a decision—orders to attack—anything will be help-

ful at this time.” The anger in General Liddell’s voice was 
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unmistakable. “In just a few hours, we’ll have not one but 
three enemies to contend with. What do you want us to do?”

The king paced more quickly. “If the old Judge were 
here, he’d know. He would tell me what to do. Why did he 
desert me?”

“because he’s dead, sire. That’s what happens to people. 
They die. We’ll die if you don’t make a decision soon.”

“That’s where you’re wrong, General. He’s not dead. He’s 
around here somewhere. We just have to pick up the phone 
and give him a call.” The king put his thumb and pinkie 
against his face as if he were talking into a phone.

General Liddell worked his jaw, clenching and unclench-
ing his teeth. “of course,” he said with open sarcasm. “Why 
didn’t I think of it before?”

“I want our armies to stay right where they are for the 
time being,” the king suddenly commanded. “don’t move. 
not an inch, not a muscle. I have to find someone to con-
sult with.”

“Like who?” General Liddell looked as if he might slap 
the king if he mentioned the old Judge again.

“There’s a woman. I don’t remember her name. she has 
the power. We’ll visit her, and she’ll tell us what to do.”

“a woman?”
“Yes, yes. don’t be so thick. she lives near . . . dorr. That’s 

it. I can find her if we go there.” The king stopped pacing and 
leaned over a table with a map on it. He pointed. “That lit-
tle town right there.”

General Liddell didn’t bother to look. “You’re going to 
leave your troops now? sire, with all due respect, if they see 
you leave, they’ll panic.”

“They won’t see me leave. We’ll disguise ourselves. That’s 
what we’ll do. We’ll disguise ourselves, go to the woman, 
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then come back. Just tell the men that we’re in conference 
and can’t be disturbed.”

“sire, please—”
“no! stop arguing with me!” the king screamed. “We 

have to go! We have no hope of winning if we don’t go!”
anna woke up, alone in the desert. something made a 

chirping noise nearby. an owl hooted. 
Was this a dream to report to darien? she wondered. 

nothing in it would help them with their decision to stay in 
adria or join the king’s troops. Then again, maybe she simply 
couldn’t see it. she made her way back to darien’s head-
quarters. It was deserted except for Colonel oliver, who was 
locking the door. He informed her that General darien had 
gone off somewhere to think and pray. Whatever she had to 
tell him would have to wait until morning.

she thanked him and walked to the room she shared 
with kyle at the Lizah Hotel. It was dark. 

“kyle?” she called out as she lit a lamp. “are you here?”
she looked around, her hand brushing against a piece 

of paper on the table in front of her. It was a note from kyle.
“I’ve gone to see someone who will help us get home,” the 

note said in his distinctive cursive. “I’ll be back in a couple 
of days. Then we’ll go home!” He had underlined go home in 
heavy strokes. 

anna sat down in a chair and buried her face in her hands.





Chapter

The sun hadn’t fully risen yet when someone knocked on 
the door. anna, who hadn’t slept all night and was still 

fully dressed, padded across the room. 
“Who is it?” she asked.
“darien,” the familiar voice said.
she opened the door, and before he could say any-

thing she thrust kyle’s note into his hands. He read it, then 
frowned. “He needs a good kick in his backside,” he growled. 

“It’s the wrong day to do something like this.” 
“You made a decision?”
“I think so,” darien replied. “Unless you have a message 

for me. Have you had any dreams lately?”
anna told him about the dream of king Lawrence.
“What am I supposed to make of that?” he asked.
“I don’t know,” anna said, distressed.
darien went to the window and looked out on the street. 

Colonel oliver was beginning to assemble the officers and 
community leaders below. “Your dream may be the confir-
mation of my decision. The king is obviously losing his grip. 
He’s not capable of fighting the combined allied armies. He 
needs our help.”

“no,” anna said. “That may not be the message at all. 

17
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Maybe it means to stay away. Maybe you should wait until—”
“Until what, anna?” he shouted at her. “Until the 

Palatians have conquered our country?”
she winced as if he’d struck her in the face, her eyes 

tearing up.
He checked himself and continued more quietly. “What 

you mean is that you want me to wait until kyle comes 
back. I can’t do that. Whatever we do, we have to do quickly.  
right now.” 

“I understand,” anna whispered.
“I’ve decided that we won’t stay here. all the civilians will 

go back to where we camped in the Territory of Peace. You’ll 
be as safe there as anywhere.”

“What about your army?”
“We’re going south to join the royal army,” darien said. 

“We have to help them fight against the Palatians. It’ll be a 
massacre otherwise.”

“What if king Lawrence has you arrested—or you’re 
killed?” anna asked.

“Then we’ve all been terribly misled and the Unseen one 
didn’t really choose me to be king.”

The rat and kyle took a night train from Lizah to krawley. 
From there they caught a train that took them south to 
sarum. They arrived the next morning, just in time for a con-
necting train to dorr. kyle slept most of the way, though he 
awoke with a sick feeling in the pit of his stomach. 

“I hope I didn’t make a big mistake,” he said.
“do you think it would be a mistake to find your way 

home?” the rat asked. 



 Chapter Seventeen 181

kyle didn’t answer. 
The rat glanced at a map on the wall of the dorr sta-

tion. “only a few miles’ walk,” he said, “then you’ll have 
your answer.”

an hour later, they passed the post office for Wollet-
in-stone. “I know this place,” kyle said. “This is where we 
picked up anna after she escaped from the convent!”

Five minutes later, they were standing outside a wooden 
shack with a tin roof. a red palm was painted on the door-
way. “That’s the sign of a seer,” the rat said. He knocked on 
the frame since the door was hanging wide open. “Hello?” 
he called.

someone shuffled and banged inside, as if the person 
had been startled and tipped something over. an old woman, 
older than any kyle had ever seen, appeared in the door-
way, wiping her hands on the skirt of her peasant dress. a 
tattered shawl hung like cobwebs from her shoulders. “Yes? 
anastasia, I am,” she said. “What can I do’s for ye?”

“The boy needs to talk to you,” the rat explained. “about 
matters of another world.”

“Come in and sit ye down! sit ye down!” she said,  
clearly delighted.

kyle followed her in and immediately regretted it. The 
place was a dump. The woman scooted a skeletal cat from 
one of the chairs and positioned it next to the table in the 
center of the shack. kyle reluctantly sat down, then noticed 
that the rat hadn’t joined them. He stood in the doorway.

“Come in,” kyle said.
“This is your affair, not mine,” the rat said. “I’ll meet you 

at the station when you’re done.”
before kyle could say anything, the rat was gone.

“Matters of another world?” anastasia asked.
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kyle surveyed the room. besides the obvious dirt and 
trash, he noticed an old, faded carnival poster hanging on the 
wall. “anastasia the Mysterious” the headline read in large, 
curly letters. The woman in the painting bore little resem-
blance to the old, shriveled person in front of him, however. 
That woman was dark and beautiful, with wild hair and eyes 
that probably caught the hearts of many men. 

anastasia cleared her throat. Her hand was held out  
for payment.

“oh, sorry,” kyle said. He dug into his pocket, found his 
last dollar, and gave it to her. “I hope that’s enough.”

she held up the greenback and giggled. “Money from 
the other world. oh yes. I’ll add it to my collection, I will.” 
she opened a small tin confectioner’s box. kyle thought he 
caught sight of an american nickel before she shoved the 
dollar in and closed the box up tight.

“I want to go home,” kyle said when anastasia turned her 
attention to him once more.

“Home! Yes, yes. We all want to go home. Give me  
yer hand.”

He held out his hand to her. she took it quickly, then just 
as quickly let it go. Her face looked as if she’d been jolted 
with electricity. “no. Ye are tricking me, ye are.”

kyle was confused. “What do you mean?” he asked.
The old woman had the tin box open again and was fum-

bling around for the dollar. “Ye are not true. Ye should not 
be here, no.” she threw the dollar back at him. “Go! Hurry!”

“What’s wrong?” kyle asked as anastasia came around 
the table and nearly pulled him from the chair. “You’re sup-
posed to help me.”

“I cannot help ye. no. Why didn’t ye tell me ye were a 
chosen protector? are ye trying to kill me?” she pushed him 
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to the door, stopping only when the sound of approaching 
horses could be heard above her gravelly commotion.

“Tell you—” kyle was bewildered.
“It’s too late!” the woman cried. “It’s too late!”
The horses were reined to a stop next to the shack. Two 

men dressed in what looked like monks’ hoods climbed off 
and strode toward the door. The woman stumbled back-
ward and slumped into her chair. kyle looked at anastasia, 
then back at the two men. They yanked their hoods off. king 
Lawrence and General Liddell walked in.

“oh no . . .” kyle said.
“oh yes,” General Liddell replied, then backhanded him. 

kyle was halfway to the ground when Liddell grabbed him 
and yanked him back to his feet. dazed, kyle tried to speak, 
but he couldn’t. He felt a sliver of warm blood trickle from 
his mouth.

“do you know this boy?” king Lawrence asked.
“don’t you remember him?” Liddell replied. “He was  

with darien.”
The king’s eyes came alive. “Is he the boy they keep talk-

ing about? The one who keeps saving darien’s life?”
“saved him from my marksman in the Territory of Peace,” 

General Liddell growled.
“I remember now. We met at the palace. or at the old 

Judge’s cottage. or somewhere. How nice to meet you again,” 
king Lawrence said with a smile. “Your timing couldn’t  
be better.”

“He’ll make a wonderful hostage,” Liddell said.
The king glared at his general. “Hostage! You’re mistaken, 

my friend. He will be my aid and my assistant!”
“sire—”
The king continued, “He’ll be my protector. My own lucky 
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charm! If he saved darien, he can save me! This is wonder-
ful!” The king’s face was aglow, like a child who’s just found 
all the answers to an important test ahead of time. Then he 
suddenly looked confused. “but what’s he doing here?”

“nothing, my lord,” anastasia said. “We were just chat-
ting, that’s all. Talking, we were. Passing time away, la-di-da.”

The king pushed kyle toward a chair. “sit down, my 
protector,” he ordered. “Your visit here may be—must be—
providential. You may give this old charlatan a little help. a 
boost for her failing powers!” He laughed, pulled up another 
chair, and sat down.

He’s insane, kyle thought. The king has gone completely 
over the edge.

anastasia said fearfully, “Powers, my lord? I’m just an old 
woman trying to make her way through life. What powers?”

“oh, be quiet,” General Liddell said. “We know what  
you are, though I don’t believe in it myself. The king wants 
your advice.”

The king cocked an eye at her. “You don’t think I know 
what the red palm means? You think I don’t know about you? 
I’m the king of this country, and I know.” He brought his fist 
down against the rickety old table. It nearly collapsed. “now 
tell me what I must do! Tell me and be right, blast you!”

anastasia fumbled around for a moment, picking up 
a deck of cards, then putting them down again. she then 
reached for a small gold pendant, thought better of it, and 
put it back. “I’ll need a moment, I will.”

“Now, hag,” General Liddell said from his place by the door.
anastasia had a new idea. “dark,” she said. “It must be 

dark. Close the door, you must. Pull the drapes.”
“You pull the drapes,” Liddell said as he closed the door. 

“I wouldn’t touch them with a 10-foot barge pole.”
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“Pull the drapes, General!” the king shouted.
Liddell obeyed grudgingly. The shack was now in a hazy 

darkness. Light still peeked through the spaces and holes in 
the wall’s wooden planks.

“What now?” the king asked.
“Close your eyes,” she said nervously.
She’s stalling, kyle thought. He wiped the side of his 

mouth, which now felt numb. The bleeding had stopped. 
Through his half-closed eyes, he looked around to see if there 
was any way to escape. Liddell was still standing next to the 
door. The only door. There was no other way out.

“What do ye want to know?” anastasia asked.
“Will I be victorious against the Palatians?” king Lawrence 

asked.
The old woman stammered, “The Palatians. oh, yes. 

Them. Victorious. Well . . . I think . . .”
“I don’t care what you think!” the king growled. “I want 

you to ask him.”
“Who?”
“The old Judge!”
“no . . . please. I can’t call the old Judge. Calling him 

would be like . . . like . . .”
“asking for the Unseen one?” the king said. “Yes,  

I know. now call him! He’ll tell me what I need to know. say  
his name.”

“no!” anastasia cried.
king Lawrence reached across the table and grabbed her 

by the throat. “say his name!”
“no one has said his name in years!” she shrieked.
“say it!” he screamed at her. “say it! say the name!”
anastasia gasped as the king tightened his grip around 

her throat. she had to say the name or die, that much was 
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certain. so she said it in a hoarse whisper. “samuel.”
“Louder!”
“samuel!” she screeched.
The king let her go and looked around. “now what?”
she whimpered and fell from the chair to her knees. “no!”

“What do you see?”
“It’s rising from the earth,” she said. “an old man in  

a cloak.”
The king spun around. “Where? I don’t see it.”
kyle had no idea if what he saw next was something that 

appeared to his eyes or to some other senses, but it was def-
initely the old Judge. but he didn’t appear like a ghost or a 
spirit, nor did he appear as a living person. He was a pres-
ence that seemed to fill the room, standing at all points 
simultaneously, no matter which way one turned. 

“Why are you troubling me?” the old Judge  
asked, annoyed.

The king’s voice trembled, not from fear but from relief. 
“ah!” he said. “The Palatians are going to attack, and I don’t 
know what to do. You were my last friend—my only friend—
and I need your help. Tell me what the Unseen one wants 
me to do.”

“Why do you ask me now?” the old Judge asked. “I have 
told you all there is to know. You have turned your back on 
the Unseen one, and so He has taken the kingdom from 
your hands and given it to another. You have not obeyed. 
You have not believed. You did not remain faithful. now it is 
too late. You have led the people of Marus to disaster. death 
waits for you!”

The king threw himself to the ground. “no, samuel! no! 
save me! You must save me! samuel!” 

The old Judge held up his hand. “speak my name no 
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more,” he commanded. Then it was as if he turned to kyle, 
though he didn’t actually move, and he said, “You are in bad 
company, boy. You should have had faith. You should have 
been patient.”

“I know, but—”
The door suddenly blew open, the curtains were ripped 

from their flimsy rods, and light poured in. They all covered 
their eyes and, when they could see again, the shack was 
as it had been when they arrived. The old Judge was gone, 
leaving only a trace in the memory that he had ever been 
there at all.

General Liddell was obviously shaken. He helped king 
Lawrence to his feet. “sire, we must go,” he said.

“Yes, we must,” the king agreed.
kyle considered making a dash for the door, but the two 

men blocked the way. General Liddell guided the king out, 
and kyle hoped they had forgotten him. suddenly the king 
reached back, catching kyle by the shoulder. “You’re coming 
with us,” king Lawrence snarled. “Your power as protector 
might be greater than his power as a prophet.”

“no!” kyle cried, struggling against him.
The king leered at him, madness gathering like foam  

at the corners of his mouth. “You’ll be my lucky charm!”  
he shouted.

General darien and his soldiers had left to fight the Palatians. 
anna, along with the rest of the civilians, packed a few provi-
sions for the journey back to the Territory of Peace. she had 
just put her hands on a few of kyle’s belongings when the 
vision came. It hit her like a lightning bolt, and she fell to 
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the floor. she saw anastasia’s shack, and in it were anastasia, 
king Lawrence, General Liddell, kyle, and the old Judge. 
she heard every word of condemnation the old Judge passed 
on to the king. she felt the burning fury of the old Judge’s 
anger. Yet behind it, she also felt sadness and disappointment. 

Then it was gone.
Her mind raced to interpret what she’d seen. surely it 

wasn’t real. How could the old Judge, who was dead, be in 
the shack with the king and General Liddell? and what was 
kyle doing there? The dream was all mixed up, as if some-
one had thrown images together in the wrong place. It wasn’t 
a dream, she decided. I’m just worried about Kyle.

From outside, she heard a shot and a scream. Then 
the sound of horses’ hooves came in like thunder. Another 
dream? she wondered as she looked out the window. 

It wasn’t a dream. The adrians were attacking.



Chapter
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Gathered together in the Lizah Hotel, anna and the rest 
of the civilians—some 200 people in all—found them-

selves guarded by adrian soldiers. apart from being pushed 
and shoved, no one was hurt. one of the community leaders, 
an old man named Morlock, demanded to know why they 
were being held. The guards refused to answer; instead they 
gestured with their guns. 

early afternoon, a commotion arose by the hotel front door. 
a moment later, baron orkzy walked in. His normal compo-
sure was replaced by breathless worry. His hair was tousled, his 
clothes askew. He’d obviously been manhandled, though anna 
couldn’t imagine anyone being large enough to do such a job. 

The baron asked everyone to gather around. Then he 
addressed them, punctuating his comments with flutters of 
his handkerchief. “Ladies and gentlemen, I’ve been asked to 
explain your situation,” he said. “as it stands now, you’re 
being held hostage.”

“Tell us something we don’t know,” Morlock snapped.
“Please don’t interrupt,” the baron replied wearily. “You’re 

being held hostage as a bargaining tool. General darien will 
be intercepted and given a message from my adrian rulers. 
essentially, the message will inform him that if he does not 
return to Lizah immediately, you will all be killed.”
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several women cried out. someone began to sob.
“now, now, none of that,” the baron said. “My adrian 

leaders aren’t really interested in hurting you.”
“What are they interested in?” Morlock asked.
“They’re interested in keeping General darien and his sol-

diers from helping king Lawrence. by using you as collateral, 
they have a good chance of succeeding.”

Morlock refused to yield. “What makes you so sure 
General darien will come back? He may choose his duty to 
the king over our lives.” 

The baron sniffed. “That would be most regrettable since, 
if he doesn’t return, you will die.”

Morlock quickly stepped forward, a knife in his hand. 
“What will stop us from taking you hostage?”

The baron looked at Morlock’s face, down at the knife, 
then back at his face. “You old fool,” he said angrily, “I’m 
already a hostage! don’t you understand? This whole busi-
ness wasn’t my idea. I’m only the messenger. now I have to 
wait here with you for darien’s return. so put that little blade 
away like a nice little man, and stop being so overdramatic.”

Morlock’s face turned red against his white beard, but he 
put the knife away. “What do we do now?” he asked glumly.

“Wait for darien’s answer,” the baron said. “and hope that 
this hotel has decent coffee.”

a couple of hours passed. anna sat alone in a red velvet 
chair to the side of the hotel lobby. she read portions of the 
sacred scroll, prayed, then read some more. she dreamed 
without sleeping, a variety of images clearly presented  
and understood. 

a blast of cologne suddenly filled her nostrils, and she 
looked up. The baron stood over her.

“May I sit with you for a moment?” he asked.
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“Yes, sir,” she said.
He sat down next to her. even then he was as tall as she. 

“You’re one of those . . . oh, what do they call them? a voice. 
For the Unseen one. do you know what darien will do?”

anna did. she had already seen the adrian messen-
ger stop darien and the troops. she decided not to say so, 
though. “General darien is torn between his duty to the king 
and his love for the people here,” she offered. 

“I know that,” the baron said. “but will he come?”
“I cannot answer that,” anna replied.
“because you don’t know or because you won’t say?”
anna gazed at him without answering.
The baron examined his fingernails for a moment. Then 

he asked, “What will become of the king?”
anna’s heart ached, as if somehow she shared in the pain 

and disappointment the Unseen one felt at that moment, 
like a father who had to punish a rebellious child. “The king 
will suffer the full consequences of his faithlessness.”

The baron let the subject drop. Then, as if he’d just 
remembered something else, he said, “You have a brother. 
Where is he? did he go with darien?”

“no,” anna said, her eyes starting to burn. “He is with 
the king.”

The baron lifted his eyebrows. “oh, dear. What will hap-
pen to him?”

“He will go home.”

The battle against the Palatians was a catastrophe from the 
start. king Lawrence ignored his generals’ advice to spread 
his battalions out over strategic areas to the south, west, and 
north of kellen. He thought they would be more effective as 
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one solid army, concentrating on the Palatian troops to the 
west. This allowed the Palatians to circle from the south and 
southwest, while the Monrovians and adrians circled in from 
the north and northwest. Prince edwin of Gotthard hastily 
assembled his army and cut off part of the Monrovian and 
adrian forces, but it wasn’t enough. 

king Lawrence found himself outflanked and outmaneu-
vered in the Valley of the rocks. Where he had once trapped 
General darien, he was now himself trapped. The Palatians 
bombarded the king and his soldiers with cannon fire, then 
moved in for hand-to-hand combat. 

kyle witnessed it all firsthand. The king would not let 
kyle out of his sight after they left anastasia’s shack. “You’re 
my lucky charm,” he said over and over.

kyle explained in despair that he wasn’t anyone’s lucky 
charm. “I’m just a kid,” he insisted. 

“You protected General darien,” the king said. “You’ll 
protect me.”

“I can’t,” kyle pleaded. but his words had no effect. The 
king dressed kyle as one of his attendants and insisted that 
the boy stay nearby wherever he went. That included the bat-
tle against the Palatians.

The Palatians broke through the front lines of the 
Marutian army and aggressively made their way along the 
edges of the Valley of the rocks toward the royal Guards—
those who were committed to protecting the king. The royal 
Guards fell quickly at the hands of the Palatians. The king’s 
sons, including Prince George, rushed to counterattack.  
kyle saw the Palatians strike them down.

king Lawrence watched from his hiding place, his sword 
drawn. “Tell me what to do!” he commanded kyle.

“I don’t know!” kyle cried. 
The king grabbed him. “Then we’ll run.”
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blindly, they stumbled through the passages and crevices 
of the rocks, the roar of cannons and gunfire in their ears. 
no matter how far they went, however, the Palatians’ shouts 
seemed close behind. somehow they wound up at the very 
cave that darien had found months before. It seemed like 
such a long time ago, kyle thought. 

“Maybe they won’t find us here,” the king said breath-
lessly, panic in his eyes.

kyle fell to the floor of the cave. It was muddy and cold. 
“Help me!” he prayed to the Unseen one. “I don’t deserve it, 
but please help me.”

The Palatians were coming. kyle could hear their voices 
echoing in the rocks around the cave.

“Tell me,” the king said to kyle, “are we safe here?”
kyle shook his head and began to cry. “I don’t know!”  

he said.
The king slapped him. “Prophesy for me! You’re sup-

posed to be my protector! Tell me your dreams!”
kyle put his face in his hands.
The Palatians weren’t far from the mouth of the cave now. 

kyle felt sick to his stomach, but it wasn’t a warning. He 
knew they were doomed.

The king looked around, wild-eyed. “They can’t capture 
me!” he shouted. “They’ll humiliate me—torture me. I can’t 
be captured!” He thrust his sword handle at kyle. “as soon 
as they arrive, you have to kill me.”

“no!” kyle said, pushing the handle away. “I won’t.”
“You have to!” king Lawrence demanded.
kyle refused.
Just then, a Palatian soldier appeared at the mouth of 

the cave. king Lawrence drew his pistol and shot him. kyle 
scrambled behind a nearby rock for cover. 

“You won’t have me!” the king shouted to the Palatians. 
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He followed kyle and begged, “Please, take my life! don’t let 
me die in dishonor!”

kyle looked helplessly at the king. “no. I can’t!” 
The king leaned against the cave wall, looking like  

a puppet that someone had casually thrown there. “This is the 
end,” he said mournfully. “oh, that it should come to this!” a 
tear slid down his face. “This is what it’s like to die as a cow-
ard, without faith. May the Unseen one forgive me.” He lifted 
the pistol and put it to the side of his head.

kyle realized too late what was about to happen. He 
turned away as the king pulled the trigger. The sound of the 
blast exploded through the cave. 

kyle didn’t remember much after that. He crawled away 
from the king on his hands and knees, the mud on the cave 
floor sticking to him like tar. His body convulsed from his 
sobs. With little strength left, he got to his feet. The Palatians 
were in the cave now. one raised the butt of his rifle and 
brought it crashing down on kyle’s back. The pain shot 
through his body and he thought, This is what it’s like to die 
as a coward. Without faith. His mind was filled with images 
of pirates and adventure, of abandoned houses and a room 
with whispering voices, of guardian angels and being chosen 
by the Unseen one. I was going to be a hero, he thought. But 
I didn’t have patience. I didn’t have faith.

He closed his eyes as stars spun in his head. For  
a moment he thought he saw anna peering at him through 
a hole in a ceiling.

anna didn’t tell baron orkzy what darien had decided 
because she didn’t want to spoil the element of surprise. she 



 Chapter Eighteen 195

feared that the baron might blab to the adrians that darien 
was coming back to rescue them. as it turned out, the baron 
had bribed one of the guards and departed long before 
darien’s return.

darien and his army didn’t approach Lizah by the nor-
mal route. They circled around the south of the town, to the 
west, and caught the adrian soldiers completely unawares. 
darien’s attack was swift and merciless. The adrians who 
managed to escape told of the “mad Marutian general” for 
years to come. others called it “darien’s Fury.” 

darien never forgave the adrians for the deception that 
took him away from the king in his hour of need.

anna was still sitting in the red, velvet chair in the lobby 
of the Lizah Hotel when darien and a handful of men burst 
in. The hostages cheered him. He ignored them and went 
straight to anna. He knelt in front of her, his face dripping 
with sweat, his eyes a picture of worry. 

“Well?” he asked.
“The king is dead,” she said in a voice that seemed far, 

far away.
darien lowered his head. When he looked up again, 

the sweat had been replaced with tears. They traced lines 
through the dust on his cheeks.

Colonel oliver suddenly joined them. “General, we just 
heard on the shortwave,” he said. “our armies were defeated. 
Prince George was fatally wounded . . . and the king has  
been killed.”

somewhere in the room, a shout of joy went up. 
darien leaped to his feet and furiously cried out, “no! be 

quiet, all of you! There’ll be no joy. We’ll have no celebration. 
The king—God’s chosen—is dead. Let there be mourning 
and lamentation. our king is dead.”
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The crowd was silenced, and the people slowly made 
their way out of the hotel.

“We must go to sarum,” Colonel oliver said softly to 
darien. “The nation needs your leadership now.”

darien looked at anna. “Is it true?” he asked.
anna nodded. “You are the king now.”
“Will we be victorious over the Palatians?”
“You will, but at a great cost.”
darien gazed at her for a moment. “You’re not going back 

to sarum with me, are you?”
she shook her head slowly. “I’m going to find kyle.”
darien didn’t understand. He couldn’t have. but he 

accepted it anyway. kneeling again, he kissed her hand. “May 
the Unseen one allow us to meet again,” he said softly.

she smiled at him. she hoped He would.
darien and Colonel oliver strode quickly from the hotel. 

anna was alone. she felt a heaviness in her heart that seemed 
to weigh down her feet as well. she stood and walked slug-
gishly up the stairs to her room. she wasn’t sure what she 
would find there, but she felt compelled to go. 

opening the door to her room, she saw that it was 
different. “oh,” she said. The furniture and carpets were 
gone, replaced by broken boards, peeling wallpaper, and 
dirt. a white light flashed, grew in intensity, and seemed to 
swallow her up.



Chapter

Anna was on her hands and knees in the bedroom at the 
abandoned house in odyssey. somewhere, someone 

was groaning. she followed the sound to the door. Careful to 
avoid the section of the floor that had collapsed, she peeked 
through a large hole to the floor below. kyle was lying there 
on his back. He was wearing his normal clothes. He moved 
his head slightly and groaned some more.

“kyle!” she called out.
He didn’t answer. 
anna navigated the upstairs hallway back to the stairs. 

she took them two at a time, then raced into the room where 
kyle still lay, semiconscious from the fall. 

“don’t move,” she whispered in his ear. “I’ll get help.”
The little sister who had seemed to hate adventure and 

screamed at bugs ran with all her might back through the 
woods. How she found her way to her grandparents, she 
didn’t know, but she did. 

“What in the world . . . ?” her grandmother asked when 
anna burst through the back door into the kitchen. 

“In the woods—” anna gasped, her breathlessness getting 
in the way of her words.

Her grandmother shook her head. “Calm down, child,” 

Chapter
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she said. “Take a deep breath while I get you some lemonade.”
“but Grandma—”
“I knew going to those woods was a bad idea,” Grandma 

said as she started to pour a glass of lemonade. “I figured  
you were gone an awful long time. Two hours was long 
enough, but when it got to be three, well . . .” she tsked with 
her tongue. 

“Three hours?” anna said, shocked. “but we’ve been gone 
for months and months!”

“don’t exaggerate,” Grandma scolded. “now, where’s  
your brother?”

“That’s what I’m trying to tell you!” anna cried out.  
“He’s hurt!”

Grandma nearly dropped the pitcher of lemonade. Then, 
quickly regaining her composure, she shouted for anna’s 
grandfather to come quickly. anna told them both about 
kyle’s fall. Grandma called an ambulance while anna and 
Grandpa retraced anna’s steps to the abandoned house.

kyle was kept in the odyssey hospital overnight. His 
back was bruised, and the doctors were worried that he 
might have fractured a rib in the fall. More than that, though, 
they wanted to be certain he didn’t have a concussion. He 
seemed delirious when the ambulance brought him in. He 
kept talking about darien, king Lawrence, and “a protector.”

That evening, anna sat alone with kyle in his room. 
They didn’t speak at first but seemed to scrutinize the room 
as if they’d never seen anything like it before. The silver 
metal on the bed frame above his head reflected the room in 
distorted shapes. The sheets on the bed were crisp and clean 
and smelled of detergent. a radio on the bedside table played 
a song by doris day. This was odyssey. This was america.  
It was 1958.
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He looked into her eyes. “They aren’t different colors 
anymore,” he finally said.

“I know.”
“Was it a dream?” he asked.
anna shrugged. “It seems like it now.”
He looked away from her, and anna thought he might 

cry. “I failed,” he said miserably. “I stopped believing.  
I should’ve listened to you and waited.”

anna put her hand on his arm. 
“I liked being a big shot,” he said. “but I forgot who made 

me what I was.”
a slight smile crossed anna’s face. Her brother seemed 

bigger, much older somehow. 
He faced her again. “are we still chosen?” he asked.  

“I mean, does it work that way here?”
Her gaze moved upward to a symbol above the bed— 

a cross. “Yeah,” she said. “The Unseen one is here.  
We’re chosen.”

“but . . . for what?”
anna shrugged. “That’s what we’re going to have to 

figure out. We were chosen for one thing in Marus. Maybe 
we’re chosen for something else here.” 

They sat quietly together and thought about it until the 
nurse said it was time for lights out. 

That night, anna slept without dreams. 





Whit closed the notebook and drummed his fingers on the top 

for a moment. The fire had nearly gone out. The snow had 

piled up outside. He had half a mug of tea left that was now 

cold. With no idea what time it was, he picked up the phone 

and called Jack. They arranged to meet the next afternoon if the 

roads were clear enough.

“So what do you think?” Jack asked when they saw each 

other at Whit’s End the next day.

“It’s a remarkable story,” Whit said.

Jack nodded. “Familiar, too.”

“Yes, familiar.” Whit watched a snowplow drive down the 

street in front of his shop. “Do you believe it?”

“You mean, do I think it’s true?” Jack asked, then shrugged. 

“What do you think?”

Whit lightly stroked his mustache. “I think I want to find 

out who wrote it.”

“I suppose we could go out to the estate where I got the 

prologue
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trunk. Maybe someone knows something about it.”

“It’s worth asking,” Whit said. 

The two men put on their coats and walked out the front 

door. Whit locked up. There’ll be no business today, he thought. 

The kids will be playing in the snow.

As they carefully stepped onto the slippery sidewalk, Jack 

said, “This could turn into a nice little adventure.” 

“I hope so,” Whit said, turning up the collar on his coat. 

“It’s a good day to chase after a mystery.”

Jack agreed.

And the two of them left to do just that.



In arin’s Judgment, Mr. Whittaker and his friend Jack Allen 
find another school notebook telling of an adventurous trip from 
Odyssey to the land of Marus! This time, the traveler is a boy 
named Wade Mullens, who finds himself in the hands of a man 
who wants Wade’s help in building a powerful weapon to use 
against his enemies.

The excitement begins in 1945 at the end of World War II, 
when a friend lets young Wade in on an amazing secret . . .

“Look what my cousin sent me,” bobby said quietly. He 
looked around the room and out the window, then 

double-checked to make sure his sister was gone before 
spreading some pages out on his desk. on them were rough 
drawings of what looked like a large bomb.

“What are these?” Wade asked.
“Top secret,” bobby said.
“Top secret?”
bobby’s voice fell to a whisper. “This is from my cousin 

Lee in New Mexico.”
“so?”
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“so! new Mexico is where they’ve been working on the 
atomic bomb.”

Wade looked from bobby’s face to the pages, then back to 
bobby’s face again. “You mean . . .?”

“My cousin Lee’s dad—my Uncle Walter—is a scientist 
who’s been working on the atomic bomb. Lee made these 
drawings from some papers and photos he’d seen in his  
dad’s briefcase.”

Wade’s heart lurched. “are you crazy?” he asked breath-
lessly. “There are spies out there who’d kill to get their hands 
on stuff like this.”

“Yeah, I know,” bobby said. “Why do you think I’m being 
so careful?”

Wade pointed to the next page. “What’s all this stuff?”
“I think it’s how they make them. see?” 
Wade glanced over the list: “Uranium 235 . . . Uranium 

238 . . . plutonium . . . nuclear fission . . . isotopes . . . altim-
eter . . . air pressure detonator . . . detonating head . . . Urea 
nitrate . . . lead shield . . .”

“Lee said he scribbled down everything he could,”  
bobby explained.

Wade’s mouth was hanging open now. He read about how 
the various components interacted to cause an explosion. 
He also saw a page about the effects of radiation on human 
subjects after the bombs exploded. Many were burned, and 
some got sick and died. It also warned of radiation getting 
into water systems and sources of food. “We shouldn’t be 
seeing this,” he said finally.

“I know,” bobby said, smiling. “That’s why I showed it  
to you.”

“We have to get rid of it.”
“I figured I’d throw it in the furnace as soon as we looked 
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it over,” bobby agreed. “Uncle Walt would put Lee on 
restriction for the rest of his life if he knew Lee had mailed 
this to me.”

suddenly a voice at the door said, “bobby?” It was his 
mother. The door handle turned. acting quickly, bobby 
grabbed and folded the sheets of paper and shoved them 
under Wade’s untucked shirt. “What’s going on in here?” 
bobby’s mother asked.

“nothing,” bobby answered with a voice that said just  
the opposite.

His mother eyed him suspiciously, then looked at Wade. 
“Good heavens! What happened to you?” she said. “Is that a 
black eye?”

Wade stammered incoherently.
“He fell down on the way home from school,” bobby lied.
“Looks more like you were in a fight,” his mother said. “I 

think you should go home right away.”
“but—” bobby started to protest.
“no ‘buts’ about it.” she put a hand on Wade’s shoulder 

and guided him out of the room. “You go home and get that 
eye looked at,” she instructed him.

bobby’s mother stayed with Wade all the way down the 
stairs to the front door. He tried to think of a way to get the 
papers back to bobby, but bobby’s mother was in the way 
the entire time. she handed him his jacket and books. bobby 
shrugged helplessly at Wade as Wade walked through the 
door and it closed between them.

on the front porch, Wade zipped up his jacket and 
pressed his books to his chest. He could feel the papers under 
his shirt. He looked around nervously. What if there were 
spies watching him? What if the government found out that 
Lee had sent the drawings to bobby and secret agents were 
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coming to arrest them even now? Wade swallowed hard and 
walked quickly down the steps of the front porch and out 
onto the street. His walk soon became a run as he took off 
for home. 

every casual glance from people he passed by took 
on sinister meaning. They know about the papers, he kept 
thinking. a large black sedan drove past, then suddenly 
pulled up next to him. It’s them! It’s the agents! Wade thought. 
The door opened, and Wade cried out—then blushed with 
embarrassment as an elderly woman got out of the car to put 
a letter in the curbside mailbox.

He ducked down some back alleys and zigzagged 
through his neighborhood, just to make sure he wasn’t being 
followed. When he finally reached his own home, he burst 
through the front door and raced up the stairs to his room. 

“Wade?” his mother called from the kitchen.
Wade dropped the books on his bed, pulled out the 

papers, and then shoved them under his mattress. It was  
the only place he could think to hide them on the spur  
of the moment.
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