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Dedication


  
  This one is for you too, Rhys.
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2
Book Description


  
  Continuing to use the Battle Circuit as a way to travel in his search for his family, Shen returns to the place where it all began. The Island. An important clue is discovered, but disaster strikes and the journey he’s waited years to make, may need to be delayed.

  

  *

  This story was written by an Australian author using Australian spelling.
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Name and Place Pronunciation


  
  Like many names there is more than one way to pronounce the following ones. These are the pronunciations used in this story.

  

  Names:

  Alam [al-am]

  Daen [day-en]

  Eda [ed-ah]

  Edris [ed-riss]

  Elidan [ell-i-dan]

  Eira [eye-rah]

  Evir [eve-ur]

  Ferdaeus [fer-day-us]

  Hagen [hay-gan]

  Haskel [has-kel]

  Janek [jan-eck]

  Josip [jos-sip]

  Kiara [key-ah-rah]

  Marna [mah-na]

  Paia [pay-ah]

  Sansin [san-sin]

  Thean [thee-an]

  Tige [teeg]

  Yerlan [yer-lan]

  

  Other pronunciations:

  Avellum [ah-vell-uhm]

  Avesto [ah-vest-oh]

  Bellauris [bel-lah-ree-is]

  Farim [far-rim]

  Saerun [say-run]

  Saripa [sah-ree-pah]

  Tollo [tow-low]

  




  
  





Chapter One


  
  Shen stood at the rail of the ship and stared at The Island that was a dot in the distance. He had blue eyes and black hair, barely long enough to be tied back out of his way. His hands tightened on the rail as he thought of what The Island could mean to him. When he arrived there, he hoped to find the answers that would lead him to his family. The Island was where everything had begun. He didn’t remember the volcanic eruption that had turned the group of islands into the single island he sailed towards as he’d been not quite four when it had happened. All he knew was he was one of the survivors brought to the harbour town of Saripa a little over eleven years ago. Now he travelled Rimalis using the Battle Circuit as a way to earn money so he could search for his family.

  Thinking of his family made Shen reach for the medallion hanging from a leather cord at his neck. It was all he had from his past. All he knew about it was that the symbol was called the ‘Mark of Kings’. That and the fact he’d called himself Prince Shen were his only clues to his family. Since Rimalis hadn’t had royalty for seven centuries, they weren’t very helpful clues.

  “Shen. Hey, Shen! Quit your daydreaming and practice with us,” Lara, also an orphan of the volcanic eruption, called out. Her younger brother, Edwin, as well as their friend, Janek travelled with him.

  “I don’t daydream.” Shen let go of the medallion.

  Lara laughed. She had sharp green eyes and sandy blond hair pulled into a ponytail that bounced as she moved. “Sure you do. You get a faraway look in your eyes, start rubbing that medallion of yours and we have to call your name for ages before you notice. That’s daydreaming.”

  “No it isn’t. I’m thinking of my next plan.”

  “Sure. Anyway, who cares what you call it. Come and practice. We’ll land late this afternoon and I want to win gold at The Island Arena. It might be a new Arena, but I’ve heard there’s some tough competition there.” Lara grabbed hold of Shen’s hand, tugging him forward.

  “Are the others practicing?” Shen asked.

  Lara nodded. “We’re waiting for you.”

  Lara tugged Shen to the area where the captain had said they could practice. Edwin and Janek traded blows, stopping when they saw Shen and Lara.

  “Two against two?” Edwin had green eyes and sandy brown hair that always looked like it needed to be combed.

  Shen nodded. “Sounds good.”

  “I’m surprised you don’t want to fight all of them by yourself.”

  They turned to see a girl stood watching them, hands on her hips, her reddish brown hair tangled from the sea breeze.

  She pointed towards Edwin. “I heard him brag to a sailor last night about what a great fighter you are and how you reckon you’re going to win gold at our Arena.”

  Janek shook his head, stepping forward when Shen would have answered. He had black, curly hair, dark brown eyes and tended to be the peacekeeper of the group. “I’ll be on your team. Let’s start this practice session.”

  With one last look at the girl, Shen nodded. He slid his sword from the scabbard that hung from his belt and readied himself. Even though it wasn’t a Battle, it was possible to get hurt. The rules of the Arena meant any serious injury disqualified the one causing it, but it occasionally happened, even during training sessions. The aim of the Battle was to disarm your opponent.

  As the fight began, the girl made comments until Lara called a halt. “Look little girl, why don’t you go play with your dolls or something? You’re being a nuisance.”

  The girl’s chin came up and she glared at Lara. “I don’t play with dolls. And don’t act like you’re that much older than me. I’m thirteen now so I bet there’s only a year between us.”

  “Three,” Lara said. “And the boys are all two years older than you. But that’s not the point. You’re being a brat and we’re training.”

  “What? Can’t you handle comments from the crowd? I guess you’re not good at concentrating.”

  “Briony Querrin.” A young woman strode across the deck, glaring at the girl. “Do not under any circumstances wander off. What would your parents say if you were kidnapped again?”

  “Stop being so dramatic, Cora. We’re in the middle of the ocean. It’s not like I can be taken from here.” Briony waved Cora’s concerns away.

  “I bet you thought that about the market,” Cora said.

  “Well, of course it’s possible to be kidnapped from a market. It’s a crowded area. It’s to be expected,” Briony said.

  “Don’t use that offhand tone of voice with me. I was there when they rescued you. Have some sense. How am I meant to guard you if you wander off?” Cora grabbed Briony’s arm.

  Briony pulled away from her. “If you didn’t suffocate me I wouldn’t have to run off. I needed a break from that stuffy cabin.”

  “Back to our quarters. Now.” Cora gestured in the direction she wanted Briony to take.

  Briony shrugged. “No point in sticking around here anyway. This lot are enough to make me fall asleep.” She glanced at Shen and his friends then stomped across the deck, her head held high, Cora on her heels.

  “Poor Cora. Fancy having to look after a brat like her.” Lara stared at the retreating figures.

  “Poor kid,” Janek said softly. “Imagine how it must have felt to be kidnapped.”

  “Who cares? She’s some little rich brat who probably deserved it.” Lara widened her stance and held up her sword. “Come on, let’s fight.”

  Shen looked towards Janek, expecting him to disagree with Lara. He understood why she was annoyed with Briony. The kid had been a nuisance.

  Janek shook his head. “No one deserves to go through that, no matter how much of a brat they are.”

  Lara sighed, lowering her sword. “I know. But she’s still a brat.”

  Janek smiled. “That I won’t argue.”

  “Then let’s fight.” Lara raised her sword again. The sound of steel against steel filled the air as training continued.

  




  
  





Chapter Two


  
  When the ship docked, they were amongst the last to leave. The wealthier passengers, who’d paid for quarters rather than standing room, were escorted off first. They stood at the rail and watched the fuss made of Briony as her parents met her with a group of soldiers and servants. She was hurried into a carriage and whisked away from the noise of the docks.

  Shen felt a twinge of envy at how Briony’s family welcomed her. Would his own treat him the same way when he found them? Or had they believed him dead all these years and were finished mourning him?

  “I wouldn’t mind being taken to the Arena in a carriage.” Edwin watched the carriage make its way along the cobbled street.

  “Well, we have to walk. So, let’s get started.” Lara swung the backpack, at her feet, onto one shoulder. “The captain gave me directions. It doesn’t sound like it’s far from here.”

  “We’d better hurry and see if there’s any beds spare in the dormitories. A few of the other passengers looked like they might follow the Battle Circuit too,” Janek said.

  “Yeah, one of the sailors said this Arena’s extremely popular. It’s the newest so everyone wants to check it out,” Edwin said.

  “Quit talking about it and get moving.” Lara slid her other arm into the backpack strap and strode towards the gangplank. She nodded to the captain, who was seeing other passengers
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