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 Chapter 1 

Clutching her blanket possessively, four year old Dawn walked into the family room. 

“‟m scared, Daddy.” 

Her father looked up from the bench where he was scribbling in a notebook. 

“Scared of what?” 

“A funny noise.” 

“Oh? What kind of funny noise?” 

“It‟s a monster growling.” 

“Sweetheart, I‟ve told you before. There are no monsters. There is nothing in the darkness that 

isn‟t there during the daytime. Now, I have to finish this and it‟s past your bedtime. Now off 

you go and I‟ll be up in a few minutes to tuck you in.” 

Dawn turned and headed back to bed. But as she walked past her parent‟s room she heard the 

noise again. It sounded a little bit like the cat purring, but not quite. It was not really like any 

noise she had heard before. 

She went inside, and saw a box of polished timber resting on top of the blanket box at the foot 

of the bed. Pausing, she could just hear that strange noise again. It sounded like it came from 

inside the box. 

Little fingers slid trembling across the slick varnish, then found a simple brass catch. The lid 

lifted smoothly, revealing a swathe of red velvet. The noise seemed to be getting louder. 

Dawn lifted the corner of the velvet, and caught the gleam of metal. 

She lifted the velvet higher and saw that the metal was actually a sword. It was snoring. 

“Wha...? Wazzump? Who is that? Is it you Lucca?" 

“It‟s Dawn. I didn‟t know swords could talk.” 

The sword looked at her. It didn‟t have eyes, but somehow Dawn knew that it was looking at 

her. 

“You didn‟t know swords could talk? Well I didn‟t know that little girls were allowed to sneak 

around in the middle of the night and wake people up. I guess that makes us even.”  

Dawn smiled. The sword sounded like her grandfather when she woke him up from a nap on 

the couch, all grumpy but smiling at the same time. 

“I heard a monster. Daddy says there are no such things as monsters, but I heard it.” 



“No such thing as monsters? Hmph. I‟ll tell you how to deal with monsters. You keep looking 

for it, and when you find it you give it a good hard whack, alright? Now close the box and let 

me go back to sleep.” 

Dawn dropped the velvet back into place, and closed the lid down. Then thinking for a moment, 

she picked up the box in both hands. It wasn‟t as heavy as she thought it would be. If she was 

going to give a monster a good whack, she knew just what she was going to whack it with. 

Not long after, her father quietly opened the door to Dawn‟s room, a smile spreading across his 

face as he saw her cuddled up under her covers, her pile of teddy bears in the corner of the bed 

against the wall. 

Then he looked closer. Buried under the pile of bears was the sword box. 

“Help me” came a plaintive voice, muffled by all the fake teddy fur. 

XXX  



Ten years later Dawn stood beside her father‟s grave and wondered what was going to happen 

now. She vaguely recalled her uncle saying something about her going to live with his family, 

but that would mean changing schools, and leaving all her friends behind. The thought did not 

appeal. She really would prefer to stay in her familiar house and pretend her dad was just away 

with work on a business trip or something. 

“Dawn, it‟s time we went.” Her grandfather was standing beside her. For a moment she 

wondered where he had come from, he hadn‟t been there before. Then she realised she hadn‟t 

been paying attention. Nearly everyone who had come to the funeral was gone, and the 

shadows cast by her legs had moved a long way. She must have been standing here for ages. 

“I don‟t want to go. If I don‟t go maybe he won‟t be gone.” 

“I know how you feel, but you must realise it doesn‟t work that way.” His voice was gravelly 

but gentle, and trying to be reasonable just like her father used to. “Now come along home. We 

have some things to talk about.” 

The trip back to the house, the house she had grown up in, her empty house, passed in silence. 

The world rushing past the windows was blurry with tears she was trying not to cry. Most of the 

well-wishers who had come back to the house after the funeral for tea and coffee were still 

there, standing around in small groups or perching uncomfortably on the furniture. Her aunt 

pushed a plate of small sandwiches into Dawn‟s grasp and fluttered her fingertips at the room in 

general. 

“Go pass those around, and make some conversation. It‟s as quiet as a tomb in here.” Suddenly 

realising what she had said, her hands went over her mouth and her eyes popped wide. “I‟m 

sorry Dawn, it wasn‟t supposed to sound like that.” 

Dawn glared at her briefly before moving to mingle with the people crowding the living room. 

Most of them she knew. Some were relatives and cousins, some old family friends. Standing 

near the front door were three men she didn‟t know. 

“Hello” she said as she marched up behind the plate of sandwiches, “Were you friends with my 

father?” 

The tallest stranger turned to her, revealing a horrific scar as long as a thumb on the left side of 

his face, a slash of puckered pale skin stretching from his cheekbone to the corner of his eye. 

“We served together for a while.” It wasn‟t really an answer. “Let me guess. You are Dawn?” 

“Yes. You served together? Were you in the army or something?” Dawn was puzzled. She 

didn‟t know her father had been in the army. 

“Something like that.” His voice was very deep and sounded vaguely foreign. Dawn noticed 

that while his right eye darted nervously around the room, his left eye remained still. 

 “Well well well. Here‟s trouble.” Her grandfather‟s voice sounded behind her, close enough to 

make her jump. 

Dawn turned to look at him, and saw that he was smiling broadly. 



“I haven‟t seen you three for a long time. Since,” he paused for a moment, and then continued 

“good grief, since the wedding? What have you been up to?” 

“We have had one or two assignments to keep us busy. It is a pleasure to meet you once more, 

Sorder.” The man with the scarred face reached out and grasped her grandfathers‟ hand firmly. 

“I haven‟t been called that name in a long time. I‟d like it to remain that way.” Her 

grandfather‟s mouth was still smiling and his voice was level enough, but there was a note of 

steel underneath. The scar-faced man drew his lips together as if he had been mildly insulted, 

then nodded. Her grandfather released his grip. 

“Now Dawn, have these gentlemen introduced themselves?” 

“No, not yet Granpa.” 

“Right, well the tall ugly one here is Neverbob.”  

The man with the scarred face smiled slightly before dipping his head in acknowledgement. 

“This,” her grandfather pointed at the second man, the proud possessor of a shock of flame red 

hair perched on top of a pale face pebble-dashed with freckles. “This is Bluey.” 

The red headed man smiled and pushed his left hand forwards, the way other people put their 

right out to shake hands. Dawn grabbed it awkwardly and squeezed, and suddenly realised that 

his right sleeve was empty and tucked into his jacket pocket. She took half a step back, startled, 

and then forced herself forwards. She did not want to appear rude. 

Bluey just smiled at her reaction. “Dinnae worry aboot it lassie, it happened a looong time 

hence.” His voice was like a bad comedian trying a Scottish accent but sounding like an 

Irishman. A drunk Irishman. 

“And last but hardly least, is Marcus.” 

The third man, broad shoulders filling out his coat but his face drawn painfully thin over strong 

cheekbones, moved to face her square on, his legs making a creaking sound as he moved them. 

He did not try to shake hands, but said “The pleasure is all mine, Belladonna.”  

Dawn could not help but stare. 

“What is wrong with your legs? Are they supposed to sound like that?” She finally asked. 

Marcus looked down, then reached down and rapped his knuckles against the lower leg of his 

pants. There was a hollow sound, like knocking on a door. 

“Completely artisan made from the knee down. The creaking is the leather cup that keeps my 

stump comfortable.” 

Dawn looked at him closely “Artisan made? What is that?”  

“Ah, I suppose that these days you would say artificial.” 

“So you have a wooden leg?” Dawn asked, curious. 



“Wooden leg? Not for a very long time. It is made of carbon fibre these days and could survive 

being run over by a cart.” 

“A cart?” Dawn smiled. 

“Umm ... a motor car? A Mack truck? Does that sound better?” 

“I suppose so.” 

Her grandfather spoke again. “These three and your father were very close before he met your 

mother. But then their work, um I suppose you could call it work, it called them away.” 

Dawn offered them the tray of sandwiches again. 

“So you knew my mother? What was she like, can you tell me?” 

It was Bluey that spoke first. 

“Ah lass, we didn‟t have much to do with her. One day we were a team, your dad and us, then 

along she came and suddenly he didn‟t need three cripples any more to remind him of how 

human he was. She did enough of that.” 

“I think we might finish that conversation there. Come on Dawn, there will be more people here 

that are hungry.” Her grandfather took Dawn gently by the shoulders and steered her back 

towards the other people in the room. 

She tried to protest, but knew it was pointless and so she spent the next half an hour being 

polite. By the time she thought about the three strange men again, they were gone. Then she 

had to help her aunt and uncle clean up the kitchen and put away the coffee mugs and tea cups, 

the familiarity of routine leaving no space in her head for questions about the men. 

Eventually her grandfather and her uncle sat down at the kitchen table with her, steaming mugs 

of hot chocolate in front of each of them. 

“It is time we had a talk about what happens next.” Her uncle was the first to speak. “You know 

it was your fathers wish that if anything happened to him, you would come to live with Eloise 

and me.” 

Dawn nodded, her eyes misting a little as she thought about her father again. The feeling 

surprised her; she had really thought she had cried all the tears possible. 

Her grandfather spoke next. “Neil and I have been discussing the idea, and it concerns us both 

that you are not finished high school yet. You have been doing so well, and we really don‟t 

want to cause any greater disruptions than you are already experiencing.” 

Her uncle took up the thread. “We think it would be best if you stayed here in this house, until 

you finish school. Then, we can decide what happens.” 

Dawn looked at him in surprise. “But this house isn‟t big enough for you Uncle Neil. Not for 

you and Aunty Ellie, and Mark and Sarah and Tony all together.” Mark and Sarah and Tony 

were her cousins, Uncle Neil and Aunt Ellie‟s children. 



“We know. That is why we won‟t be moving in.” 

There was a pause then her grandfather said “I will.” 

“But Granpa, what about the farm? What will you do with all the animals?” 

“I‟ll sell the farm, and the animals with it. That will give me enough money, and I can make 

sure you get through the last couple of years of high school.” 

  



Chapter 2 

Time passed slowly at first, each day punctuated by little things that insisted on reminding 

Dawn of her father. 

His favourite coffee mug, chipped and stained. The theme music to the seven o‟clock television 

news, the one show that he had always watched. His toothbrush still in the cup in the bathroom, 

because she could not bring herself to throw it in the rubbish. 

Then there was the way her grandfather smiled at her. She had never really paid attention to 

how much he looked like her father, not until now. Now, she could see her father‟s eyes smiling 

out from her grandfather‟s face. 

Several weeks after the funeral, she asked him the question that had been at the back of her 

mind since meeting the three strange men at the house. 

“Granpa, those men at Dad‟s wake. They called you something – was it a name?” 

He looked at her over the steam from his freshly poured cup of tea. 

“A name? What are you talking about?” But Dawn knew that he was avoiding the question, he 

always answered with a question when he didn‟t want to answer. 

“They called you Sorder. At least, that is what it sounded like. What‟s a Sorder?” 

He snorted as if to dismiss the question, then sipped at the still too-hot tea. 

“Granpa, I‟m not a little kid any more. Who were those men and how do you know them? They 

sure know you. And they knew Dad.” 

Slowly, he put his cup down on the table. His right hand slid up his left arm, pushing his sleeve 

back to the elbow. 

“Do you remember when you were little, you asked me about this?” He pushed his arm 

forwards and rolled it over so she could see a long scar on the inside of his arm. It was wide, 

and reached from near the inside of his elbow to the band of his wristwatch. 

“Yes. You said it didn‟t matter, it didn‟t hurt anymore. What has this got to do with those 

men?” 

“For a long time, I was the leader, club president I suppose, of a group called „The Fellowship 

of the Sword‟. I had a sword tattooed on my arm to show how important I was...” 

“Dad had a sword tattooed on his arm! Was it like his?” 

“Exactly like his. It was done by the same man.” 

“So they didn‟t call you „sorder‟ they called you „sworder‟, with a double-you, right? Because 

you were the leader of the group?” 

He nodded, his lips pressed grimly together. 

“So how did you know those men?” 



“They have been members of the fellowship even longer than I have been. In fact, I don‟t know 

anyone who remembers a time when they were not members.”  

“What happened to the tattoo? Is it anything to do with Dad‟s sword?” 

“What did your father tell you about his sword?” 

“Only that it was really old and that I was a naughty girl for putting it in amongst my teddy 

bears.” 

“You put it in amongst your teddy bears...” He closed his eyes and shook his head. “Why on 

earth did you do that?” 

“I‟m not really sure. I was only little, but I seem to remember being scared of monsters and the 

sword telling me that I shouldn‟t be scared of them, I should give them a good whack. And 

what better to whack a monster with than a sword?” 

“The sword spoke to you?” His eyebrows had knitted in concern and his voice was sharp. 

“Well, I used to think so. Now I think I might have been dreaming or making up a story.” 

“What did it say?” His tone was suddenly worried. 

“I really don‟t remember. I just sort of remember thinking that I could keep monsters away if I 

had the sword. When I woke up the next morning it was gone from my bed, and Dad told me I 

wasn‟t allowed to put it with my teddy bears.” 

“Have you seen the sword since?” 

“No. Dad kept it locked in the box at the end of his bed, and I wasn‟t allowed to look at it.” 

“Bloody hell. Robard! What do you know of this?” Her grandfather was shouting at the ceiling, 

or maybe the air between him and the ceiling. 

Nothing happened. 

Dawn said, “Granpa, are you OK? What are you shouting about?” 

He put his hand out, waving her to silence. 

“Robard, I know you know about this. There is nothing about the sword that you don‟t know. 

When were you going to tell me?” 

Still nothing. 

“Robard, I SUMMON YOU!” 

There was no noise, no light, but suddenly the tall man from the wake, the one who had been 

introduced as Neverbob, was in the kitchen with them. 

“Sworder, you gave up the right to summon me when you removed the tattoo, those many years 

ago.” 



“Oh really? Then why did you come, eh, if I didn‟t summon you?” Grandfather was standing 

and pointing a finger at the man he called Robard, the tip of his finger making small circles as 

he shook with rage. 

“To meet the new sworder.” 

“Oh no you don‟t. She is not the new sworder, she is just a kid. This is too big a responsibility 

to put on her. How do you think she is going to finish her education if she has to be the 

sworder?” 

Dawn was looking from Neverbob to her grandfather then back again. One moment ago there 

had been nobody there, now there was.  

“How did you do that?” 

“Do what?” Both men turned to her and spoke at the same time. 

“Appear from nowhere like that. It was like magic!” Dawn could not keep the amazement out 

of her voice. 

“It wasn‟t magic, but it would be too difficult to explain. Just call it not-magic, alright?” 

Neverbob studied her face as he spoke, as if looking for a sign that she accepted what he was 

saying. 

“OK then, so you somehow appeared in our house because of not-magic, after Granpa didn‟t 

summon you. Do you have any idea how dumb that sounds?” Dawn could not believe that the 

adults were treating her like a stupid kid. Not-magic, HAH! 

“Belladonna...” Neverbob began, but he was interrupted by a sharp retort from Dawn. 

“Not Belladonna. I hate that name. My mother gave me that name and then she left us. My 

name is Dawn.” 

“But Belladonna is such a wonderful name, a name of beauty and strength,” said Neverbob. 

“It‟s also a name for the plant „deadly nightshade‟, used for thousands of years to poison 

people. No thanks, I prefer Dawn.” She crossed her arms and glared. “Same as you hate the 

name Bob.” 

“How did you know that?” 

“Granpa called you Robard, but introduced you the other day as Neverbob. Robard might get 

shortened to Rob, or maybe Bob. So you mustn‟t like Bob, to be called Neverbob.” Even with 

her arms crossed and through the glare, Dawn still managed to smile, just a little bit. 

Robard looked at her for a few seconds with his lips pressed tightly together, then turned to her 

grandfather. 

“Do you realise it has been more than two hundred years since we had a female sworder? And 

she was able to achieve great things for the fellowship.” 



“And do you remember what happened to her? Do you?” Grandfather‟s face was starting to 

turn red with rage. 

“She gave her life defending innocent people.” 

“She wasn‟t even twenty years old!”  

Robard paused, deliberately calm for one breath then a second before saying “In the short time 

she led the fellowship, she did much. She reminded us of our purpose, reminded us that the 

measure of a person is in what they do for others, not what they achieve for themselves.” 

“And then she died, stuck on a soldiers bayonet. Did she cry, Robard? Did she call for her 

mother as she lay there bleeding in the snow?” 

Robard stared at him, his lips pressed tightly together. Dawn thought she had never seen anyone 

look as sad as Robard did. 

“Did she cry? No louder than I did when I lost my eye. No harder than Marcus when he lost his 

legs. But no matter, this is not the place to talk of these things. You must teach Dawn all you 

know, and I do mean all you know, so that when her time comes she can choose for herself.” 

Robard rubbed one hand over the other, then spread them wide. “The choice must be hers.” 

“The same way the choice was mine? Blinded by stories of honour and glory, what choice did 

you ever think I was going to make? What teenager could ever turn it down?” Her grandfather 

was almost shouting now, his voice loud and booming, the same volume he used to call his 

cows in for milking. 

“Nevertheless, the choice was yours. You were free to leave at any time, you know that.” 

Grandfather shoved his left arm forwards, exposing the long scar. “Twenty years I was the 

sworder. Twenty long years of it. So long that the very words honour and glory had turned to 

ashes in my mouth. You know that I had no regrets the day the tattoo was removed, even 

through the pain of the red hot iron bar I could taste the freedom to be myself. And now you 

want me to condemn her to the same thing?” 

“The choice was yours. Now, give me the sword for safekeeping, I will return it when it is time 

for the choice to be made.” 

“You take it.” 

“I cannot. You know it must be given freely.” Robard twisted his head, the savage scar marring 

his cheek pale in the glare of the kitchen light. 

“Then I will keep it. Let us see what choice she makes if the sword itself teaches her.” 

“You ask much.” 

“You know full well I earned it.” 

With a last glare, Robard turned away and was gone. Dawn blinked and looked at the empty 

space where he had stood. 



“Not-magic again, Granpa?” She asked. 

“Yeah. Something like that.” 

Without saying anything, Dawn turned the kettle on, grabbed two cups and dumped tea bags, 

sugar and milk into them without ceremony. When the kettle came to the boil, she poured the 

water into the cups, grabbed a teaspoon from the drawer and took them to the table, sliding one 

in front of her grandfather. 

“What did Neverbob mean, you had to teach me stuff?” Dawn asked quietly as the spoon 

clinked against the side of the cup. 

“He wants me to teach you about the Fellowship. About the history of the sword, and how to 

use it.” 

“Then what?” 

“When the time comes, you must make a choice. Whether you want to lead the Fellowship of 

the Sword, or not.” 

“What happens if I decide I don‟t want to?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Nothing? That doesn‟t sound so bad.” 

“It is the worst part.” He looked up at the ceiling and took a deep, ragged breath. 

“Nothing happens and that‟s the worst part? Why?” Dawn asked. 

“Because then you never know what it would be like.” His eyes flicked from the ceiling to the 

wall and stared off at some place that was beyond the walls of the house. 

“Know what what would be like, Granpa?” 

He just shook his head. 

“Time enough for that. I need time to think, and you need to concentrate on your school work.” 

  



Chapter 3 

 

The sword lay in its‟ box, the lid open, on the kitchen table. Dawn sat on one side, her 

Grandfather on the other, an empty tea cup in front of him and a small plate covered in crumbs 

and a lone chocolate chip hinting at what had just been eaten. 

“Dawn, it is time you began to learn about the sword.” Her Grandfather‟s voice was calm 

enough, but there was a tremble hiding away just on the edge of hearing, “I‟ve done this twice 

before, but it doesn‟t get any easier. Before we go on, I am going to tell you what Robard 

would not.” 

“Yes?” Dawn asked quietly. 

“Those who become the Sworder do not normally die of old age. It is a dangerous calling, one 

where you must often make hard decisions. Sometimes those hard decisions can mean your 

own death.” Her Grandfather studied her face for a reaction. Dawn‟s expression didn‟t flicker. 

“Oh well done,” said the sword. “This is how you try and show her the disadvantages of being a 

sworder? You tell a teenager, already a raging pit of confusion and hormones, that the calling is 

scary and deadly dangerous? You know as well as I do all teenagers think they are invincible. It 

is these soft modern times that does it, you know. I haven‟t been turned down by a teenager 

since 1754, they‟re all just crazy. None of them have any sense of self preservation at all.” 

“Sword, shut up,” said Grandfather quietly. 

“But I was just pointing out...” 

“Not now.” 

“Oh all right. But kid – think hard before you take me up.”  

 Grandfather glared at the sword, and an embarrassing silence filled the room. 

“Now then, where was I? The bearer of the sword has great responsibility and will be called 

often to face great danger. Two things have to happen before you can become the Sworder.” 

“Two things?” said Dawn, “I thought I just had to make my own mind up. That is what you and 

Robard were arguing about.” 

“Two things,” her grandfather affirmed, “Yes you have to make your own mind up that you 

wish to take up the calling as sworder. The other is that the sword has to choose to allow you to 

take that calling.” 

“And if it doesn‟t choose to allow me? Can I still pick up the sword and swing it or do I get an 

electric shock or something?”  

“If the sword doesn‟t choose you, and you pick it up, it is just a sword. A metal club with a 

sharp edge.” 

“And I start to rust,” came the voice of the sword, “nothing worse than getting rusty. It itches.” 



“Sword!” Grandfather‟s hand slammed down on the tabletop, making his teacup clatter against 

the plate beside it. 

“Sorry. I‟ll be quiet now.” The sword didn‟t actually sound very sorry at all. 

“If you wish to learn, the sword will teach you its history. I will teach you how to wield it, and 

you must learn how to make the choices that you may be called to make. Then, and only then, 

will you be asked to choose.” 

Dawn looked from her grandfather to the sword then back again, “When does the sword 

choose?” 

“Oh oh let answer this, please, c‟mon, please, let me huh huh?” If the sword could have jumped 

up and down it could not have seemed more like a small child begging. 

“Sword! This is serious,” Grandfather hissed through clenched jaws, “this is about the life my 

granddaughter will lead.” 

“Bah, lighten up. You won‟t scare her with words.” 

“Sword, will you please tell me yourself when you choose whether I become the sworder?” 

Dawn asked quietly. 

“I have...” 

“Sword!” interrupted Grandfather, placing both hands on the table and rising from his seat. 

“...to choose after you have made your own mind up. I have no desire to influence your 

decision. I did that once, just once, and never again.” 

“Sword, don‟t. Please, don‟t.” Grandfather sat down again, his shoulders slumping. 

“Granpa, is everything alright?” Dawn looked worried at the way all the anger had just fled her 

grandfather. He seemed suddenly very small, his shoulders slumping. 

“He is talking about me,” said her grandfather in a quiet voice, “it was me that he told he had 

chosen, before I made my own choice.” 

Dawn glanced at the sword, “Why was that so bad?”  

“Sworder? Shall you answer or shall I?” 

Grandfather lifted his head and looked directly into Dawn‟s eyes. She could see tears welling, 

and his Adam‟s apple bob up and down. “I became the first sworder ever to renounce the 

calling. It was the hardest decision I have ever made, and one that might just have been twenty 

years too late.” 

“Belladonna, in my excitement of finding one such as your grandfather, one with the potential 

of being the greatest sworder ever, I influenced his choice. I may have stolen twenty years of 

his life. Where is the justice in that?” 



“You keep talking about justice,” said Dawn, “what are you, some kind of enchanted sword of 

justice or something?” 

“I think it is time for a history lesson,” said the sword. 


