

    
        
          The Adventures of  Jack & Whick Book One: The Silent Sword

        

        
        
          The Adventures Of Jack And Whick, Volume 1

        

        
        
          EMERY NKRUMAH GODSPEED

        

        
          Published by EMERY NKRUMAH GODSPEED, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      THE ADVENTURES OF  JACK & WHICK BOOK ONE: THE SILENT SWORD

    

    
      First edition. January 14, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 EMERY NKRUMAH GODSPEED.

    

    
    
      Written by EMERY NKRUMAH GODSPEED.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


n

[image: ChatGPT Image Jan 14, 2026, 08_18_24 PM]

The Adventures of  Jack & Whick

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Book One: The Silent Sword


[image: ]


Table of Content


Book One: The Silent Sword.........................................2

Chapter One: The Screen That Pulled Him In........................2

Chapter Three: Questions, Rice, and the First Bath...................6

Chapter Four: The Man Who Remembered the Sword................9

Chapter 5: The Cat of Good Fortune.................................12

Chapter Six: The Room of a Thousand Blades.........................14

Chapter Seven: The Cat of the Mountain.............................18

Chapter Eight: The Duel...........................................20

Chapter Nine: Interference and Fear.................................22


Chapter Ten: The Escape 25

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One: The Screen That Pulled Him In
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Jack  lay on his stomach in the living room, his feet kicking lazily in the air. The television flickered softly, filling the room with black-and-white images of warriors moving across dusty ground. Outside, the sky was turning orange as evening crept in, and the house felt unusually quiet.

Whick sat beside him.

The cat’s tail swayed back and forth in slow, thoughtful motions, his eyes locked on the screen.

didn’t notice.

He was too busy watching the program.


“Tsukahara Bokuden,” the narrator said, “was not known only for his skill with the sword, but for his mind. He believed the strongest warrior was the one who understood when not to fight.”


shifted closer to the TV. Samurai filled the screen—men dressed in layered armor, their faces calm and unreadable. One stood alone as others rushed him. Their swords clashed, but his movements were smooth, almost effortless.

“That guy’s insane,”   he muttered. “He doesn’t even look scared.”
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Whick let out a soft sound. Not a meow. Something lower.

reached out and scratched behind the cat’s ears. “Relax, it’s just a show.”

The narrator continued, describing Bokuden’s training, his discipline, his belief that true strength came from awareness, not anger.

’s eyelids felt heavy.

Not sleepy—heavy.

The room felt warmer. Too warm.

The hum of the refrigerator faded. The ticking clock on the wall slowed, stretching each second longer than the last.

frowned. “Okay... that’s weird.”

The screen flickered.

Whick suddenly stiffened.

looked down just in time to see the cat’s eyes gleam unnaturally bright.

“Whick?” he whispered.

The television flashed white.

felt a sudden pull, like his stomach dropping on a roller coaster. The floor beneath him felt unsteady, rough instead of smooth. He tried to push himself up, but his arms trembled uselessly.

“Hey—hey!” he shouted.

The walls seemed to stretch away from him. The ceiling spun. Air rushed past his ears though he wasn’t moving at all.

Whick leaped onto his chest, claws gripping fabric.

Then—

Nothing.



woke choking on dust.

He coughed hard, rolling onto his side, his palms scraping against dry, packed earth. The air smelled sharp and unfamiliar, like smoke and grass and something metallic.

He pushed himself up.

The living room was gone.

In its place stood a wide dirt road. Wooden buildings lined both sides, their walls weathered and uneven. People walked past him wearing long robes and sandals, speaking a language  didn’t understand.

No one screamed.

No one stared.

It was as if  wasn’t strange at all.

His heart slammed against his ribs.

“This isn’t real,” he said aloud.

A cart rolled past him, pulled by a horse. A man carrying baskets brushed his shoulder and muttered something sharp without stopping.

spun in a slow circle.

No cars.
No power lines.
No phones.
Samurai.

Some of the men carried swords at their sides—real ones. Polished. Sharp.

’s mouth went dry. “This is... this is that show.”

A cold realization crept up his spine.

I’m not watching it anymore.

“Whick?”  called.

No answer.

Panic surged. “Whick!”

He scanned the street wildly, his chest tightening. Then—movement.

A gray blur darted between two buildings.

“Whick!”

ran.

He weaved through the crowd, stumbling over uneven ground, earning startled shouts and angry looks. The cat vanished, then reappeared, always just out of reach.

“Stop!”  gasped. “Please!”

The chase led him into an open square.

A large crowd had gathered there, forming a wide circle. At its center stood two men facing each other, their hands resting calmly on the hilts of their swords.

slowed to a stop.

The air felt tense. Heavy.

A duel.

The men bowed.

Then—steel flashed.

The sound was sharp and final. One man froze mid-motion, the other standing calmly with his blade poised.

The crowd murmured in awe.

took a step forward without thinking.

His foot slipped.

He stumbled into the circle.

The murmuring stopped.

Every eye turned to him.

froze.

“I— I’m sorry,” he stammered. “I didn’t mean to—”

A tall, older samurai stepped forward. His gaze was cold, measuring. He looked  over like a problem to be solved.

’s breath hitched.

Then he saw it.

Under the samurai’s arm, calm and unbothered, was Whick.

“Whick!”  cried.

Relief and fear crashed together inside him.

“That’s my cat,”  said quickly. “Please.”

The samurai’s grip tightened slightly.

The crowd whispered.

didn’t understand the words—but he understood the danger.

Before the samurai could speak, a strong hand grabbed  from behind and yanked him backward.

“Are you trying to die?” a woman’s voice snapped.
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Chapter Three: Questions, Rice, and the First Bath
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stepped through the sliding wooden door and into a room that smelled faintly of incense and fresh tatami mats. The sunlight filtered through rice-paper windows, painting soft patterns on the floor. He paused for a moment, taking it all in—furniture low to the ground, cushions neatly arranged, a small garden visible outside, and in the corner, a display of old samurai armor glinting faintly.

The woman—her name, she had finally said, was Aiko—motioned for him to sit.

sank awkwardly onto a cushion, feeling painfully out of place. His knees felt too high; his modern clothes felt too loud. He couldn’t stop glancing at the armor, imagining the men from the duel standing there, staring at him. And somewhere in the back of his mind, he worried about Whick.

Aiko sat opposite him and began her questions.

“Where are you from?” she asked gently, but with that tone that said she expected the truth.

opened his mouth. “Uh... Earth? My house? I mean... I was watching TV and—”

Aiko tilted her head, waiting.

shrugged. “It’s complicated.”

Her eyebrows rose. “Complicated?”

“Yeah,”  admitted. “I just... I followed my cat. That’s it. Really. I just need him back.”

Aiko’s lips twitched, almost a smile. “A brave cat, then. And you are very far from home.”

groaned inwardly. “That’s one way to put it.”

She leaned closer. “Do you know what this place is? Do you understand what you’ve stepped into?”

shook his head. “Not really. I know samurai are... like, warriors or something. But that’s all I know. And the swords! Those were real swords, right?”

“Yes,” Aiko said. “Real, and deadly if misused. That is why you must be careful. One wrong move in that circle, and you could have been hurt—or worse.”

shivered. He couldn’t stop thinking about the man holding Whick so calmly, his sword just inches from where  had stumbled. “I—I didn’t know what to do!” he said. “It all happened so fast!”

“Then you will learn,” Aiko said, standing. “But first... you must eat.”

She led him to a small, low table. On it were a few simple dishes: a bowl of rice, some boiled vegetables, pickled items, and a plate of boiled eggs. ’s stomach growled. He looked at the food warily. Nothing was flashy, nothing smelled like the fried or sugary snacks he was used to. But it was warm, and he was hungry.

picked up a boiled egg. He poked it with his chopsticks, then took a bite. Soft, warm, and surprisingly comforting. He chewed slowly, savoring it. Then a little rice, then another egg. Before he knew it, he had eaten the whole plate.

“This is... good,”  said softly.

Aiko smiled. “Simple, yet nourishing. It is all one needs when learning to live like a samurai.”

wasn’t sure what that meant, but he nodded anyway.

After dinner, Aiko led him to a small bathhouse connected to her home. Steam
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