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Chapter 1
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What kind of emergency happens at a paper company? Logan Burgess complained sourly to himself as he sat bored on a hard office chair.

This was just the latest of many things he had complained about since he arrived in Albuquerque. Or rather, was sentenced to Albuquerque with his aunt. His mom and dad were on a trip and had sent him to be with Aunt Clair for the weekend since he could never get along with his older sister, Millie. 

And now Aunt Clair had dragged him to her stupid and stuffy job at JP Filch Paper Products. She wasn’t around kids much, so didn’t get that leaving a practically adult 12-year-old like Logan home alone was fine. When she was called into the office on a last-minute emergency, she insisted he come too.

Logan sat around a while in the super basic office foyer of JP Filch Paper Products playing games on his new Addikt gaming device. After even games got dull, he flipped open the new book Aunt Clair had given him. He raised an eyebrow. Books were lame, though he did occasionally read a mystery story or a history book. But this one was extra lame. 

The cover featured a serious-looking boy who looked straight out of the 1950s, holding weapons and ready for anything. The title seemed dark: The Boy’s Book of How to Survive to Adulthood. That was Logan’s favorite part. Inside was a collection of infographics on survival tips and crafts that were supposed to transform wimpy boys into über manly men of mad macho-ness. He laughed out loud when he got to the page about how to survive a shark attack. 

“When am I ever gonna get attacked by a shark?” he asked the empty room as he shoved the book back into his pocket.

[image: ]

Thinking about animals swimming in water made him need to use the bathroom. The only door was marked “DO NOT ENTER!!! Employees only.” 

I get it, Sign. The three exclamation marks are a bit much. Well, Aunt Clair is an employee, so it’s cool. Logan shrugged, just before he ducked past the door (after making sure the unwelcoming secretary at a “Welcome Desk” wasn’t looking). 

That’s when things got weird. 

He wandered down an almost endless hallway, then followed a worried guy in a white shirt and black tie. Logan had always been great at sneaking and the guy didn’t notice him. He followed him through another door, upon which hung another sign. This one read, “KEEP CLOSED AT ALL TIMES.”
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Ha! What’s the point of a door you keep closed at all times? I should probably stop talking to signs in my head. Now, where’s the bathr– GLEEP! 

Logan had a good reason for GLEEPing. He stepped through the door to find soldiers everywhere! And these soldiers had machine guns. They were watching over a bunch of scientist guys in lab coats, businesspeople who were busy looking all efficient, and people in coveralls pushing around wooden crates and things. 

Some of those things looked really, really bizarre! Like chrome-colored laser guns and retro computer banks, legit out of a corny old sci-fi movie. Maybe he should have paid attention to those signs. 

Even so, he was curious. Somehow, no one had noticed him. So he slipped closer to a large wooden crate and peered inside. Then a soldier turned his way, laughing at some joke. Logan panicked and did about the dumbest thing he could: he ducked inside the crate and closed the lid. Not a minute later, he felt the whole thing moving. 

Logan panted hard in the darkness, wondering what to do as he rocked and bumped along. Then the crate stopped. He could hear lots of muffled voices and suddenly recognized Aunt Clair’s.

“Have fun in England, Amadeus!” 

England?

Who was going to England? 

How was someone going to England?

Suddenly, there was a crazy thrumming sound. The ground vibrated, and pulsating blue lights flickered in and out of the cracks in his crate. There was a loud THOOM! Logan felt like he was falling at a hundred miles an hour. He screamed as a weird floating sensation washed over him. 

Then he saw stars and blacked out.
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Chapter 2
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Logan’s eyelids fluttered open to the dim darkness of a wooden crate. He woke with a start and stumbled out to find busy workmen and soldiers bustling around in some sort of big tent. 

The nearest soldier noticed him, and a shocked look spread across his face. He grabbed Logan by the shoulder and brought him to another guy, an impressively big, dark-skinned man called Amadeus Jones. Jones added the emotions of upset and fury to the shocked look Logan seemed to generate in these tent dwellers. 

“How the... How on earth did you get here, kid? No one unauthorized is supposed to be here, especially kids!” 

Logan tried to apologize and explained about his Aunt Clair. He also added that he still needed to use the bathroom (badly by now). 

Amadeus sighed. “McCutchen’s gonna lose his mind! There’s the bathroom. Don’t be long. I’m gonna make a call while Agent Keller looks after you.” He picked up a little metal box and handed it to Logan. “Better put this on before you get confused.”

Logan felt like saying, “What do you mean before I get confused?” But he just said, “Yes, sir,” meekly. That was usually the smartest thing to say to really big, angry dudes. Then he retreated gratefully into the bathroom. He could swear the ground seemed to move a little as he walked. 

After washing his hands, he raised the box’s lid, then raised an eyebrow. Nestled in a foam lining lay an earbud, a wristwatch, and something he was pretty sure was a throat mic. OK. That was lit. He put them on and felt like a secret agent. 
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After that, he took a minute to look around. Whatever this tent place was, someone had conveniently made its walls out of a movable canvas. He lifted a corner and stepped outside.

Logan Burgess gasped. 

Bright sunlight glinted off the rolling waves of an ocean. Salt water lapped up against a wall of plastic-looking material, and salt breeze sprayed in his face. It took Logan a minute to realize the entire tent he’d just left was built upon some kind of massive floating platform. Men and women in tactical uniforms were slipping around this massive floating structure, carrying crates and setting up some kind of weird tunnel into the sea. Logan looked away across the water to see a grassy coastland that seemed almost painfully green. 

This was not New Mexico. There were no seas in Albuquerque, and pretty much nothing green. The coastline across a blue expanse was lined with...were those cottages? With thatched roofs?

That’s when he noticed a ratty-looking little boat up against the edge of the platform. And two weirdos creeping towards him. They were dressed like medieval re-enactors or role-play nerds, with tunics and hose and cloaks and little leather shoes—only they seemed much, much dirtier than any nerds Logan had ever met. They both were a few years older than him and cast stares at the boy who had emerged from the tent. Slowly, they walked closer... 

Then they hit him on the head with a stick and everything went black again. 

Some time later, Logan blinked slowly. His vision and wakefulness gradually returned. This time, instead of staring at a crate, he saw a weird ceiling made of straw. Had one of the three little pigs kidnapped him? It did smell like a pigpen... Then he turned and saw the two medieval kids in capes and tunics grinning dumbly down at him and wished he’d stayed asleep. 

“Whá eart þu, wine léasscéawere?” 

Logan slowly sat up and wondered if he was still sleeping. What kind of gibberish was this? It was obvious they were trying to ask him something. “Um... What?” 

They started and looked confused. 

“Whæt dofaþ þu accente weorc?” 

Logan rubbed his head. They were in some kind of mud-walled room with straw all over the dirt floor. It looked unsanitary. A sheep walked by. An annoying beep grew loud in his right ear. He touched it and realized it came from the little earbud Amadeus Jones had given him. Oh yeah, there was a watch, too. He raised his wrist to glance at it. It was flashing. 

“Wiċċecræft!” The two boys gasped. One crossed himself, and the other held up the stick he’d whacked Logan over the head with. 

Logan held up his other hand. “Whoa! Whoa! Calm down! I can turn it off, see? What the monkey!?”

The watch was blinking several words on its tiny screen. Danish. Old Norse. Old English. 

Logan tapped the word Old English reflexively and always wondered afterward what made him do that. Unexpectedly, the earbud in his right ear started talking to him.

“...we want no witchcraft, spy-boy! Extinguish now your fell wrist-powers ere you call the demons upon us!” 

He looked up in astonishment. His left ear could hear them pouring out a string of words in the same odd half-English language they’d jabbered earlier. Was this doodad translating their gibberish? Did that mean these weirdos were speaking Old English?

“Wicked!” 

“Right! Witchcraft is wicked, spy-boy! The priests will know what to do with you.”

“Wait... You can understand me?”
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Chapter 3
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“Wait... We can understand you? We can! Why did you talk so oddly before? Where are you from?”

Logan was still very confused. He was starting to suspect his aunt did not work for a paper company. Could these dress-up nerds be actual medieval dudes? No! That was just crazy-talk! 

“Look. This is not witchcraft. It’s technology. You know, like a tool.”

They looked suspicious. “You mean like a seahorse? What does this tool do?”

Logan blinked. “What do you guys use seahorses for?”

They blinked. “You’re a fool, aren’t you?”

“Hey now! No reason to be mean. I wonder... If this thing translates languages, maybe it misses a word or two...like those AI translators.”

One cloaked boy turned to the other. “He be a fool, most definitely. Hear the way he shapes words that mean nothing.”

“Take him to the king. Knútr will want to know about these invading spies, and surely even their jester will know something of their plans.”

“Wait... A king? What king? My watch said you guys are speaking some kind of English. That name sounds like a Viking dude. Where are we exactly? And why’d you bring me to a barn, BTW?”

“‘Tis no barn. ‘Tis my home!” One boy looked super insulted.

“Rude!” the other boy grumbled. “I mean, you can see the fireplace right there.”

Logan blinked at the little pile of ash in the center of the room, which sent a pitiful trickle of black smoke up through a hole in the ceiling. “Uh... Sorry dudes. Didn’t mean to offend you. Houses look different where I’m from. Where are we?”

“Wessex! We’re in Wessex on the Isle of England.” 

Now the next question... “When are we?” Logan steeled himself for the answer.

The boys again gave him odd looks. “I think this is 1031. ‘Tis 1031, is it not, Æthelbald?”

“Nay. ‘Twas the year 1030 when I asked Brother Cwæthric two nights ago.”

“Well, mayhap two nights ago was the end of this year...” 

Their bickering voices faded into the background of Logan’s incredibly confused mind. Was he in 11th century England? Could it be true? Perhaps this was all part of some elaborate new VR program? Or was Aunt Clair a time traveler? He walked over and pinched the boy called Æthelbald (who, BTW, had hair). 

“Ouch! What did you lick me for, spy, fool, jester, boy?”

The doodad was glitching again, but the boy was real. OK. Try not to panic. I’m in 11th century England. 

“Wait. I’m in 11th century England! That’s insane cool! What am I panicking about? How many kids get to see the actual Middle Ages? This is fire! I can learn so much! Hang on, I sound like my Sunday School teacher. Who wants to learn? I can, like, rule a dukedom or something! Maybe I can bring home some kind of treasure or artifact and be filthy rich! Wait, what if I mess up stuff, I could totally erase my timeline or something and ruin the entire future. Whew. This is heavy!”

“Yea verily. He’s a foolish fool.”

Æthelbald slapped Logan upside the head. “Stop talking nonsense, jester-boy! This is serious. You’re a foreign spy and we need to take you to our king.”

“Wait wait wait, I’m not a spy! I’m just a traveler, a...a wanderer, you know... Just visiting. Let’s start over: I am High Lord Logan Burgess, a wandering prince from across the sea.”

They grinned wider at Logan’s poor attempt at a dignified pose. “Now you’re a prince?” They were skeptical.

“Yeah, totally!” Logan lied. 

Lying is always a bad idea, and Logan later wished he had understood that better. 

Now the boys cackled. “Well then, Prince Logan from Across the Sea, I am Æthelbald of Mercia. This massive lunk is Svein ‘Black-knuckle.’ He’s Danish.”

Svein bowed rather elegantly. “Well met, Prince Logan.”

Logan bowed rather ridiculously. “Well met yourself. Are you a visitor, too?”

“Nay! I live here. My parents moved when I was a baby, but there are generations of Danes in England.”

“Is that how you have a Viking-sounding king?”

Æthelbald looked at Logan oddly. “King Knútr is Danish, the son of Svein Forkbeard, once mortal foe of King Æthelred.” He sounded like he was explaining the word “president” to a 3-year-old. “He has been king of England since before we were born. Everyone knows that.”

Logan’s head swam (exactly like a 3-year-old trying to figure out what a president is). 

“Æthelred unræd! Æthelred unræd!”​[1] the big Danish boy chanted with a snicker. 

Logan stared. His translator bud said this meant “noble counsel, no counsel,” and he wondered if it was glitching again. “Say what now?”

“Æthelred unræd,” Æthelbald chuckled as he gave Logan one of those pitying looks saved for people dumber than you. “It means ‘good advice, bad advice’ and ‘tis a nickname folk gave Æthelred since he made many bad choices. Haha!” 

“’Tis funny (haha! Hoo hoo!) since it rhymes, you see?” Svein giggled. 

“No. No, it doesn’t. You guys need better jokes. But tell me more. This Æthelred unræd...” he had to pause as both the boys burst out laughing all over again. “He was the English king before this Knútr guy? And that’s the Viking guy?” If Logan was going to use his superior 21st century knowledge to take over a dukedom in the 11th century, he should learn everything. 

“Aye. In Danish, the king’s name is Knútr Sveinsson.”

“Meaning, Svein was his dad?” 

“Aye,” they slowly nodded their heads and spoke louder than necessary, much like they were explaining what the word “daddy” meant to a 1-year-old. 

“Take this leftover pottage.” Æthelbald handed him a wooden bowl of some slop and a slab of metal that Logan supposed was meant to be a spoon. 

“Er... Thanks?” Logan eyed the
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