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			For my mom, Marilyn, 

			who said I could achieve anything I set my mind to. 

			And for my sister, Connie, 

			who inspired me along the way.

		

	
		
			
			

			Chapter 1

			Bear with me while I get my thoughts in order. 

			Time has slipped away from me, as life, with all its adventures and deviations, sometimes doesn’t allow for gentler pastimes, such as looking back. I’m hidden away from the world right now. My seclusion, self-imposed, in a room surrounded by books and windows, even a romantic fireplace. All is quiet, at last. It’s in these moments when I sneak away, I find myself here, taking time to look back. 

			Though I have more modern means of recording a tale, I find myself nostalgic once again and opting to pen this story in an old journal, just like the one Hadrian had been kind enough to give me. 

			There’s something to be said about old, dusty tomes lying in wait for unsuspecting souls. Maybe in an old library, books stacked high upon shelves, all but forgotten in the present world. One day, perhaps, some curious person will run their hands along the spines of forgotten, tangible works. Blow off the dust. Open the crinkly pages. Peer upon the written word almost faded away with age. 

			But I get ahead of myself. 

			First, a story must be written before it is shelved, forgotten, and then, hopefully, found again.

			So, where was I?

			I remember now. I’d left things hanging in the prehistoric world….

			I had last seen my dearest Logan six days earlier when he headed out with Hadrian and five other men to confront the evil Alrik. They should have returned days ago. 

			Hadrian said it took two days to reach Alrik’s location. The ruins he was having his followers reconstruct. He’d set himself up as a god, deceiving the innocent, unsuspecting people of this world.

			They’d set out with a small arsenal to put an end to Alrik’s tyranny. I’d been left behind due to a sprained ankle. 

			Logan hadn’t returned, and I was worried. Since entering the maze, we’d not been parted often, and I missed him. Needed him. His presence fed something in me that was hard to describe. Like he was a part of me, like an arm or a leg. Something I relied upon, which I’m sure I was the same to him. He did not define me. Nor I him. But this bond we shared was unbreakable, constructed by shared experience. Sometimes I felt like a tree that someone shook, removing all the leaves, leaving me bare, exposed. And cold. It’s hard when you have gone through so much and can tell only a few. I suppose that’s why I take comfort in my journals, and the pen gripped tightly in my hand. Almost like I’m holding a lifeline. Or perhaps an outlet. When there’s something inside of you aching to get out. It’s caged, right there in your belly. Your ribs acting like a bone-cave, keeping it locked up tight. The jumpiness and gnawing ache of it leaping and clawing, fighting to get out. These words I write are a release. Like a pinprick in a huge balloon, the air slowly, slowly escaping. Give me a moment, and I’ll come up with a few more analogies. 

			Like I was saying, Logan was gone, and I was worried. 

			The clan was excellent company. They kept me warm and fed and even included me, as much as I was able, in their tasks so I would feel useful. I had to use a long stick to lean on to get around. At night, as I laid in the furs, I’d prop up my foot. Sometimes, in the day, I’d soak it in the cool pond, then feel self-conscious when someone came over to scoop up water for cooking or drinking, and there was my foot, dangling away. Many times, I tried to ask someone if they knew anything about the men who had headed out. Small groups of the remaining men would leave almost daily, just for a few hours, gathering or hunting what they could find, be it meat or another food source. They’d also return with wood for the fires. And each time when I’d asked or mimed inquiries about the others, they’d smile and nod, not understanding. Or of the few words they’d figured out, they’d sometimes reply ‘soon,’  and I hoped they were correct.

			And still, I waited. 

			Day after day, getting more and more impatient and even worried. Sometimes angry. I wasn’t one for sitting on the sidelines docilely while others joined in. And as my foot healed and my temper grew, I began to make plans. 

			In total, I waited six days.

			Then, my foot was healed, and my bag was packed. I’d scoured Hadrian’s little cave and found a canvas sack. Within, I’d concealed a cooking pan, a couple of lighters, a backup flint, a blanket, dried meat, and a couple of knives. I’d also packed my journal, filled with stories of the genie and vampire world, and a couple of pens, wanting to keep it close on hand. I also had a leather canteen of water. 

			To avoid detection and perhaps confrontation, I planned to sneak away in the night as the camp slept. Though I was not a prisoner here, I knew the clan was fond of me. No doubt they would try to prevent me from leaving in what they would believe a foolish, dangerous errand. It was the looks I’d seen some of the women exchange that had made up my mind about leaving. Even if they didn’t say they were worried, I suspected as much. It had been too long. We all knew it, even if we didn’t say it aloud. 

			Scrounging around in Hadrian’s cave I’d also found some clothing that was more appropriate for the world I was in. Being a bit big on me, the pants I wore had lots of handy pockets and stayed up fine with the belt I found. Hiking boots that he’d outgrown or found too small fit my feet quite well. I remember he’d been kind enough to outfit Logan in similar clothing before they’d headed out. I even had a hat to wear to keep the sun from my face and a few hankies stuffed into my pockets. My shirt was buttoned and plaid. It hung a little long on me, but oh well. 

			Then I was off.

			Nabbing a horse was tricky since they tossed their heads and nickered greetings when I approached. A sturdy gazebo-like structure had been constructed, sheltering the animals, offering shade and protection. 

			“Shhh,” I begged, stroking muzzles and handing out swiped bits of vegetables I’d stashed in my pockets just for this. The mare I settled on was a sweet but feisty animal I knew would be up to the journey. With some coaxing, and more treats, I attached the rope-bridle and a thick mat over her back, which I tied around her belly, and led her away from the others. After we moved through the rocky passageway leading to and from the camp, I climbed onto a boulder and mounted the horse. The sack I’d brought had a long, thick strap that allowed me to carry it over my head and shoulder. I settled it to rest behind me. 

			Then, with only the direction I’d seen them head off in and the bright moon to light our way, we started off.

		

	
		
			
			

			Chapter 2

			Relief surrounded me as no sounds followed in our wake. It appeared we’d escaped undetected. The trackers in the group might come after us in the morning, but if I could put many hours between us and perhaps lose our trail in a creek, then we should be safe.

			Though, perhaps that word may be the wrong one to describe this quest, considering the things I knew lurking around this world. Never could I let my guard down, not when dinosaur creatures roamed the lands and ruled the skies. 

			For now, while warm darkness circled us with welcoming arms and a gentle breeze caressed my skin, I let the bright light of the single moon comfort me. Allow me to pretend, if even for a while, that I was home. At least until a low growl from the brush shook me back to reality. 

			The sounds I wished to hear, those of familiar voices or laughter, failed to greet me, hour after hour, as I tired and my legs and behind cramped. What could have happened to Logan and the others? Had they been overwhelmed by Alrik and his followers? Had they met with some other peril? Had they lost their way? And then, I’d curse myself for striking out on my own. Fearing I’d missed them entirely, that we’d passed each other a mile or so apart and never known it. Then, where would I be? Maybe I should return to the camp? I’d second guess myself over and over, and still, the horse plodded on. 

			As the sun began to crest the horizon, I pulled off the trail I followed. Many times throughout the night, I’d repeated the action, adding to my journey yet also covering my tracks. Hopefully. 

			The creek, which ran perpendicular to my current direction, was my refuge, and on those detours, I’d urged Indy—the name I’d given my horse—into the water’s depth and continued on for a bit. Then, we’d climbed out over the low bank and taken a meandering walk back toward the trail. If I were followed, I knew my pursuers would be cursing me. I wasn’t about to make it easy for them. 

			So, as I crept from the trail once more, this time in search of shelter or a hiding place, I thought upon what my gift in this place could possibly be. It wasn’t flight, obviously. My injured ankle could attest to that fact. It wasn’t supersonic hearing, or eyesight, or sense of smell. I wasn’t stronger, or faster, or smarter. I couldn’t leap as high as the trees or breathe underwater—yes, I tried. I’d also tried to heal a half-dead frog I’d come across by the water’s edge. No luck there, either. I’m pretty sure at some point, either Logan or Hadrian must have said ‘I wish’ in my vicinity, and I hadn’t done the genie thing. Nor did I succeed in putting Logan to sleep with my gentle touch the first night we arrived. It had to be something, didn’t it? 

			Indy knickered as I dismounted and led her into a thick clump of trees. Keeping the trail to my left, I’d be able to find my way back as long as I stayed in a straight line. The creek ran along the left side of the trail, and a while back, I’d headed over to let Indy drink and to top up my canteen. If anyone came this far looking for me, they would no doubt search the creek side first, and hopefully, I’d be alerted to their presence. Those precious moments would give me time to escape. This wasn’t my first rodeo. I’d been on the run with a horse before. 

			We settled down next to a tiny clearing with enough room to let Indy graze at the surrounding brush and allow me to spread out my blanket beneath an overhanging rock. It wasn’t quite deep enough to cover me entirely, but the sun, which was beginning to peek through the overhead tree leaves, would be off my face. As it was, I tossed and turned, fretful of what had befallen Logan and the others. As it tended to do, my mind went through every bad scenario, making sleep nearly impossible. 

			Crunching sounds and a low hiss woke me, so I must have drifted off. Indy stomped her feet and tossed her head, alerting me that danger lurked. Slowly, I crept from beneath my shelter, my gaze darting around, searching. Indy now stood frozen, like in a horrified daze. When I moved slowly  toward her and grabbed her rope-bridle, I noticed her eyes appeared almost glazed over. Tugging the bridle and giving it a little shake did nothing to gain her attention. Whatever she stared at eluded my detection. I could see nothing out of the ordinary.

			“Hey!” I said, hoping to break her from the hold. And then I snapped my fingers before her eyes.

			Instantly, a ball of fire formed in the palm of my right hand. And while I was shocked into immobility, Indy suddenly roared to life. 

			“What the…” I couldn’t get it off me. My palm didn’t burn, I wasn’t hurt, but the flame stuck to me like glue. No amount of shaking would get it off. Careful of Indy’s frantic bucks and waving hooves, I moved aside and knelt on the ground. My palm still blazed, and even after rubbing it upon the earth, the flame didn’t dislodge. 

			Something crashed from the brush to the right of me, and charged toward Indy, who reared and screamed in fright. It wasn’t overly large, maybe half my size. Black spikey fur and fangs were all I noticed as it flew by, intent on attack. 

			“No!” I yelled, flinging out my hands in panic.

			The ball of fire obeyed this time and rushed in the direction I’d flung it, landing atop the black fur. It caught and held, and as the creature barreled toward Indy, the growing flames instead made it rush off in the direction of the creek. All the while, I could hear it snarling and crying out, mixed with Indy’s frantic screams. I was suddenly grateful Logan had shown me how to tie a proper knot so that she didn’t pull free and trample away. 

			“Whoa, whoa.” I went carefully toward her, hands raised, my voice calm. She must have noticed my palm no longer flamed, and she settled after a few more words and gentle touches. As she heaved and sighed, I eyed my hand and was relieved to see no burns or scorches. Nothing there to indicate the earlier ball of fire. 

			Well, that was weird.

			I guess I could have left the lighter and flint behind after all. 

		

	
		
			
			

			Chapter 3

			After Indy was calm and all was quiet, I wandered off aways into the woods to explore this new gift. I couldn’t deny that fire was a pretty excellent thing to possess in a prehistoric world. I took a deep breath, held my arm out straight, and snapped my fingers. 

			Nothing.

			Though that was my left hand.

			Then, I repeated the action with my right. And lo and behold, I ignited. There was a boulder straight in front of me, and with intention, I pulled back my hand and then pushed it forward. The flame volleyed at the rock, bounced off, landed on the ground, and soon extinguished. In hindsight, I supposed I should have done this at the creek’s edge just in case.

			“That. Is. Cool.” 

			After I played around a bit more, I returned to my makeshift camp and rifled through my bag. I’d stuffed some dried meat and fruit and veggies in there right before I left. Indy tossed her head when I approached with a couple of hard orange carrot-like things.  

			“That was scary, eh, girl?” I ruffled her forelock while she munched. “But the nasty hairy beast is no match for flame-girl. Ha. Get it? No match?” She didn’t get it. 

			We headed out after I packed up everything, picking up where we’d left off on the faint trail. Before I mounted Indy, I’d looked as far as I could ahead and behind us. There was nothing. No
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